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PREFACE

"The Iron Ration" is the name for the food the soldier carries in his "pack" when in the field. It
may be eaten only when the commanding officer deems this necessary and wise. When the iron
ration is released, no command that the soldier should eat is necessary. He is hungry then—
famished. Usually by that time he has been on half, third, and quarter ration. The iron ration is
the last food in sight. There may be more to-morrow. But that is not the motive of the commander
for releasing the food. What he has to deal with is the fact that his men are on the verge of
exhaustion.

The population of the states known as the Central Powers group of belligerents being in a
position similar to that of the soldiers consuming their iron ration, I have chosen the designation
of this emergency meal as title for a book that deals with life in Central Europe as influenced by
the war.

That life has been paid little attention by writers. The military operations, on the one hand, and
the scarcity of food, on the other, have been the cynosures. How and to what extent these were
related, and in what manner they were borne by the public, is not understood. Seen from afar,
war and hunger and all that relates to them, form so bewildering a mosaic in somber colors that
only a very general impression is gained of them.
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I have pictured here the war time life of Central Europe's social and political aggregates. Of that
life the struggle for bread was the major aspect. The words of the Lord's Prayer—"Give us our
daily bread"—came soon to have a great meaning to the people of Central Europe. That cry was
addressed to the government, however. Food regulation came as the result of it. What that
regulation was is being shown here.

It will be noticed that I have given food questions a great deal of close attention. The war-time life
of Central Europe could not be portrayed in any other manner. All effort and thought was
directed toward the winning of the scantiest fare. Men and women no longer strove for the
pleasures of life, but for the absolute essentials of living. During the day all labored and
scrambled for food, and at night men and women schemed and plotted how to make the fearful
struggle easier.

To win even a loaf of bread became difficult. It was not alone a question of meeting the simplest
wants of living by the hardest of labor; the voracity of the tax collector and the rapacity of the war
profiteer came to know no bounds. Morsels had to be snatched out of the mouth of the poor to get
revenue for the war and the pound of flesh for the Shylocks.

So intense was that struggle for bread that men and women began to look upon all else in life as
wholly secondary. A laxness in sex matters ensued. The mobilizations and the loss of life incident
to the war aggravated this laxity.

But these are things set out in the book. Here I will say that war is highly detrimental to all
classes of men and women. When human society is driven to realize that nothing in life counts
when there is no food, intellectual progress ceases. When bread becomes indeed the irreducible
minimum, the mask falls and we see the human being in all its nakedness.

Were I presumptuous enough to say so, I might affirm that this book contains the truth, nothing
but the truth, and the whole truth about Germany and Central Europe. I have the necessary
background for so bold a statement. I know the German language almost perfectly. German
literature, tradition and thought, and I are no strangers. Three years of contact as newspaper-
man with all that is German and Central European provided all the opportunities for observation
and study one could wish for. And the flare of the Great War was illumining my field, bringing
into bold relief the bad, which had been made worse, and the good, which had been made better.

But there is no human mind that can truthfully and unerringly encompass every feature and
phase of so calamitous a thing as the part taken in the European War by the Central Powers
group of belligerents. I at least cannot picture to myself such a mind. Much less could I claim that
I possessed it.

What I have written here is an attempt to mirror truthfully the conditions and circumstances
which raised throughout Central Europe, a year after the war had begun, the cry in city, town,
village, and hamlet, "Give us bread!"

During the first two months of the European War I was stationed at The Hague for the Associated
Press of America. I was then ordered to Berlin, and later was given carte blanche in Austria-
Hungary, Roumania, Bulgaria, and Turkey. When military operations, aside from the great fronts
in Central Europe, had lost much of the public's interest, I returned to Germany and Austria-
Hungary, giving thereafter the Balkans and Turkey such attention as occasional trips made
possible. In the course of three years I saw every front, and had the most generous opportunities
to become familiar with the subject treated in this book—life in Central Europe as it was amidst
war and famine.

You will meet here most of the personages active in the guiding of Central Europe's destiny—
monarchs, statesmen, army leaders, and those in humbler spheres. You will also meet the lowly.
Beside the rapacious beasts of prey stand those upon whom they fed. Prussianism is encountered
as I found it. I believe the Prussianism I picture is the real Prussianism.

The ways of the autocrat stand in no favor with me, and, being somewhat addicted to consistency,
I have borne this in mind while writing. The author can be as autocratic as the ruler. His
despotism has the form of stuffing down others' throats his opinions. Usually he thinks himself
quite as infallible as those whose acts he may have come to criticize. But since the doctrine of
infallibility is the mainstay of all that is bad and despotic in thought as well as in government, we
can well afford to give it a wide berth. If the German people had thought their governments—
there are many governments in Germany—Iless infallible they would not have tolerated the
absolutism of the Prussian Junker. To that extent responsibility for the European War must rest
on the shoulders of the people—a good people, earnest, law-abiding, thrifty, unassuming,
industrious, painstaking, temperate, and charitable.

Some years ago there was a struggle between republicanism and monarchism on the South
African veldt. I was a participant in that—on the republican side. I grant that our government was
not as good as it might have been. I grant that our republic was in reality a paternal oligarchy.
Yet there was the principle of the thing. The Boers preferred being burghers—citizens—to being
subjects. The word subject implies government ownership of the individual. The word citizen
means that, within the range of the prudently possible, the individual is co-ordinate instead of
subordinated. That may seem a small cause to some for the loss of 11,000 men and 23,000
women and children, which the Boers sustained in defense of that principle. And yet that same
cause led to the American Revolution. For that same cause stood Washington, Jefferson, and
Lincoln. For that same cause stands every good American to-day—my humble self included.
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I
WAR HITS THE LARDER OF GERMANY

Press and government in the Entente countries were sure that Germany and Austria-Hungary
could be reduced by hunger in some six months after the outbreak of the European War. The
newspapers and authorities of the Central Powers made sport of this contention at first, but
sobered up considerably when the flood of contraband "orders in privy council" began to spill in
London. At first conditional contraband became contraband. Soon non-contraband became
conditional contraband, and not long after that the British government set its face even against
the import into Germany of American apples. That was the last straw, as some thought. The end
of contraband measures was not yet, however. It was not long before the neutrals of Europe,
having physical contact with the Central Powers, were to find out that they could not export food
to Germany without having to account for it.

Small wonder then that already in September of 1914 it was asserted that the elephants of the
Berlin Zoo had been butchered for their meat. I was then stationed at The Hague, as
correspondent for an American telegraphic news service, and had a great deal to do with the
"reports" of the day. It was my business to keep the American public as reliably informed as
conditions permitted.

I did not publish anything about the alleged butchering of elephants and other denizens of the
Berlin zoological establishments, knowing full well that these stories were absurd. And, then, I
was not in the necessary frame of mind to look upon elephant steak as others did. Most people
harbor a sort of prejudice against those who depart from what is considered a "regular" bill of
fare. We sniff at those whom we suspect of being hippophagians, despite the fact that our hairier
ancestors made sitting down to a fine horse roast an important feature of their religious
ceremonies. I can't do that any longer since circumstances compelled me once to partake of mule.
Nor was it good mule. Lest some be shocked at this seeming perversity, I will add that this
happened during the late Anglo-Boer War.

The statement, especially as amended, should serve as an assurance that I am really qualified to
write on food in war-time, and no Shavianism is intended, either.

Food conditions in Germany interested me intensely. Hunger was expected to do a great deal of
fighting for the Allies. I was not so sure that this conclusion was correct. Germany had open-
eyedly taken a chance with the British blockade. That left room for the belief that somebody in
Germany had well considered this thing.

But the first German food I saw had a peculiar fascination for me, for all that. Under the glass
covers standing on the buffet of a little restaurant at Vaalsplatz I espied sandwiches. Were they
real sandwiches, or "property" staged for my special benefit? It was generally believed in those
days that the Germans had brought to their border towns all the food they had in the empire's
interior, so that the Entente agents would be fooled into believing that there was plenty of food
on hand.

Vaalsplatz is the other half of Vaals. The two half towns make up one whole town, which really is
not a whole town, because the Dutch-German border runs between the two half towns. But the
twin communities are very neighborly. I suspected as much. For that reason the presence of the
sandwiches in Vaalsplatz meant nothing. What assurance had I that, when they saw me coming,
the sandwiches were not rushed across the border and into Germany, so that I might find the
fleshpots of Egypt where the gaunt specter of famine was said to have its lair?

This is the manner in which the press agents of starvation used to work in those days. And the
dear, gullible public, never asking itself once whether it was possible to reduce almost overnight
to starvation two states that were not far from being economically self-contained, swallowed it all
—Dbait, hook, line, and sinker.

My modus operandi differed a little from this. I bought three of the sandwiches for ten pfennige—
two and a quarter cents American—apiece, and found them toothsome morsels, indeed. The
discovery was made, also, that German beer was still as good as it always had been.

My business on that day took me no farther into Germany than the cemetery that lies halfway
between Vaalsplatz and Aix-la-Chapelle. There I caught on the wing, as it were, the man I was

[1]

[2]

(3]

[4]



looking for, and then smuggled him out of the country as my secretary.

I had seen no other food but the sandwiches, and as I jumped from the speeding trolley-car I
noticed that they were digging a grave in the cemetery. Ah! Haven of refuge for a famine victim!

I said something of that sort to the man I was smuggling into Holland. Roger L. Lewis looked at
me with contempt and pity in his eyes, as the novelist would say.

"Are you crazy?" he asked. "Why, the Germans have more food than is good for them. They are a
nation of gluttons, in fact."

With Mr. Lewis going to London I could not very well write of the sandwiches and the grave in
the cemetery. These things were undeniable facts. I had seen them. But the trouble was that they
were not related to each other and had with life only those connections they normally have. The
famine-booster does not look at things in that light, though.

Four weeks later I was in Berlin. The service had sent me there to get at the bottom of the famine
yarns. There seemed to be something wrong with starvation. It was not progressing rapidly
enough, and I was to see to what extent the Entente economists were right.

In a large restaurant on the Leipzigerstrasse in Berlin I found a very interesting bill of fare and a
placard speaking of food. The menu was generous enough. It offered the usual assortment of
hors-d'ceuvre, soup, fish, entrée, relevée, roasts, cold meats, salads, vegetables, and sweetmeats.

On the table stood a basket filled with dinner rolls. The man was waiting for my order.

But to give an order seemed not so simple. I was trying to reconcile the munificence of the dishes
list with the legend on the placard. That legend said—heavy black letters on white cardboard,
framed by broad lines of scarlet red:

SAVE THE FOOD!

The esteemed patrons of
this establishment

are requested not to eat
unnecessarily. Do

not eat two dishes if one
is enough!

THE MANAGEMENT.

It was my first day in Berlin, and having that very morning, at Bentheim, on the Dutch-German
border, run into a fine piece of German thoroughness and regard for the law, I was at a loss what
to do under the circumstances. While I knew that the management of the restaurant could not
have me arrested if I picked more than two dishes, I had also ascertained that the elephant steak
was a fable. I was not so sure that ordering a "regular" dinner might not give offense. That is the
sort of feeling you have on the first day in a country at war. I had seen so many war
proclamations of the government, all in heavy black and red on white, that the restaurant placard
really meant more to me than was necessary.

I asked the waiter to come to my assistance. Being a native of the country, he would know, no
doubt, how far I could go.

"You needn't pay any attention to that sign, sir!" he said. "Nobody does any more. You can order
anything you like—as many dishes as you please."

I wanted to know whether the placard was due to a government regulation.

"Not directly, sir. The government has advised hotels and restaurants to economize in food. The
management here wanted to do its share, of course, and had these signs printed. At first our
patrons minded them. But now everybody is falling back into the old eating habits, and the
management wants to make all the money it can, of course."

The war was then about two months old.

What the waiter said was enough for me. I ordered accordingly and during dinner had much of
the company of the serving-man. It seemed that to a great deal of natural shrewdness he had
added, in the course of much traveling, a fair general education. When I left the restaurant I was
richer by a good picture of food conditions in Berlin, as these had been influenced up to that
moment by the intentions of the Prussian government.

So far the authorities had done very little to "regulate" food questions, though problems were
already in sight and had to be dealt with by the poor of the city. That economy had to be practised
was certain even then. The government had counseled economy in consumption, and various
patriotic societies and institutions of learning had given advice. But actual interference in public
subsistence matters had so far not taken place.

The German government had tried to meet the English "business-as-usual" with a policy of
"eating-as-usual." It was felt that cutting down on food might put a damper on the war spirit. To
be enthusiastic when hungry may be possible for the superman. It is hard work for the come-and-
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go kind of citizen.

Nor had anybody found cause to abandon the notion that the European War would not last long.
True enough, the western front had been congealed by Marshal Joffre, but there was then no
reason to believe that it would not again be brought into flux, in which case it was hoped that the
German general staff would give to the world a fine picture of swift and telling offensive in open-
field operations. After that the war was to be over.

Of the six months which the war was to last, according to plans that existed in the mouths of the
gossips, two were past now, and still the end was not in sight. An uncomfortable feeling came
upon many when seclusion undraped reality. That much I learned during my first week at the
German capital.

I must mention here that I speak German almost perfectly. Armed in this manner, I invaded
markets and stores, ate to-day in the super-refined halls of the Adlon and shared to-morrow a
table with some hackman, and succeeded also in gaining entrée into some families, rich, not-so-
rich, and poor.

In the course of three weeks I had established to my own satisfaction, and that of the service, that
while as yet there could be no question of food shortage in Germany, there would soon come a
time when waists—which were not thin then by any means—would shrink. The tendency of food
prices was upward, and, as they rose, more people increased the consumption of food staples,
especially bread. Since these staples were the marrow of the country's economic organism,
something would have to be done soon to limit their consumption to the absolutely necessary.

The first step in that direction was soon to be taken. War-bread—Kriegsbrot—made its
appearance. It was more of a staff of life than had been believed, despite its name. To roughly 55
per cent. of rye was added 25 per cent. of wheat and 20 per cent. of potato meal, sugar, and
shortening. The bread was very palatable, and the potato elements in it prevented its getting
stale rapidly. It tasted best on the third day, and on trips to the front I have kept the bread as
long as a week without noticing deterioration.

But the German had lived well in the past and it was not easy to break him of the habits he had
cultivated under a superabundance of food. The thing had gone so far that when somebody
wanted to clean an expensive wall-paper the baker would be required to deliver a dozen hot
loaves of wheat bread, which, cut into halves lengthwise, would then be rubbed over the wall-
paper—with excellent results as regards the appearance of the room and the swill-barrel from
which the pigs were fed.

On this subject I had a conversation with a woman of the upper class. She admitted that she
herself had done it. The paper was of the best sort and so pleasing to her eyes that she could not
bear having it removed when discolored from exposure to light and dust.

"It was sinful, of course," she said. "I believe the Good Book says that bread should not be wasted,
or something to that effect. Well, we had grown careless. I am ashamed when I think of it. My
mother would have never permitted that. But everybody was doing it. It seems now that we are
about to pay for our transgressions. All Germany was fallen upon the evil ways that come from
too much prosperity. From a thrifty people we had grown to be a luxury-loving one. The war will
do us good in that respect. It will show us that the simple life is to be preferred to the kind we
have been leading for some twenty years now."

Then the countess resumed her knitting, and spoke of the fact that she had at the front six sons,
one son-in-law, and four automobiles.

"But what troubles me most is that my estates have been deprived of so many of their laborers
and horses that I may not be able to attend properly to the raising of crops," she continued. "My
superintendents write me that they are from two to three weeks behind in plowing and seeding.
The weather isn't favorable, either. What is going to happen to us in food matters, if this war
should last a year? Do you think it willlast a year?"

I did not know, of course.

"You ought to know the English very well," said the countess. "Do you think they really mean to
starve us out?"

"They will if the military situation demands this, madame," I replied. "Your people will make a
mistake if they overlook the tenacity of that race. I am speaking from actual experience on the
South African plains. You need expect no let-up from the English. They may blunder a great deal,
but they always have the will and the resources to make good their mistakes and profit by them,
even if they cannot learn rapidly."

The countess had thought as much.

I gained a good insight into German food production a few days later, while I was the guest of the
countess on an estate not far from Berlin.

The fields there were being put to the best possible use under intensive farming, though their soil
had been deprived of its natural store of plant nutriment centuries ago.

I suppose the estate was poor "farmland" already when the first crops were being raised in New
England. But intelligent cultivation, and, above all, rational fertilizing methods, had always kept it
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in a fine state of production. The very maximum in crops was being obtained almost every year.
Trained agriculturists superintended the work, and, while machinery was being employed, none
of it was used in departments where it would have been the cause of a loss in production—
something against which the ease-loving farmer is not always proof.

The idea was to raise on the area all that could be raised, even if the net profit from a less
thorough method of cultivation would have been just as big. Inquiry showed that the agrarian
policy of the German government favored this course. The high protective tariff, under which the
German food-producer operated, left a comfortable profit margin no matter how good the crops of
the competitor might be. Since Germany imported a small quantity of food even in years when
bumper crops came, large harvests did not cause a depression in prices; they merely kept foreign
foodstuffs out of the country and thereby increased the trade balance in favor of Germany.

Visiting some small farms and villages in the neighborhood of the estate, I found that the example
set by the scientifically managed Gut of the countess was being followed everywhere. The
agrarian policy of the government had wiped out all competition between large and small
producers, and so well did the village farmers and the estate-managers get along that the Gut
was in reality a sort of agricultural experiment station and school farm for those who had not
studied agriculture at the seats of learning which the bespectacled superintendents of the
countess had attended.

I began to understand why Germany was able to virtually grow on an area less than that of the
State of Texas the food for nearly seventy million people, and then leave to forestry and waste
lands a quarter of that area. There was also the explanation why Germany was able to export
small quantities of rye and barley, in exchange for the wheat she could not raise herself
profitably. The climate of northern Germany is not well suited for the growing of wheat. If it were,
Germany would not import any wheat, seeing that the area now given to the cultivation of sugar-
beets and potatoes could be cut down much without affecting home consumption. As it is, the
country exported before the war almost a third of her sugar production, and much of the alcohol
won from potatoes entered the foreign market either in its raw state or in the form of
manufactured products.

But the war had put a crimp into this fine scheme. Not only was the estate short-handed and
short of animal power, but in the villages it was no better. Some six million men had then been
mobilized, and of this number 28 per cent. came directly from the farms, and another 14 per cent.
had formerly been engaged in food production and distribution also. To fill the large orders of
hay, oats, and straw for the army, the cattle had to be kept on the meadows—pastures in the
American sense of the word are but rarely found in overcrowded Europe—and that would lead to
a shortage in stable manure, the most important factor in soil-fertilizing.

The outlook was gloomy enough and quite a contrast to the easy war spirit which still swayed the
city population.

Interviews with a goodly number of German government officials and men connected with the
Prussian Ministry of Agriculture confirmed the impressions I had gained in the course of my food
investigation. For the time being, there was enough of everything. But that was only for the time
being.

Public subsistence depends in a large measure on the products of animal industry. There is the
dairy, for instance. While cows can live on grass, they will not give much or good milk if hay and
grass are not supplemented by fat-making foods. Of such feed Germany does not produce enough,
owing to climatic conditions. Indian corn will not ripen in northern Europe, and cotton is out of
the question altogether. In the past, Indian corn had been imported from Hungary, Roumania,
and the United States mostly, and cotton-seed products had been brought in from the United
States also. Roumania still continued to sell Indian corn during the first months of the war, but
Great Britain had put cotton-seed cake and the like under the ban of contraband. If the bread-
basket was not as yet hung high, the crib certainly began to get very much out of reach.

One day, then, I found that every advertisement "pillar" in the streets of Berlin called loudly for
two things—the taking of an animal census throughout Prussia, and the advice that as many pigs
as possible should be killed. Poor porkers! It was to be wide-open season for them soon.

Gently, ever so gently, the Prussian and other German state governments were beginning to put
the screws on the farming industry—the thing they had nursed so well. No doubt the thing hurt.
But there was no help. Animal feed was discovered to be short. The authorities interfered with
the current of supply and demand for the first time. Feed Commissions and Fodder Centrals were
established, and after that the farmer had to show cause why he should get the amount of feed he
asked for. The innovation recoiled on the lowliest first—among them the pigs.

Into them and upon them had been heaped a great deal of fat by purposeful feeding with an
ulterior motive. The porkers stood well in the glory for which they are intended. But the lack of
fattening feed would soon cause them to live more or less on their own stores of fat. That had to
be prevented, naturally. By many, a butchered two-hundred-pound porker is thought to be better
than a live razorback. The knife began its deadly work—the slaughter of the porcine innocents
was on.

To the many strange cults and castes that exist we must add the German village butcher. He is
busy only when the pork "crop" comes in, but somehow he seems to defy the law that only
continued practice makes perfect. He works from November to February of each year, but when
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the next season comes he is as good as before, seemingly.

But in 1914 the village butcher was busy at the front. Thus it came that men less expert were in
charge of the conservation of pork products. The result could have been foreseen, but it was not.
The farmers, eager not to lose an ounce of fat, and not especially keen to feed their home-raised
grain to the animals, had their pigs butchered. That was well enough, in a way. But the tons of
sausages that were made, and the thousands of tons of pickled and smoked hams, shoulders,
sides-of-bacon, and what not, had been improperly cured in many cases, and vast quantities of
them began to spoil.

It was now a case of having no pigs and also no pork.

The case deserves special attention for the reason that it is the first crevasse that appeared in the
levee that was to hold back the high-flood of inflated prices and food shortage.

The affair of the porkers did not leave the German farmers in the best frame of mind. They had
needlessly sacrificed a goodly share of their annual income. The price of pork fell to a lower level
than had been known in twenty years, and meanwhile the farmer was beginning to buy what he
needed in a market that showed sharp upward curves. To this was being added the burden of war
taxation.

But even that was not all. Coming in close contact with the Berlin authorities, I had been able to
judge the quality of their efforts for the saving of food. I had learned, for instance, that the
Prussian and other state governments never intended to order the Killing of the pigs. The most
that was done by them was to advise the farmers and villagers to kill off all animals that had
reached their maximum weight and whose keep under the reduced ration system would not pay.

Zealous officials in the provinces gave that thing a different aspect. Eager to obey the slightest
suggestion of those above, these men interpreted the advice given as an order and disseminated
it as such. The farmer with sense enough to question this was generally told that what he would
not do on advice he would later be ordered to do.

I was able to ascertain in connection with this subject that all which is bad in German, and
especially in Prussian, government has rarely its inception in the higher places. It is the
Amtsstube—government bureau—that breeds the qualities for which government in the German
Empire is deservedly odious. At any ministry I would get the very best treatment—far better, for
instance, than I should hope to get at any seat of department at Washington—but it was different
when I had to deal with some official underling.

This class, as a rule, enters the government service after having been professional non-
commissioned officers for many years. By that time the man has become so thoroughly a drill
sergeant that his usefulness in other spheres of life should be considered as ended. Instead of
that, the German government makes him an official. The effect produced is not a happy one.

It was a member of this tribe who once told me that I was not to think. I confess that I did not
know whether to laugh or cry when I heard that.

The case has some bearing on the subject discussed here, and for that reason I will refer to it
briefly.

At the American embassy at Berlin they had put my passport into proper shape, as they thought.
A Mr. Harvey was positive that such was the case. But at the border it was found that somebody
was mistaken. The Tenth Army, in whose bailiwick I found myself, had changed the passport
regulations, and the American embassy at Berlin seemed not to have heard of the change.

A very snappy sergeant of the border survey service wanted to know how I had dared to travel
with an imperfectly viséd passport. There was nothing else to say but that I thought the passport
was in order.

"Sie haben kein Recht zu denken" ("You have no right to think"), snarled the man.

That remark stunned me. Here was a human being audacious enough to deny another human
being the right to think. What next?

The result of some suitable remarks of mine were that presently I was under arrest and off for an
interview with the Landrat—the county president at Bentheim.

The Landrat was away, however—hunting, as I remember it. In his stead I found a so-called
assessor. I can say for the man that he was the most offensive government official or employee I
have ever met. He had not said ten words when that was plain to me.

"Ah! You thought the passport was in order," he mocked. "You thought so! Don't you know that it
is dangerous to think?"

There and then my patience took leave of me. I made a few remarks that left no doubt in the mind
of the official that I reserved for myself the right to think, whether that was in Germany or in
Hades.

Within a fortnight I was back in Berlin. I am not given to making a mountain out of every little
molehill I come across, but I deemed it necessary to bring the incident at Bentheim to the
attention of the proper authorities.
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What I wanted to know was this: Had the race which in the past produced some of the best of
thinkers been coerced into having thinking prohibited by an erstwhile sergeant or a mensur-
marked assessor?

Of course, that was not the case, I was told. The two men had been overzealous. They would be
disciplined. I was not to feel that I had been insulted. An eager official might use that sort of
language. After all, what special harm was there in being told not to think? Both the sergeant and
the assessor had probably meant that I was not to surmise, conclude, or take things for granted.

But I had made up my mind to make myself clear. In the end I succeeded, though recourse to
diagrams and the like seemed necessary before the great light dawned. That the German
authorities had the right to watch their borders closely I was the last to gainsay. Nor could fault
be found with officials who discharged this important duty with all the thoroughness at their
command. If these officials felt inclined to warn travelers against surmise and conjecture, thanks
were due them, but these officials were guilty of the grossest indecency in denying a rational
adult the right to think.

Those who for years have been hunting for a definition of militarism may consider that in the
above they have the best explanation of it. The phrase, "You have no right to think," is the very
backbone of militarism. In times of war men may not think, because militarism is absolute. For
those that are anti-militarist enough to continue thinking there is the censorship and sedition
laws, both of which worked smoothly enough in Germany and the countries of her allies.

The question may be asked, What does this have to do with food and such? Very much, is my
answer.

The class of small officials was to become the machine by which the production, distribution, and
consumption of food and necessities were to be modified according to the needs of the day. This
class was to stimulate production, simplify distribution, and restrict consumption. No small task
for any set of men, whether they believed in the God-given right of thinking or not.

It was simple enough to restrict consumption—issue the necessary decrees with that in view, and
later adopt measures of enforcement. The axiom, You have no right to think, fitted that case well
enough. But it was different with distribution. To this sphere of economy belongs that ultra-
modern class of Germans, the trust and Syndikat member—the industrial and commercial kings.
These men had outgrown the inhibitions of the barrack-yard. The Feldwebel was a joke to them
now, and, unfortunately, their newly won freedom sat so awkwardly upon their minds that often it
would slip off. The class as a whole would then attend to the case, and generally win out.

A similar state of affairs prevailed in production. To order the farmer what he was to raise was
easy, but nature takes orders from nobody, a mighty official included.

I1
WHEN LORD MARS HAD RULED THREE MONTHS

Germany had reared a magnificent economic structure. Her prosperity was great—too great, in
fact.

The country had a nouveau-riche aspect, as will happen when upon a people that has been
content with little in the past is suddenly thrust more than it can assimilate gracefully. The
Germany I was familiar with from travel and literature was a country in which men and women
managed to get along comfortably by the application of thoroughness and industry—a country in
which much time was given to the cultivation of the mind and the enjoyment of the fruits that
come from this praiseworthy habit.

Those were the things which I had grouped under the heading, Kultur. Those also were the
things, as I was soon to learn from the earnest men and women of the country, for which the
word still stood with most. But the spirit of the parvenu— Protzentum—was become rampant. The
industrial classes reeked with it.

From the villages and small towns, still the very embodiment of thrift and orderliness, I saw rise
the large brick barracks of industry, topped off with huge chimneys belching forth black clouds of
smoke. The outskirts of the larger towns and cities were veritable forests of smoke-stacks—
palisades that surrounded the interests of the thousands of captains of industry that dwelt within
the city when not frequenting the international summer and winter resorts and making
themselves loathed by their extremely bad manners—the trade-mark of all parvenus.

I soon found that there were two separate and distinct Germanys.

It was not a question of classes, but one of having within the same borders two worlds. One of
them reminded me of Goethe and Schiller, of Kant and Hegel, and the other of all that is ultra-
modern, and cynical. The older of these worlds was still tilling the fields on the principle that
where one takes one must give. It was still manufacturing with that honesty that is better than
advertising, and selling for cost of raw material and labor, plus a reasonable profit.

In the new world it was different. Greed was the key-note of all and everything. The kings of
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industry and commerce had forgotten that in order to live ourselves we must let others live.
These men had been wise enough to compete as little as possible with one another. Every
manufacturer belonged to some Syndikat—trust—whose craze was to capture by means fair or
foul every foreign field that could be saturated.

I have used the word "saturated" on purpose. Germany's industrials do not seem to have been
content with merely entering a foreign market and then supplying it with that good tact which
makes the article and its manufacturer respected. Instead of that they began to dump their wares
into the new field in such masses that soon there was attached to really good merchandise the
stigma of cheapness in price and quality. A proper sense of proportions would have prevented
this. There is no doubt that German manufacturers and exporters had to undersell foreign
competitors, nor can any reasonable human being find fault with this, but that, for the sake of
"hogging" markets, they should turn to cheap peddling was nothing short of being criminally
stupid—a national calamity.

I have yet to be convinced that Germany would not have been equally prosperous—and that in a
better sense—had its industry been less subservient to the desire to capture as many of the
world's markets as possible. That policy would have led to getting better prices, so that the
national income from this source would have been just as great, if not greater, when raw material
and labor are given their proper socio-economic value.

Some manufacturers had indeed clung to that policy—of which the old warehouses and their
counting-rooms along the Weser in Bremen are truly and beautifully emblematic. But most of
them were seized with a mania for volume in export and ever-growing personal wealth.

Germany's population had failed to get its share of this wealth. Though the Arbeiter-Verbande—
unions—had seen to it that the workers were not entirely ignored, it was a fact that a large class
was living in that peculiar sort of misery which comes from being the chattel of the state, on the
one hand, and the beast of burden of the captains of industry, on the other. The government has
indeed provided sick benefits and old-age pensions, but these, in effect, were little more than a
promise that when the man was worked to the bone he would still be able to drag on existence.
The several institutions of governmental paternalism in Germany are what heaven is to the
livelong invalid. And to me it seems that there is no necessity for being bedridden through life
when the physician is able to cure. In this instance, we must doubt that the physician was willing
to cure.

The good idealists who may differ with me on that point have probably never had the chance to
study at the closest range the sinister purpose that lies behind all governmental effort that
occupies itself with the welfare of the individual. The sphere of a government should begin and
end with the care for the aggregate. The government that must care for the individual has no
raison d'étre, and the same must be said of the individual who needs such care. One should be
permitted to perish with the other.

The deeper I got into this New Germany, the less I was favorably impressed by it. I soon found
that the greed manifested had led to results highly detrimental to the race. The working classes
of the large industrial centers were well housed and well fed, indeed. But it was a barrack life
they led. At best the income was small, and usually it was all spent, especially if a man wanted to
do his best by his children. It was indeed true that the deposits in the German savings-banks were
unusually high, but investigation showed that the depositors were mostly small business people
and farmers. These alone had both the incentive and the chance to save. For all others, be they
the employees of the government or the workers of industry, the sick benefit and old-age pension
had to provide if they were not to become public charges when usefulness should have come to
an end.

I found that Germany's magnificent socio-economic edifice was inhabited mostly by members of
the parvenu class, by men and women who dressed in bad taste, talked too much and too loud,
and were forever painfully in evidence.

For the purpose of illustrating the relative position of the two worlds I found in Germany, I may
use the simile that the new world inhabited all the better floors, while the old was content with
the cellar and the attic. In the cellar lived the actual producers, and in the garret the
intellectuals, poor aristocracy, government officials, professional men, and army officers.

Food being the thing everybody needs, and, which needing, he or she must have at any price, the
men who in the past had "saturated" foreign markets turned of a sudden their attention to
matters at home. The British blockade had made exports impossible. The overseas channel of
income was closed. Exploitation had to be directed into other fields.

The German government saw this coming, and, under the plea of military necessity, which really
existed, of course, began to apply a policy of restriction in railroad traffic. More will be said of
this elsewhere. Here I will state that from the very first military emergency was well merged with
socio-economic exigency.

The high priest of greed found that the government, by virtue of being the owner of the railroads,
was putting a damper on the concentration of life's necessities and commodities. But that, after
all, was not a serious matter. So long as the food shark and commodity-grabber owned an article
he would always find the means to make the public pay for it. Whether he sold a thing in Cologne,
Hanover, Berlin, or Stettin made little difference in the end, so long as prices were good. All that
was necessary was to establish a Filiale—a branch house—at the point and all was well.
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But as yet there was no actual shortage. Things were only beginning to be scarce at times and
intervals.

The population had begun to save food. The counters and shelves of the retailers were still full,
and the warehouses of the wholesalers had just received the harvest of the year.

Hoarding had as yet not been thought of to any extent. Germany had not been at war for forty-
three years, and normally the food-supply had been so generous that only a few pessimists, who
saw a long war ahead, thought it necessary to store up food for the future.

It was not until the fourth month of the war that prices of food showed a steady upward tendency.
That this should be so was not difficult to understand, and the explanation of the authorities
appeared very plausible indeed. Whenever the possibility of a shortage had at all to be intimated,
the government took good care to balance its statement with the assertion that if everybody did
what was fit and proper under the circumstances there would never be a shortage. If people ate
war-bread, a lack of breadstuffs was said to be out of the question.

That was very reassuring, of course. Not a little camouflage was used by the merchants. I never
saw so much food heaped into store windows as in those days. On my way back and forth from my
hotel to the office of the service, I had to pass through the Mauerstrasse. In that street four food-
venders outdid one another in heaping their merchandise before the public gaze. One of them
was a butcher. His window was large and afforded room for almost a ton of meat products.

I do not wonder that those who passed the window—and they had to be counted in thousands—
gained from it the impression that food would never be scarce in Germany. Farther on there was
another meat-shop. Its owner did the same. Next door to him was a bakery. War-bread and rolls,
cakes and pastry enough to feed a brigade, were constantly on exhibition. The fourth store sold
groceries and what is known in Germany as Dauerware—food that has been preserved, such as
smoked meat, sausages, and canned foods. The man was really doing his best. For a while he had
as his "set piece" a huge German eagle formed of cervelat sausages each four feet long and as
thick as the club of Hercules. I thought the things had been made of papier-maché, but found that
they were real enough.

But camouflage of that sort has its good purposes. Men are never so hungry as when they know
that food is scarce.

The several state governments of Germany employ the ablest economic experts in the world.
These men knew that in the end show would not do. The substance would then be demanded and
would have to be produced if trouble was to be avoided. How to proceed was not a simple matter,
however. From the food of the nation had to come the revenue of the government and the cost of
the war. This had to be kept in mind.

The assertions of the Entente press that Germany would be starved into submission within six
months had been amply ridiculed in the German newspapers. That was all very well. Everybody
knew that it could not be done in six months, and my first survey of the food situation proved that
it could not be done in a year. But what if the war lasted longer? Nothing had come of the rush on
Paris. Hindenburg had indeed given the Russians a thorough military lesson at Tannenberg. But
this and certain successes on the West Front were not decisive, as everybody began to
understand. The Russians, moreover, were making much headway in Galicia, and so far the
Austro-Hungarian army had made but the poorest of showings—even against the Serbs.

Thus it came that the replies in the German press to the Entente famine program caused the
German public to take a greater interest in the food question. Propaganda and the application of
ridicule have their value, but also their drawbacks. They are never shell-proof so far as the
thinker is concerned, and ultimately will weaken rather than strengthen the very thing they are
intended to defend.

"Qui s'excuse s'accuse," say the French.

The Prussian government inaugurated a campaign against the waste of food as associated with
the garbage-pail. Hereafter all household offal had to be separated into food-remains and rubbish.
Food-leavings, potato peels, fruit skins, the unused parts of vegetables, and the like, were to be
used as animal feed.

A week after the regulations had been promulgated and enforced, I took a census of the results
obtained. These were generous enough and showed that as yet the Berliners at least were not
stinting very much, despite the war-bread.

Photograph by Underwood & Underwood, N. Y.
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PROVING-GROUND OF THE KRUPP WORKS AT ESSEN

The guns shown represent types of artillery used in modern warfare on land and sea.

About the same time I was able to ascertain that in the rural districts of Germany little economy
of any sort was being practised so far, though the establishing by the government of Fodder
Centrals was warning enough. The farmers sat at the very fountainhead of all food and pleased
themselves, wasting meanwhile much of their substance by sending to their relatives at the front
a great deal of food which the men were in no need of. The German soldier was well fed and all
food sent to him was generally so much waste. It was somewhat odd that the government should
not only permit this practice, but actually encourage it. But the authorities knew as little yet of
food conservation as did the populace.

So far the traffic incident to supplying large population centers with food had moved within its
regular channels, the interference due to the mobilization duly discounted, of course. The ability
of the Germans as organizers had even overcome that to quite an extent. There were delays now
and then, but the reserve stores in the cities counteracted them as yet.

Normally, all men eat too much. The Germans were the rule rather than the exception in this
respect. Most men weighed anything from twenty to sixty pounds more than they should, and the
women also suffered much in appearance and health from obesity. The parvenu class, especially,
was noted for that. The German aristocrat is hardly ever stout—hallmark of the fact that he
knows how to curb his appetites.

Before the war most Germans ate in the following manner:

Coffee and rolls early in the morning. A sort of breakfast about nine o'clock. Luncheon between
twelve and one. Coffee or tea at about four in the afternoon. Dinner at from seven to eight, and
supper at eleven or twelve was nothing unusual. That made in many cases six meals, and these
meals were not light by any means. They included meat twice for even the poorer classes in the
city.

Six meals as against three do not necessarily mean that people addicted to the habit eat twice as
much as those who are satisfied with sitting at table thrice each day. But they do mean that at
least 35 per cent. of the food is wasted. Oversaturated, the alimentary system refuses to work
properly. It will still assimilate those food elements that are the more easily absorbed, which then
produce fat, while the really valuable constituents are generally eliminated without having
produced the effect that is the purpose of proper diet.

It was really remarkable to what extent in this case an indulgence became a reserve upon which
the German government could draw. A good 35 per cent. of all food consumed need not be
consumed and would to that measure increase the means of public subsistence available.

I am inclined to believe that the enemies of Germany overlooked this fact in the computation of
elements adduced to show that, within six months from the outbreak of the war, famine would
stalk the land. The Entente economists and politicians counted on actual production and
consumption in times of peace and failed to realize that a determined people, whose complete
discipline lacked but this one thing—economy in eating—would soon acquire the mind of the
ascetic.

It was not easy to forego the pleasures of the full stomach, since in the past it had generally been
overfilled. But, as the Germans say, "When in need, the devil will eat flies."

Upon this subject the Prussian and other German state governments concentrated all their efforts
in November of 1914. A thousand methods of propaganda were used. "Eat less," was the advice
that resounded through the empire. I do not think that, unsustained by government action, the
admonition would have helped much in the long run, though for the time being it was heeded by
many. It was the fact that the end of the war seemed not so imminent any longer which furnished
the causa movens for the saving of food. The war spirit was still very strong and the Germans
began to resent the assertion of their enemies that they would be defeated by their stomachs, as
some learned university professors insisted at the time. Not the least value of the propaganda
was that it prepared the German public for the sweeping changes in food distribution which were
to come before long.

I11
THE MIGHTY WAR PURVEYOR

Three months had sufficed to enthrone the Kriegslieferant—war purveyor. He was ubiquitous and
loud. His haying season was come. For a consumer he had a government that could not buy
enough, and the things he sold he took from a public that was truly patriotic and willing to make
sacrifices. It was a gay time. Gone were the days in which he had to worry over foreign markets,
small profits, and large turnover. He dealt no longer with fractions of cents. Contracts for
thousands did not interest him. At the Ministry of War he could pick up bits of business that
figured with round millions.

I attended once a funeral that was presided over by an undertaker who believed in doing things
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on a large scale. The man in the coffin had always earned a large salary and the family had lived
up to it. There was nothing left when he died. But the undertaker and the widow decided that the
funeral should be a large one. It was, and when it was over and paid for the woman was obliged
to appeal to her relatives for financial aid. The activity of the war purveyor was of the same
quality.

The Berlin hotels were doing a land-office business. The Adlon, Bristol, Kaiserhof, and Esplanade
hotels were crowded to the attic—with war purveyors. When his groups were not locked up in
conference, he could be seen strutting about the halls and foyers with importance radiating from
him like the light of an electric arc. In the dining-rooms his eating could be heard when his voice
was not raised in vociferous ordering in the best drill-sergeant style. Managers and waiters alike
danced attention upon him—the establishment, the city, the country were his.

"Wir machen's" ("We'll do it"), was his parole. The army might do its share, but in the end the war
purveyor would win the war.

The express in which I was traveling from Osnabrick to Berlin had pulled up in the station of
Hanover. The train was crowded and in my compartment sat three war purveyors, who seemed to
be members of the same group, despite the fact that their conversation caused me to believe that
they were holding anything from a million tons of hay to a thousand army transport-wagons.
Business was good and the trio was in good humor, as was to be expected from men of such
generous dimensions and with so many diamonds on the fleshy fingers of ill-kept hands. One of
them was the conspicuous owner of a stick-pin crowned with a Kimberley that weighed five carats
if not more. He was one of the happiest men I have ever laid eyes upon.

I was sitting next to the window, a place that had been surrendered to me because there was a
draught from the window. But I can stand such discomfort much better than perfume on a fat
man, and I didn't mind.

After a while my attention was attracted by a tall young woman in black on the platform. She was
talking to somebody on my car, and surreptitious passes of her hand to her throat caused me to
conclude that some great emotion had seized her. No doubt she was saying good-by to somebody.

I had seen that a thousand times before, so that it could not be mere and superficial curiosity that
induced me to leave my seat for the purpose of seeing the other actor in this little drama. The
woman was unusually handsome, and the manner in which she controlled her great emotion
showed that she was a blue-blood of the best brand. I was anxious to learn what sort of man it
was upon whom this woman bestowed so much of her devotion.

A tall officer was leaning against the half-open window in the next compartment. I could not see
his face. But the cut of his back and shoulders and the silhouette of the head proclaimed his
quality.

The two seemed to have no words. The woman was looking into the face of the man, and he, to
judge by the fixed poise of his head, was looking into hers.

I had seen enough and returned to the compartment. Presently the conductor's cry of "Bitte,
einsteigen!" ("Please! All aboard!") was heard. The woman stepped to the side of the car and
raised her right hand, which the officer kissed. She said something which I could not hear. Then
she set her lips again, while the muscles of her cheek and throat moved in agony. It was a parting
dramatic—perhaps the last.

The train began to move. The war purveyor opposite me now saw the woman. He nudged his
colleague and drew his attention to the object that had attracted him.

"A queen!" he said. "I wonder what she looks like in her boudoir. I am sorry that I did not see her
before. Might have stayed over and seen her home."

"Would have been worth while," said the other. "I wonder whom she saw off."
"From the way she takes it I should say that it was somebody she cares for. Class, eh, what?"

The man rose from the seat and pressed his face against the window, though he could see no
more of the woman in that manner than he had seen before.

I think that is the very extreme to which I ever saw hideously vulgar cynicism carried.

In a way I regretted that the war purveyor had not been given the chance to stay over. I am sure
that he would have had reason to regret his enterprise.

A few days later I was on my way to Vienna, glad to get away from the loud-mouthed war
purveyors at the German capital. The ilk was multiplying like flies in summer-time, and there was
no place it had not invaded.

Though it was really not one of my affairs, the war purveyor had come to irritate me. I was able to
identify him a mile off, and good-natured friends of mine seemed to have made it their purpose in
life to introduce me to men who invariably turned out to have contracts with the government.
Fact is that, while the war was great, the Kriegslieferant was greater. When I found it hard to see
a high official, some kind friend would always suggest that I take the matter up with Herr
Kommerzienrat So-and-so, whose influence was great with the authorities, seeing that he had just
made a contract for ever so many millions.
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And the "commercial counselor" would be willing, I knew. If he could introduce a foreign
correspondent of some standing here and there, that would be water for his mill. The official in
question might be interested in propaganda, and the war purveyor was bound to be. The
inference was that the cause of Germany could be promoted in that manner. In some cases it was.
Now and then the war purveyor would spend money on a dinner to foreign and native
correspondents. His name would not appear in the despatches, but the Kriegslieferant saw to it
that the authorities learned of his activities. After that the margin of profit on contract might go

up.

For a man who had conceived a violent prejudice against war purveyors, Berlin was not a
comfortable place.

I was either playing in bad luck or half the world had turned into war purveyors. At any rate, I
had one of them as travel companion en route to Vienna. The man dealt in leather. He had a
contract for the material of 120,000 pairs of army boots and was now going to Austria and
Hungary for the purpose of buying it. He was a most interesting person. Before the war he had
dealt in skins for gloves, but now he had taken to a related branch in order that he might "do his
bit." The Fatherland, in its hour of need, depended upon the efforts of its sons. So far as he was
concerned no stone would be left unturned to secure victory. He could be home attending to his
regular business, instead of racing hither and thither in search of leather. But duty was duty.

I might have gotten the man to admit that he made a small profit on his patriotic endeavor. But
that could serve no purpose. I feared, moreover, that this would needlessly prolong the
conversation. When the war purveyor finally tired of my inattention, he took up his papers and I
surveyed the country we were passing through.

For the finest rural pictures in Central Europe we must go to Austria. The houses of the peasants,
in villages and on farms alike, had a very inviting appearance. I noticed that the walls had been
newly whitewashed. There was fresh paint on the window shutters, and new tiles among the old
showed that the people were keeping their roofs in good repair, which was more than the
government was doing with the state edifice just then. Prosperity still laughed everywhere.

The train raced through small towns and villages. At the railroad crossings chubby youngsters off
for school were being detained by the gateman. A buxom lass was chasing geese around a yard.
Elsewhere a man was sawing wood, while a woman looked on. From the chimneys curled skyward
the smoke of the hearth.

It was hard to believe that the country was at war. But the groups of men in uniform at the
stations, and the recruits and reservists herded in by men-at-arms over the country roads, left no
doubt as to that. If this had not been sufficient proof for me, there was the war purveyor.

In Austria, as well as in Germany, the fields had had the closest attention. And that attention was
kind. Exploitation had no room in it. Though it was late in the season, I could still discern that
plowing and fertilizing were most carefully done. The hedges and fences were in good repair. In
vain did I look for the herald of slovenly farming—the rusty plow in the field, left where the
animals had been taken from under the yoke. Orderliness was in evidence everywhere, and,
therefore, human happiness could not be absent.

There was a great deal of crop traffic on the good roads, and the many water-mills seemed very
busy. Potatoes and sugar-beets were being gathered to add their munificence to the great grain-
and hay-stacks. I ran over in mind some population and farm-production statistics and concluded
that Austria was indeed lucky in having so large a margin of food production over food
consumption.

What I had settled to my own satisfaction on the train was seemingly confirmed at Vienna. Not
even a trace of food shortness could I find there. There had been a slight increase in food prices,
but this was a negligible quantity in times such as these.

The Vienna restaurants and cafés were serving wheat bread, butter, and cream as before. In a
single place I identified as many as thirty-seven different varieties of cakes and pastry. Everybody
was drinking coffee with whipped cream—Kaffee mit Obers—and nobody gave food conservation
a thought. While the Berlin bills of fare had been generous, to say the least, those of Vienna were
nothing short of wasteful. Even that of the well-known Hardman emporium on the Karntner Ring,
not an extravagant place by any means, enumerated no less than one hundred and forty-seven
separate items a la carte.

I thought of the elephant steak and marveled at the imagination of some people. It seemed that in
Austria such titbits were a long way off. A méiée of Viennese cooking, Austrian wine, and
Hungarian music would have left anybody under that impression.

But all is not gold that glitters!

At the hotel where I was staying, a small army of German food-buyers was lodged. From some of
them I learned what food conditions in Germany might be a year hence. These men were familiar
with the needs of their country, and thought it out of place to be optimistic. The drain on farm
labor and the shortage of fertilizer were the things they feared most. They were buying right and
left at almost any price, and others were doing the same thing in Hungary, I was informed.

These men were not strictly war purveyors. Most of them bought supplies for the regular
channels of trade, but they were buying in a manner that was bound to lead to high prices. It was
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a question of getting quantities, and if these could not be had at one price they had to be bought
at a higher.

Within two days I had established that the war purveyors at Vienna were more rapacious than
those at Berlin. But I will say for them that they had better manners in public places. They were
not so loud—a fact which helped them greatly in business, I think. Personally, I prefer the
polished Shylock to the loutish glutton. It is a weakness that has cost me a little money now and
then, but, like so many of our weaknesses, it goes to make up polite life.

Vienna's hotels were full of Kriegslieferanten. The portiers and waiters addressed them as
"Baron" and "Graf" (count), and for this bestowal of letters-patent nobility were rewarded with
truly regal tips. But there the matter ended.

I was holding converse with the portier of the Hotel Bristol when a war purveyor came up and
wanted to know whether telegrams had arrived for him—the war purveyor never uses the mail.

"Nein, Herr Graf," replied the portier.

The war purveyor seemed inclined to blame the portier for this. After some remarks, alleging
slovenliness on the part of somebody and everybody in so impersonal a manner that even I felt
guilty, he turned away.

The portier—I had known him a day—seemed to place much confidence in me, despite the fact
that so far he had not seen the color of my money.

"That fellow ought to be hung!" he said, as he looked at the revolving door that was spinning
madly under the impulse which the wrathful war purveyor had given it. "He is a pig!"

"But how could a count be a pig?" I asked, playfully.

"He isn't a count at all," was the portier's remark. "You see, that is a habit we easy-going
Viennese have. The fellow has engaged one of our best suites and the title of count goes with
that. It may interest you to know that years ago the same suite was occupied by Prince
Bismarck."

There is no reason why in tradition-loving and nobility-adoring Austria the title of count should
not thereafter attach to any person occupying a suite of rooms so honored. For all that, it is a
peculiar mentality that makes an honorary count an animal of uncleanly habits within the space of
a few seconds.

The Grand Hotel was really the citadel of the Austro-Hungarian war purveyors. Every room was
taken by them, and the splendid dining-room of the establishment was crammed with them
during meal-hours. Dinner was a grandiose affair. The Kriegslieferanten were in dinner coats and
bulging shirt-fronts, and the ladies wore all their jewels. Two of the war-purveyor couples were
naturalized Americans, and one of them picked me up before I knew what had happened.

While I was in Vienna I was to be their guest. It seems that the man had made a contract with the
Austrian Ministry of War for ever so many thousands of tons of canned meat. He thought that his
friends "back home" might be interested in that, and that there was no better way of having the
news broken to them than by means of a despatch to my service. There is no doubt whatever that
being a war purveyor robs a man of his sense of proportions.

To see the Vienna war purveyor at his best it was necessary to wait until midnight and visit the
haunts he frequented, such as the Femina, Trocadero, Chapeau Rouge, Café Capua, and Carlton
cabarets. Vienna's demi-monde never knew such spenders. The memory of certain harebrained
American tourists faded into nothingness. Champagne flowed in rivers, and the hothouses were
unable to meet the demand for flowers—at last one shortage. The gipsy fiddlers took nothing less
than five crowns, and the waiters called it a poor evening when the tips fell below what formerly
they had been satisfied with in a month.

All of this came from the pockets of the public, and when these pockets began to show the bottom
the government obligingly increased the currency by the products of the press. More money was
needed by everybody. The morrow was hardly given a thought, and the sanest moment most
people had was when they concluded that these were times in which it was well to let the evils of
the day be sufficient thereof. One never knew when the Russians might spill over the Tartra and
the Carpathians, in which case it would be all over. The light-heartedness which is so
characteristic of the Austrians reached degrees that made the serious observer wonder. Aprés
nous le déluge, was the motto of the times. So long as there was food enough, champagne to be
had, and women to share these, the Russians could have the rest.

I speculated how long this could go on. The military situation could be handled by the Germans,
and would be taken in hand by them sooner or later. That much I learned in Berlin. But the
Germans were powerless in the Austro-Hungarian economic departments. Though the Dual
Monarchy had been self-contained entirely in food matters before the war, it seemed certain that
the squandering of resources that was going on could in the end have but one result—shortage in
everything.

Despite that, Austrian government officials were highly optimistic. Starve out Austria and
Hungary! Why, that was out of the question entirely—ausgeschlossen! At some statistical bureau
on the Schwarzenbergstrasse I was given figures that were to show the impossibility of the
Entente's design to reduce the country by hunger. These figures were imposing, I will admit, and
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after I had studied them I had the impression that famine was indeed a long way off. It seemed
that the Stiirgkh régime knew what it was doing, after all, as I had been told at the government
offices. Everything would be well, even if the war should be long.

Two weeks later I was at the Galician front. Going there I passed through northern Hungary. The
barns of that district were bursting. The crops had been good, I was told. Every siding was
crowded with cars loaded with sugar-beets and potatoes, and out in the fields the sturdy women
of the race, short-skirted and high-booted, were taking from the soil more beets and more
potatoes. The harvesting of these crops had been delayed by the absence of the men, due to the
mobilizations. By the time I reached Neu-Sandez in Galicia, then seat of the Austro-Hungarian
general headquarters, I had fully convinced myself that the Entente's program of starvation was
very much out of the question.

I found that the soldiers were well fed. The wheeled field kitchens were spreading appetizing
smells over the countryside, and that their output was good was shown by the fine physical
condition of the men.

Having established this much, and the Russians coming altogether too close, I had occasion a
week later to visit Budapest. In that city everybody was eating without a thought of the future,
and that eating was good, as will be attested by anybody who has ever sat down to a Budapestian
lamb porkolt, of which the American goulash is a sort of degenerate descendant. The only other
thing worth mentioning is that the Astoria Hotel was the only place in town not entirely occupied
by the war purveyors.

A trip through central and southern Hungary served merely to complete and confirm what I have
already said here, and when later I took a look at Croatia, and the parts of Serbia known to-day as
the Machwa, I began to realize why the Romans had thought these parts so necessary to them.
Soil and climate here are the best any farmer could wish for. The districts are famous for their
output in pork and prunes.

With the Russians firmly rooted in Galicia, and with the Austro-Hungarian troops driven out of
Serbia, my usefulness as a war correspondent was temporarily at an end. I returned to Budapest
and later visited Vienna and Berlin. The food situation was unchanged. Austria and Hungary were
consuming as before, and Germany was buying right and left. The course of the German mark
was still high, despite the first issuance of Loan-Treasury notes, supported as it was by the
generous surrender of much gold by the German people. Purchasable stores were still plentiful
throughout southeast Europe.

Despite that, the subject of food intruded everywhere. More concerned than it was willing to
admit, the German government was gathering every morsel. Several neutral governments, among
them the Dutch, Danish, Swiss, and Norwegian, had already declared partial embargoes on food,
and these the German government had made up its mind to meet. It had in its hands the means to
do this most effectively.

There was Holland, for instance. Her government had reduced the export of food to Germany to a
veritable minimum even then, as I learned on a trip to The Hague in December. That was well
enough, but not without consequences. Holland has in Limburg a single mine of lignite coal. The
output is small and suited for little more than gas production. But the country had to get coal
from somewhere, if her railroads were to run, the wheels of industry to turn; if the ships were to
steam and the cities to be lighted and heated.

Much of the coal consumed in Holland in the past had been imported from Belgium. But that
country was in the hands of the Germans. The British government had made the taking of bunker
coal contingent upon conditions which the Dutch government thought unreasonable. The Dutch
were between the devil and the deep blue sea. Coal they had to get, and Germany was the only
country willing to supply that coal—provided there was a quid pro quo in kind. There was nothing
to do but accept the terms of the Germans, which were coal for food.

The bartering which had preceded the making of these arrangements had been very close and
stubborn. The Dutch government did not want to offend the British government. It could not
afford, on the other hand, to earn the ill-will of the Germans. I had occasion to occupy myself with
the case, and when my inquiry had been completed I had gained the impression that the German
government had left nothing undone to get from the Dutch all the food that could be had. The
insistency displayed and applied was such that it was difficult to reconcile with it the easy manner
in which the subject of food had been discussed in Berlin. It seemed that the food and live-stock
enumerations that had been made throughout the German Empire had given cause for anxiety.

In January of 1915 I was sent to the Balkans for the purpose of surveying the political situation
there. While in transit to Roumania I had once more taken stock in Berlin. No great change in
food-supply conditions could be noticed. The war-bread was there, of course. But those who did
not care to eat it did not have to do so. In Vienna they lived as before, and in Budapest they
boastfully pointed to their full boards.

But in Bucharest I once more ran into food actualities. Thousands of German commission-men
were buying everything they could lay hands on, and with them co-operated hundreds of Austro-
Hungarians who had long been residents of Roumania, and many of whom stood high on the grain
exchange of Braila.

Accident caused me to put up at the Palace Hotel, which was the headquarters of the grain-
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buyers. In the lobby of the establishment thousands of tons of cereals changed hands every hour.
I evinced some interest in the trading in speaking to the man behind the desk.

"Yes, sir! All these men are German grain-dealers," explained the Balkanite portier to me. "This
hotel is their headquarters. If you don't happen to sympathize with them, no harm will be done if
you move to another hotel. There are many in town."

But I don't mind being spoken to frankly, and since I had no special interests in grain-dealers of
any sort, there was no reason why I should move, especially since the portier had invited me to do
that. By that time, also, I had traveled enough in Europe at war to know that discretion is always
the better part of valor, and that being unperturbed was the best insurance against trouble. The
German grain-dealers were doing a good business.

It was easy to buy, but not so easy to export. Premier Bratianu did not like the transactions that
were going on, and had passed the word to the management of the Roumanian state railroads
that the traffic was to move as slowly as possible. There are ways and means of overcoming that
sort of instruction, and the German grain-dealers found them. Far be it from me to run here a full
record of bribery in Bucharest. I may state, however, that money left deep scars on many a fairly
good character in those days. The influence and persuasion of the chanteuses et danseuses of the
cabarets on the Calea Victoriei played often a great role in cereal exports. I gained personal
knowledge of a case in which a four-karat diamond secured the immediate release of eight
thousand tons of wheat, and in that wheat was buried a large quantity of crude rubber, the slabs
of which carried the name of a large automobile-tire manufacturer in Petrograd. Such things will
happen when the ladies take a hand in war subsistence.

My special mission now was to study the political situation on the Balkan peninsula and finally
end up somewhere in Turkey. I did both.

In Sofia the government was painfully neutral in those days. There was as yet no reason why the
Germans should buy grain there, but contracts were being made for the next crop. Wool was also
being bought, and many hides moved north into Germany and Austria-Hungary. But the deals
were of an eminently respectable sort. Bribery was out of the question.

The trouble was that the shipments secured in Bulgaria never reached their destination unless
bribes moved the trains. The Serbs held the central reaches of the Danube, which, in addition to
this, was ice-bound just then, and all freight from Bulgaria, going north, had to be taken through
Roumania. To get them into that country was simple enough, but to get them out took more cash,
more diamonds, and considerable champagne. In a single month the price of that beverage in
Bucharest jumped from eighteen to forty francs, and, as if to avenge themselves, the Germans
began shortly to refill the shelves with "champus" made along the Rhine.

With Bulgaria explored and described, I set out for Turkey, where, at Constantinople, in July of
that year, I ran into the first bread-line formed by people "who had the price."

The Ottoman capital gets its food-supplies normally over the waterways that give access to the
city—the Bosphorus from the north and the Black Sea and the Dardanelles from the south and the
Mediterranean. Both of these avenues of trade and traffic were now closed. The Russians kept the
entrance to the Bosphorus well patrolled, and the French and British saw to it that nothing
entered the Dardanelles, even if they themselves could not navigate the strait very far, as some
eight months' stay with the Turkish armed forces at the Dardanelles and on Gallipoli made very
plain to me.

The Anatolian Railroad, together with a few unimportant tap lines, was now the only means of
reaching the agricultural districts of Asia Minor—the Konia Vilayet and the Cilician Plain, for
instance. But the line is single-tracked and was just then very much overloaded with military
transports. The result of this was that Constantinople ate up what stores there were, and then
waited for more.

There was more, of course. The Ottoman Empire is an agricultural state, and would be more of
one if the population could see its way clear to doing without the goat and the fat-tailed sheep.
That its capital and only large city should be without breadstuff as early as July, 1915, was hard
to believe, yet a fact.

In May of that year I had made a trip through Anatolia, Syria, and Arabia. By that time the crops
in Asia Minor are well advanced and wheat is almost ripe. These crops were good, but, like the
crops of the preceding season, which had not yet been moved, owing to the war, they were of
little value to the people of Constantinople. They could not be had.

I hate estimates, and for that reason will not indulge in them here. But the fact is that from
Eregli, in the Cappadocian Plain, to Eski-Shehir, on the Anatolian high plateau, I saw enough
wheat rotting at the railroad stations to supply the Central Powers for two years. Not only was
every shed filled with the grain, but the farmers who had come later were obliged to store theirs
out in the open, where it lay without shelter of any sort. Rain and warmth had caused the grain
on top to sprout lustily, while the inside of the heap was rotting. The railroad and the government
promised relief day after day, but both were unable to bring it over the single track, which was
given over, almost entirely, to military traffic.

Thus it came that the shops of the ekmekdjis in Constantinople were besieged by hungry
thousands, the merest fraction of whom ever got the loaf which the ticket, issued by the police,
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promised. That was not all, however. Speculators and dealers soon discerned their chance of
making money and were not slow in availing themselves of it. Prices rose until the poor could buy
nothing but corn meal. A corner in olives added to the distress of the multitude, and the
government, with that ineptness which is typical of government in Turkey, failed to do anything
that had practical value. Though the Young Turks had for a while set their faces against
corruption, many of the party leaders had relapsed, with the result that little was done to check
the rapacity of the dealer who hoarded for purposes of speculation and price-boosting.

Yet those in the Constantinople bread-lines were modest in their normal demands. Turk and
Levantine manage to get along well on a diet of bread and olives, with a little pilaff—a rice dish—
and a small piece of meat, generally mutton, once a day thrown in. With a little coffee for the
Turk, and a glass of red wine for the Levantine, this is a very agreeable bill of fare, and a good
one, as any expert in dietetics will affirm.

I had occasion to discuss the food shortage in Turkey with Halideh Edib Hannym Effendi,
Turkey's leading feminist and education promoter.

She assigned two causes. One of them was the lack of transportation, to which I have already
referred as coming under my own observation. The other was found in the ineptness of the
Ottoman government. She was of the opinion that there was enough food in the Bosphorus
region, but that the speculators were holding it for higher prices. This, too, was nothing new to
me. But it was interesting to hear a Turkish woman's opinion on this nefarious practice. To the
misfortune of war the greedy were adding their lust for possession, and the men in Stamboul
lacked the courage to say them nay. That men like Enver Pasha and Talaat Bey, who had taken
upon themselves the responsibility of having Turkey enter the lists of the European War, were
now afraid to put an end to food speculation, showed what grip the economic pirate may lay upon
a community. What the Allied fleet and military forces at the Dardanelles and on Gallipoli had not
accomplished the food sharks had done. Before them the leaders of the Young Turks had taken to
cover.

IV
FAMINE COMES TO STAY

That the food question should have become acute first in a state as distinctly agricultural as the
Ottoman Empire furnishes an apt illustration of the fact that in the production of food man-power
is all-essential. The best soil and climate lose their value when farming must be neglected on
account of a shortage of labor. The plants providing us with breadstuff are the product of
evolution. At one time they were mere grasses, as their tendency to revert to that state, when left
to themselves, demonstrates in such climates as make natural propagation possible. It is believed
that the "oat grass" on the South African veldt is a case of that sort.

But apart from all that, every cropping season shows that man, in order to have bread, must plow,
sow, cultivate, and reap. When the soil is no longer able to supply the cereal plant