Some Photos & PAGES FROM THE BOOK “An Excursion to Lithuania by A.A. Sacks.”

**********************************************************************

An Excursion to Lithuania by A.A. Sacks.

{New York: Hudson Bay Press, 1934, 308 pages} 

      A travelogue, written for a general audience, by a New York Jewish 

American born in Zeimelis, who takes a sea voyage back to his homeland, 

illustrated with his travel pictures. Some towns visited: Joniskis, Kaunas 

(Kovno), Linkuva, Panevezys, Pasvitinys, Siauliai, Zagare, Zeimelis and Riga,

Latvia. Some family names mentioned: ZEDERSTEIN, MILUNSKI, ZOHN, ISRAELSON, 

KAPLAN, Rabbi EPSTEIN of the Hebrew University of Slobodka (photo). 

(More than 50 pages from the book that contain the word “Zeimelis”.)  are located after the photo descriptions. 
	PICTURE NAME
	DESCRIPTION OF PHOTO AND COMMENTS

	Picture 085.jpg
	Flax dealers at an auction sale in Zeimelis

	Picture 147.jpg
	Bicycle racers in Zeimelis ready to start.

	Picture 167.jpg
	The river in Zeimelis dredged by man power.

	Picture 173.jpg
	Medical personnel of Zeimelis

	Picture 176.jpg
	The only busy corner of Zeimelis

	Picture 180.jpg
	A farmer with his wagon load of wood

	Picture 219.jpg
	The timber auction in full force at Zeimelis.


Description of people in some of the photos by Israel Yakushok:
Page 85. From left to right:

1. Chaim Lakunishok.

2. Man in a hat and winter coat to the left of a table Abramovich or

Shulgejfer.

3. Shmuel Taruts.

6. Man to the right of a table Moshe Jakushok (brother of Israel)

Page 176. Linkuva str. The left house is korchma of Miljunskij. The house on

the right (two windows) - are visible Fajvl Zagorskij lived. Workshop of

Lejba Lakunishok. The following two-storeyed house had library on the second

floor. The owner of this house was Lithuanian.

From left to right:

The man, which costs before a slanting core of an electrical pole (sixth at

the left) Shmuel Gel '

The man, which costs in the middle roads ahead of all (eleventh at the left)

Itska Burstein.

Page 180.

The house behind of a cart - first two windows Itkin. Behind of a horse

there was a house Zorohovich.

Flejshman sits on a cart. It(he) sat in prison on business about мясниках

earlier. It(he) carries fire wood from railway station. Abka Milechik costs

behind of a cart.

Page 147.

Bicycle Racers.

From left to right

4. Itska Burstejn

6. Israel Chayesh

7. Benjomin Taruts

8. Lejba Lakunishok

Page 219.

The Timber Auction

Man in a winter cap with a shovel in a hand - Frojka Lakunishok.

The top to the right before a door column costs Berl Izraelson.

Precisely to the right that of growth in a winter cap there is Moshe

Yakushok (brother of Israel).

(All pages from the book that contain the word “Zeimelis”.)

PREFACE

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

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

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

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

He was a real salesman. Particularly he knew the tech​nique of selling steamship tickets. All his selling talk was smoldering in my mind until finally the idea caught fire.
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"You must go to see your father's grave at the twentieth anniversary of his death!" said the voice within. "You must see the town and the people once more! You must see the Lithuania of today!"  (His father died in 1910)

Author left Zeimelis about 1910.
"And why not see Vilno, the 'Jerusalem of Lithuania' and the dream city of my boyhood days? And Kaunas (Kovno), Riga, Paris, London—all the other famous European places, through which going or returning I will have to pass?"

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

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

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

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

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

Let us, then, be on to Lithuania.

A. A. S.

New York City, April, 1934.

CHAPTER I

THE START

MY excursion to Lithuania started with a surprise farewell party at the F—— P—— Hotel in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. It was a gay affair given by a party of my friends. At the hotel we dined and wined, afterwards attending a symphony concert at the Syria Mosque for a general wind-up of the occasion.

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

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

"So long, old top."

"Au revoir."

"Goodbye and good luck."

"Bon voyage."

"Have a good time."

"Drop us a postal from every capital."

"My regards to the people of Zeimelis."
"A happy journey."

"Bye-bye."

The moment the train pulled out of the Pennsylvania Railroad yards, even though my friends' friendly words were heart warming, I was glad that I was able to be alone. I had 
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stripes like American barber poles; farmers and farmerettes out in the green fields stopped to wave. The fragrance of sweet grass and flowers blew in through the windows—a welcome change from the salt water air we had been breathing for six days, and irregular patches of green fields, resembling somewhat the new modernistic floor coverings, faded one into another.

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

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

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

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

All along the platform, men, women, boys and girls were selling flowers. Europeans love flowers, and they do not hesi-
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served with a small lunch. All places of amusement and business houses closed at 12.00 midnight.

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

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

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

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

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

I had a hard time finding the place. And when I finally got upstairs, I couldn't see the office, and so I, like the dentist who
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ist friend with the trained seeing eye, suggested that I inter view the centenarian.

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

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

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

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

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

Very soon a crowd of adults and urchins congregated, some of them making unkind remarks, others whispering in his ears that he should demand money. One of them spoke a  language he thought that the American did not under stand:
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"A room, of course," I replied.

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

"You're lucky to get the 'last' room."

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

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

Up at eight, and after a quick breakfast I was out to give the town the once-over. At a leather store a woman suggested that

CHAPTER VIII

MOTORING TOWARDS MY NATIVE TOWN

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We stopped at Pusalotas right at the public square. Soon again curious people gathered, examining us closely and ask​ing many questions. When I asked for the butcher's father, someone in the crowd pointed him out to me. He was stand-
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ing in front of his house just across the road from where we had stopped.

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

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

While driving through Joniskelis forest, the sand on the highway forced us to reduce our speed. We passed a ranger's log cabin along the highway. I paid particular attention to that log cabin, for I had been told in my younger days that people were often held up in broad daylight in the forest; 

that robbers often set fire to a wagon on the highway after taking all the goods and personal belongings. But perhaps those stories were invented by the "ten-cent novelists."

I noticed that the forest seemed thinner than when I knew it. I learned that that part of the forest was really thin because during the World War the Germans had carried off into Germany at least thirty per cent of Lithuania's timber for war and building material. The old weather beaten crosses along the highway were still there, but there seemed to, be fewer, and the distance seemed to have shrunk. Driving in a

160                                AN EXCURSION TO LITHUANIA

motor car and not in a slow going horse-drawn cart is the answer, I suppose.

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

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

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

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

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

On the other side of Pamusai we almost had a collision with a wagon of hay when we met a farmer leading his team on the "wrong side" of the road.

A Lithuanian peasant, on the highway, generally is some​what of a nuisance to a motorist. He seems to know nothing about the motorist's right of way. He drives on any part of the road his horse may choose. The motorist, therefore, must always—if he is to avoid a collision—wait and see what the peasant wishes to do and then use his judgment. If the peas​ant, for no reason at all, decides to take the left side of the road then the driver takes the right. But if the peasant pre​fers the right side, there is nothing left to do but to pass him on the left. And if the peasant decides to take the middle of the road, you take what's left—if any.

I will say the peasants around the big cities respect the right • of the motorist's way; but in the country—!

First of all, I suppose, it is because the peasants know nothing of an automobile's speed. Therefore, even though the driver blows his horn at some distance away, unless the horses begin to get frightened, the peasant will oftentimes wait until the automobile is on top of him before he begins to act.

Secondly, most of the peasants do their day-dreaming or actual sleeping on the road, and trust their lives to the horses. Before the birth of the automobile this form of rest was perhaps right. But at present, even though few motors run over the highways, to my mind, it is absolutely wrong. Imagine an American farmer sleeping on the road!

On this trip I also learned something about the psychology of domestic animals. They all behave differently when ap​proaching a motor car.

Cows present no less a problem to the motorist on a Lithu-
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anian highway than do horses. Cows are stubborn and stupid and never subject to fright. Perhaps, because they possess horns to defend themselves, they refuse to yield. Or else, being without brains, they don't know any better. In America cows learned long ago that the highways were not built for them. Not so in Lithuania!

But whatever the psychology of the animal may be, it must be met on a Lithuanian highway. When a motorist sees a cow or a herd of them, he must slow down in meeting or in passing. At times, indeed, the cows remain on the middle of the road and refuse to yield an inch until the motorist bumps them. Only then will they scram!

While driving through Linkuva I was surprised to see how the town had progressed. There were new concrete side​walks and plenty of telephone and telegraph poles. Several automobiles and one motorcycle was standing on the Public Square. The Public Square and the other streets were cobble-stoned, and there were even electric lights and motor buses.

After leaving Linkuva my heart began to beat faster. I was nearing Zeimelis. Along the road we met peasants with their families either afoot or in open top carts all dressed in their Sunday best with the sun glistening in their faces. Those who walked carried their prayer books in one hand, and a basket containing their shoes and other things in the other. One woman stalked along holding her outer skirt knee-high showing her fancy decorated petticoat. She wore a silk head scarf, too, of screaming colors. A barefooted young boy with his Bible in one hand and shoes in the other, walked along the edge of the road, while his young girl friend similarly equipped with shoes and prayer book, joy​fully followed him. This fellow, like many others in Lithu​ania, believed in leading.

Most of the peasant women were dressed in plain woolen dresses, and loud colored, silk head cloths. Several of them were dressed in their national costumes which consisted of a
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striped or checkered woolen skirt, with a light-colored blouse and tight embroidered, sleeveless bodices. Silver, brass, cop​per and even iron rings adorned the fingers of many of them.

Some of the peasants wore their national costumes which consisted of tight-fitting home-made woolen trousers tucked into their leather knee-high boots; double-breasted coats; light-colored shirts of fine home-made linen, bordered with fancy designs around the neck and wrists; a loud-colored silk, fibre or cotton scarf tied under the collar; narrow-brimmed hat or cap decorated with a flower or two; and a walking cane or an umbrella completed the outfit. A few of them were drunk and were singing at the top of their lungs.

In the heart of the village Lauksodis we came to a forced stop in the middle of the road. The driver—or chauffeur as he insisted on being addressed—jumped out of the car and began to examine the trouble. After much investigation he discovered a loose feeding pipe. By that time most of the vil​lagers had gathered to gaze at us and the mysterious horseless carriage. We did not block traffic there much as only one auto and a few peasant carts passed us.

The chauffeur's tool box did not include all the necessary tools, but one of the villagers gladly accommodated him and lent him the needed tools.-During the time the driver tink​ered with the pipe, I became interested in the villagers, and I discovered that one of them knew our family. I put his little son on the radiator of the car and photographed him. When the youngster's father heard that his son's photograph would perhaps be published he was happy. He asked to be remembered to his brothers and sisters across the ocean. With a handful of American candy the child ran happily into the house which was directly across the street. His mother soon came out thanking me effusively for the candy and photo​graph. Would I mail them a snapshot?

From this point, for the first time in twenty years, I had a chance to see the outskirts of my native town. The "sky-
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scrapers" of Zeimelis were outstanding. Other buildings were visible, too. It made a beautiful picture.

After an hour or so elapsed, the pipe was fixed and we were off. We hadn't gone very far when one of the tires gave way. The chauffeur was still angry from the last job, and he didn't care to repair the puncture; so he hand pumped enough air into it to last until we reached our destination.

Before reaching the town many strange thoughts entered my mind:

How much had Zeimelis suffered during the World War? Lithuania suffered much from German occupation.

How much had the town progressed under the Lithuanian regime?

Where should I stop first?

Shall I go to a friend's house, or to a hotel if they have one?

Will they recognize me?

Will I recognize them?

Will I find my father's grave in the cemetery?

How long shall I stay?

Then suddenly I felt our car rattling much more than usual, and I quit day-dreaming. It was the cobblestone high​way at the town's limit. I missed the old windmill at the outskirts of the town. I was informed that it had been burned down a few years after the former Russian policeman of our town had bought it. This ex-policeman became a farmer and still cultivates the land there.

The driver's duty and my destination ended when we came to a full stop in the center of the Public Square. I paid him the rest of his money, and he unloaded my baggage. After pumping more air into his slowly leaking tire, he was off to the inns to find a return load. And he got it, too.

Here I was standing with my cousin and the baggage around me undecided where to go. So I looked at my Zei​melis, for I recognized it at once. I looked at the Market
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Place, at the two new brick buildings which had been put up during the twenty years of my absence. I looked, too, at the congregated crowd, the crowd who didn't recognize me.

"What's the matter with you? What are you looking at?" asked my cousin. Awakened from my dream, I turned to him and smiled.

"You, too, would look, I am sure," I said to my cousin. "Wait until you return to your birthplace after being two decades away."

It was thus I landed in my native town after twenty years' absence.

CHAPTER IX

ZEIMELIS TWENTY YEARS LATER

"ZElMELIS!" I said to myself. "How are you? What    have you to tell me? Are you happier now?"

  Before we had entered Zeimelis, my native town, I had suggested to my cousin that mum be the word. I didn't want them to know who we were. And sure enough, some of the crowd immediately began to pump information. But all they learned was that we were foreigners and were look​ing for a hotel. They pointed to one of the inns, but after examining it I decided to look for another one.

Zeimelis does not as yet boast of a regular hotel. There are a couple of inns which are labeled hotels where peasants coming to town are assured accommodations for themselves, families, horses, and carts, but they are not, strictly speaking, hotels. Later I discovered that one of those places was run by a former saloon keeper I knew, so I patronized the place when getting some meals.

The inns were housed in large buildings with a bar on the street floor where tea, liquor, and food was served at all hours; and they had extra large courtyards in which the peasants keep their horses, wagons, and wares during their stay. On the upper floors they have dormitories and a few sepa​rate rooms with bare floors on which the visitors sleep. A watchman looks after the horses and wagons and gets his "beer money" (tips) for good service.

A woman then instructed a street urchin to direct us to her sister's rooming house, which was located on the second floor of the Abramovicius building opposite the Latvian church. A price of tour litas per person was quoted by the proprietress
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in a "take it or leave it" manner. We chose to take it. This "hotel," lacking all the American features of comfort, was clean and restful, nevertheless.

The barefooted maid brought us a bucket of fresh cold water, a clean wash basin, and two linen towels. While I was washing the dust off my face, a number of questions from part of the curious crowd which had followed us in were showered on my cousin in the Lithuanian language. Again we stalled. A few minutes later we were out to see the town before it got dark.

Cobblestone streets, new concrete sidewalks, new telephone and telegraph poles, and two new buildings across from the post office were among the first improvements I noticed. I missed the many hitching posts the peasants used to make good use of in the years gone by. But peasants are not allowed to stop on the Public Square any more unless they have some​thing to sell. They have to leave their horses and carts in courtyards.

The houses, too, are numbered; and there are uniformed policemen. The old reliable town clock on the Latvian church was still there, however, keeping correct time but not striking. The bells of that church as well as those of the Cath​olic church had been removed by the Germans during the World War. The Catholic church installed new bells. At this writing I am informed that electricity is being installed in the town.

While my cousin and I walked down towards the river to see the new wooden bridge which I had heard about, I noticed a young woman and a child following us at a short distance. I recognized her as one of my former public school​mates. Other youngsters, too, with their curious eyes and unwashed faces milled around us like bees around a lump of sugar. What a mystery we were to them!

Back we came from the river to stand in the center of the Public Square, and with my Americanized eyes I began
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to wonder what had happened to it: "Why was it so small? Had it shrunk? Long Street was not long any more. In my younger days I couldn't have imagined that there was a street longer or a Public Square bigger than ours.  Is it Zeimelis that has changed or is it I? I wondered. Then I was reminded of   the war song which ran: "How Are You Going To Keep Them Down On the Farm After They've Seen Paree?"

In place of the old and only kerosene lamp which had lit the Public Square there was a Hag pole Hiding the new Lithu​anian flag. I let my mind run back to that cold winter Satur​day when the lamp was installed twenty-odd years ago. To us youngsters the erection of that lamp was a happy event, and we stood in the cold weather all day and until late in the evening when the mysterious American lamp was ready to illuminate the Public Square. One man claimed that the lamp would enable him to read his newspapers on Saturday nights when coming from the post office. In those days the bulk of the mail was ready for distribution to the townsmen on Saturday night and to the villagers on Sunday. I am be​ginning to wonder how many newspapers this fellow would read on a Saturday night if he arrived at Times Square in New York?

    The first one I decided to visit in town was the Rabbi. No sooner did I enter his house than a crowd of the town's elders came in. One of them, our former family tailor, recog​nized me. I couldn't hold the secret any longer, and I gave my identity away. In a few minutes we had all the rooms filled with curiosity seekers. The majority of them showered me with questions that were beyond any human tongue to answer. The one who impressed me most favorably was the apothecary, for he remained silent after greeting me. I was invited by the Rabbi to the congregation for evening prayers. I accepted the invitation with pleasure, for I wanted to see how the old synagogue had weathered the war storm.
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The kerosene lamps and candles were soon lit, I suppose especially for the guest, but the prayers were hastened through. They were all eager to hear more news from the American. Soon after prayers a number of other men came over to me to pay their respects; at last they recognized me. I heard the young woman who had followed us say: "I recog​nized him the moment he stepped out of the automobile. I remember how he, his brother, my sister, and I used to study the Russian language in the Selsko (town hall)." Among the crowd of women was one who invited us for supper. I had other invitations, but I accepted hers. I was born in her house. Enough reason, eh?

On the way towards her home for supper we passed the house in which we had last lived. I couldn't put off visiting it another day, and so we stopped in to give the old place the once-over. In our former storeroom a big brick oven had been built, and the whole place had been turned into a bakery. Other parts of our former quarters were re-arranged and rented out to several tenants. The little kerosene lamp in the bakery reflected the old whitewash, now peeling on the walls. The front door leading to Father's law offices was closed permanently. In the attic an apartment had been built where the present owner, Mrs. Ruikas, who with her husband formerly owned the best inn in town, now lived. Our former kitchen had become a tailor shop with an extra door cut through the thick clay wall to the front. "Time and tide wait for no man."

I wondered why a hard rain didn't affect this clay building. But I was reminded that once clay walls harden they weather twenty years of storms without showing any signs of decay.

As I stood in the bakery letting my imagination run, a woman came in to buy a supply of fresh rolls and bread for supper. I recognized her at once as our former neighbor and friendly competitor, Mrs. B. Herr. She told me that her second daughter was engaged to a former school chum of
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mine and invited me to attend the wedding which was to take place in a couple of weeks.

After puttering about a bit we set out again. We finally arrived at the hostess' house, the house in which I was born, accompanied by many curious men, women and children. The building had aged a lot during my absence and had shrunk much, very much, so it seemed to my Americanized eyes. There were no changes inside of the house. The same hard-pressed mud floor, same home-made wooden tables and backless benches and the same brick oven.

Our hostess soon got busy and chopped up kindling wood for the fire under the tripod. She used the same kitchen utensils as in the years gone by. In rich homes they used the "Primuses," an alcohol burning hot plate which spits forth its white flame with an awful roar and an unpleasant odor. She brought in a bucket of fresh water and made tea and boiled eggs. The supper also included some dairy products and fresh home-made rye bread (nearly every house​wife bakes her own white and rye bread) . She sent the maid out for smoked sardines, but the fish peddler was a mile in his sleep at the late hour of 9:30 p.m. And who was going to interrupt his sweet dreams? Not even this twelve o'clock fellow!                                           

Soon after supper an ex-American came in to pay his re​spects. Other neighbors crowded the kitchen-dining room, too, to borrow kitchen utensils, a few potatoes, or an egg in order to get an earful of American news. Americans, so it seemed to me, are always popular over there, and I doubt, on the whole, if there is another nation whose people are more generally respected than the Americans.

An old man wanted me to explain how the trains in America were run over the New York City roofs (elevateds) and through the cellars (subways).  America to them was a land full of wonders located some place beyond the "deep, deep oceans," but how far and in what direction they had
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no idea. All they knew was that it was the "golden land" where there are high buildings and still higher wages. One of the old men again asked: "Is America further than Canada? Is America a big land?"

"It sure is!" declared the ex-American who had lived in Baltimore for a couple of months before the war. At times he tried to keep himself conspicuously in the foreground of the picture by speaking "English." The crowd looked up to the ex-American and wondered how he had learned to speak "English" in such a short time. They also respected him for his knowledge in "Geography," and they considered him a great authority. But before the evening was over I learned that to some of those old, unlettered, and untraveled men. North, South, and Central America were all the same.

One of the elders said that once in his younger days he had set out to go to America, but when he reached Liverpool, England, and saw the ocean he was so frightened that he changed his mind. The endless expanse of water stretch had terrified him so that even the sharp-tongued steamship agent couldn't induce him to take a chance in crossing. He learned that the boat sailed clear out of sight of land. He had thought that the steamer would sail along the coast like the one on the river Dvina, Riga. That was enough for him.

"Suppose the captain loses his sense of direction, then what?" he asked. "More than likely the ship will go over the edge of the ocean and the passengers would be 'fixed' for life." Was he happy that he changed his mind!

At about midnight we all parted, and with my new flash​light I was off to the hotel. On the Public Square the police​man armed with his rifle greeted us in a friendly manner. Two private citizens, changing nightly, helped the police​man to preserve order. At the time we crossed the Public Square not another person was there; not a house light showed, nor did a dog bark. "Slumbering at full blast," I thought.
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But when we reached the "hotel" we were surprised by a group of the town's young men and women, who awaited us. They showed evidence and desire for education. They wanted me to get all their countrymen together in America and help them build a library. In the long summer days and long autumn and winter nights the need for books was great, they were sure. It was true enough that the New York For​ward sent them free their newspaper and magazine regularly, but that wasn't enough literature, Hessel Milunski, the or​ganizer, explained. Would I help them accomplish their purpose?

Early next morning the sitting room was again filled with a crowd of old and young, some of them even entering the bedroom to watch me make my toilet. Never before had I dressed so publicly.

A few faces I recognized at once, but most of them seemed hardly familiar to me. I looked at them as if I had a pair of dark glasses on. However, the hostess helped me to recog​nize the others. Some were curious; others, excited; still others—shy. Most of them shook my hand very warmly, but those who were reserved in their greetings were the ones, who, I think, begrudged a young fellow the good fortune of having migrated to America and of having become a "mil​lionaire."

They, especially the elders, seemed to be interested and fascinated by my morning dress procedure. So, I accommo​dated them with an extra employment of shampoo, tooth brushing, hair tonicing, and throat gargling (and when I gargle l gargle!). Such a spectacle was all new to them. They came to receive and convey regards, while some of the poorest came for financial help. An old man asked: "Remember me? I'm So-and-So," and he wanted me to see his relatives in Seattle, Washington, and ask them to help him financially. And, what's more, he even figured out the exact day when his cash should arrive.
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Too, many curious urchins and youths came with the hope that perhaps the American would give away some candy, cigars, cigarettes, coins or a few bills. Oh, how I could have used some extra money!

An early start to give the old home town the once-over. Kerosene and candle lanterns attached on every house lighted in the fall and winter. A new public and a new Hebrew school, the latter partly supported by the Lithuanian gov​ernment. The town's medical personnel—a trio—three young women, the dentist, the druggist, and the doctor. The doctor has her office in the Town Hall. A patient pays her five litas a visit. Men and women sweeping the cobble-stone streets in front of their properties every morning and thus solving the street cleaning problem. Rents now being paid by the month—before by the year. A moustache on one of the saloon keepers which would have put the

ex-Kaiser Wilhelm's to shame.

I never knew before that I had had so many nurses when I was a youngster. The Hebrew teacher who had kept a diary during the war and wanted me to help him turn it into a manuscript. Would I help him get a publisher in New York? Invited to more tea invitations than I was able to accept. As early as 3:00 a.m. wash-women with their chil​dren off to the river to do their weekly washing for the sum of four litas for a day which ends at sunset. An old man asking for more money to enable him to erect a new fence around the cemetery and to buy more ground adjoining it, as the old one was getting filled. One of the town's richest den hinting for me to lock up my purse, saying to the old man:

"Don't worry. Nobody is going to die now. And who wants to be buried in a new cemetery?"

Soon I talked to a former classmate of mine who is now married and the father of three children. "How well I re​member," he said, "the day you left for America!" He also
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told me the colors of my shirt and necktie that I wore the day I left.        (What a memory!)

I was even reminded of our stone-throwing contests over the tallest trees in the forest just out of town. Baseball, foot​ball, tennis, and other games were unknown to us in those days. He apologized for relating those foolish things, but I assured him that they were not foolish at all, and that I was as happy listening to him as he was in reminiscing.

"If I did not care to hear such boyhood stories," I in​formed him, "then there would be no good reason for my coming to my native town."

There is no doubt that I was glad to be back in Zeimelis once again. Here I passed, to my great pleasure, the house where I began to learn the alphabet. My mind ran far back (not as far, of course, as that of Eddie Cantor's mind, which ran back, as he claims, two years before his birth) to those happy days when the "Angel Gabriel" rewarded me with candy for good behavior during my first day at school.

Then I saw the building which housed the higher classes. Quick as lightning came to my mind the time when I pur​posely failed to bring my quart of kerosene in order to have an evening off. (In those days each pupil was obligated to bring to school his share of kerosene during the winter months, for our studies lasted until late in the evening.)

I began to visualize other pictures: I walked by a store where I bought some sugar-coated animal crackers. There is no question in my mind that I was a "sucker" then, for the merchant used to unload on me his damaged goods. What f is more, he made me eat them right in his store in order to cover up the evidence. Yes, I was an "easy mark," for later in life I was "trimmed" by some wise fellows of McKeesport, Pennsylvania, during an oil and gas boom, and still later,

by clever Wall Streeters.

I passed other places, too, which meant very much to me. Yes, Zeimelis played an important part in my young life!
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In the afternoon, I walked down to Mikelajunas brick windmill to photograph it. The old miller recognized me. After a short visit, a prominent citizen of the town drove my cousin and me to the second miller, Zederstein, an old friend of the family. Before parting, he, too, posed before the camera with his windmill in the background.

On the way back I stopped at the railroad station, which is located near the Mikelajunas flour mill. This railroad, a narrow gauge, was built during the World War. The station master spoke to us in Russian, and told us there was but one train in and out daily. On Mondays and Thursdays, the weekly market days, however, they ran two trains. This line starts at Zeimelis and runs through Krukai to Joniski, where it connects with the main trunk line. At night the one wooden passenger coach is lighted with two candles at each end, and two bare wooden benches run the lengthways of the car to accommodate the passengers.

I visited a peasant family, old friends, near the railroad station. The mother complained that her son had not turned out to be the preacher she hoped him to be. During the course of our conversation she complained about his over-indulgence in liquor. The son, she said, believed in keeping the distilleries working twenty-four hours a day as his father had before him, thus neglecting their land. The mother was a strong and active member in the anti-liquor movement of Lithuania. And I don't blame her at all!

Ponas (Mr.) Ozelo, my former Russian teacher, had be​come a land toiler on his father's farm when the schools stopped teaching the Russian language. His brother, who was a secretary in the county offices, became an officer in the Lithuanian army. Another one of the intelligentsia, a former secretary in the Selsko (a sort of a Tammany job holder) and an assistant in my father's law offices, had become a saloon keeper. (No doubt, many Tammanites will be glad to become saloon keepers, bartenders or what have you, when
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LaGuardia gets busy "cleaning house.") There were dozens of stories of this sort, and I was stopped a dozen times every day with them.

While building a new concrete sidewalk in front of his house, an old man complained of the new laws and the radi​cal changes they were forced to make in town. He was very much against the change. In his case it was true that "it is hard to teach old dogs new tricks." One of the richest land​owners had sold out all of his land—before the World War —and kept just his house and a small garden for his own use. The town's only watchmaker and jeweler had become a grocer. As he explained it to me, most of his business in pre-war days had come from Courland (Latvia), the Latvian border which is but a couple of miles out of town. The war, however, had cut off his business so much that he had decided to sell necessities instead of luxuries.

Lippe Milunski's old foundation which had been built in my boyhood days was still in good condition and was still waiting for the house to be built on it. The old gentleman recognized me and told me that his oldest son, who had sent him money some twenty years before to build that foun​dation, had come from South Africa to visit him in the spring of 1914 wanting to build the house and present it to him. But soon after, the World War broke out and he had been drafted into the Russian army. Before long the sad report came that he had been killed on the German front. Thus the son was unable to fulfill his promise. Life's disappointments! 

   The inside of the post office has been entirely remodeled  and rearranged   to suit the new government. The town's only telephone pay station is located there. Ponas Bullis, a prominent citizen of the town, has become mail carrier. The young Lithuanian postmaster was very friendly to me. He presented me with some Lithuanian cancelled stamps, perhaps thinking that I had acquired the stamp collecting hobby. He suggested that American post offices should put
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the names of their respective towns on registered mail stamps just below the word registered, as is customary in Lithuania. This procedure, he said, would help to dispatch mail faster. And as a reminder he used his metal stamp on my notebook.

The town's only bank was located diagonally across from the post office on the second floor over a general store. This bank was organized with the help of The Joint Distribution Committee of New York City. The former poorest boy in town, and now either the first or second richest man, was one of the bank's directors. Another director had two of his daughters clerk there. One of them told me that they didn't keep much money in their iron safe but sent their deposits by bus to another bank in Siauliai, the county seat. Was that a warning—or what?

While passing Zaikas' corner, I at once remembered an incident which was much—very much—registered in my boy​hood mind. I had climbed over a high fence to release a white goat (Zeimelis was then famous for its goats and for miles and miles around a native was nicknamed "Zeimelis' goat") which was caught by Mr. Zaikas and held for ransom until the full amount of the damages to his fresh vegetables in the back yard was paid. When I finally released the ani​mal I had to suffer mentally, for Mr. Zaikas had tied me on to the post with the same rope, to teach me a good lesson not to meddle in someone else's affairs. And it most cer​tainly did!

The bus was owned by "Richman" Zohns' youngest son-in-law, who also owned a grocery store and had the exclu​sive house for the dispensation of liquor. The bus makes a round trip every day to Siauliai, charging six litas each way. A driver-mechanic travels with the owner regularly. In the morning, before starting from the market place, he blows his loud horns to attract passengers.

They still drink water from open wells, I learned, but in
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most homes they boil it first. At times when I couldn't get boiled water, I found that ice cold beer was a good thirst quencher. At 4:00 o'clock, as in England, I was invited to tea by the apothecary. They owned the only radio in town, and I believe they were the only owners of a piano. The town's only phonograph was owned by an official in the Town Hall, and people, especially the young, would gather in his front garden to listen to music in the evenings. With no movies, motor cars, dance hall, pool room, and no li​brary, what else was there left for the young crowd to do for entertainment? Only once in a long while did a travel​ing troupe or movie, either from Kaunas or Riga, come to entertain them.

Store hours throughout Lithuania are controlled by the government. In the cities they open at 9:00 and close at '7:00. In the provinces earlier hours are in effect—8:00 to 6:00. In my young days stores opened and closed at any hour. Now before opening and after closing hours the proprietor or proprietress hangs around his shop, hoping against hope that something will turn up, that a peasant will blow into town to buy a herring, a box of matches, a pint of kero​sene, a pound of axle grease, or a quarter of a pound of sugar. Sometimes their hopes materialize and they violate the closing or opening law. When they do, they have some member of their family on the lookout for the town's police​man, who enforces the hours.

Returning to my hotel after tea I found a traveling sales​man getting his afternoon nap in my bed—boots and all. When I complained to the proprietress, she wondered why Americans were so particular. What was I to tell her?

At the monument maker's I ordered a new stone to mark Father's grave. I made out a contract in English, and he signed it without question. A separate contract was made out with the cement workers to build up the grave. The older
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one of the two cement contractors, an illiterate man, "signed" by placing three zeros at the bottom of the line. He assured me that his signature would be all right, for he had signed a similar contract with a man from Africa the year before. He declared:

"My signature went further than America. It went to Africa and it proved satisfactory!"

Imagine!

A trip to the cemetery to look up my father's twenty-year-old grave. I invited two of the town's elders to show me the location. In going through the older part of the ceme​tery I discovered a monument one hundred and twelve years old. For the first time in my life I felt about death without any fear or worry. There was a small lake in the cemetery. When I asked the oldest man if he knew the origin and the purpose of it, he related the following legend.

A long time ago the public bath house was located near the cemetery. One night someone saw a "corpse" taking a bath. After that no citizens would risk their lives by going there and bathing. So it was decided to make a separate lake for the "corpses," and they built the small pond for them. When I suddenly turned around I saw a large crowd con​gregated listening with much interest to the old man's story. A couple of young men in the crowd who disbelieved tried to contradict him by telling the following story:

Years ago a "corpse" walked around the cemetery after midnight in the summer time. A couple of the town's brav​est young men went to the cemetery to investigate. They lay on the ground waiting to see what would happen, and after a time they saw the "corpse," clad in white, approach​ing. One of them was ready to run like a rabbit but the other held him back, and they discovered that the "corpse" was a nearby peasant clad in white, who was stealing the fresh cut hay. This story, of course, convinced the young
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ones, but the older and more superstitious ones believed the old man's story.

On the second day of my stay in Zeimelis I got up at the early hour of 3:00 a.m. to see how the town looked lost in its slumber. But how disappointed I was! There, people don't sleep late. Many of them were already on the Public Square engaged in their daily chatter contests. Some of the grocers and other storekeepers had removed their shutters from the store fronts to do some illegal business by selling a pack of cigarettes or a bottle of soda to early departing travelers.

A Russian cart, loaded with wood, creaked through the Square. A dog, that had been lying peacefully in the gutter, suddenly jumped up and began to bark at the horse of the nodding peasant, disturbing his pleasant dreams. He came to a complete stop in front of our old house. A woman came out and started to bargain over the load of wood. Another woman and soon a third one helped her in the bargaining, but the peasant held on to his high price. They didn't get together on the price (the difference was just one-half a litas!);  so he drove off to the Public Square.

In most cases a buyer offers the exact half of the asked price. In the afternoon when I crossed the Square again, he was still there with his wagon of wood holding out for his price. When I asked him why for the sake of one-half a litas he would lose a whole day, he retorted:

"And what will I do tomorrow? I have plenty of time. I can wait."

Evidently he did not believe in Benjamin Franklin's epi​gram: "Dost thou   love life? Then do not squander time, for that is the stuff life is made of."

Time didn't mean anything to this Russian peasant and many others of the European slow-geared temperaments. If they plan a trip somewhere and   don't get to go today, they say:
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"Oh, well, tomorrow is as good a day as today or yester​day."

Waste of time has no meaning here. This peasant, like many others, knows one thing and that is that a certain num​ber of days must elapse between his first candle at birth and the last candle at death. And what does it matter to him just how he occupies himself during those days? The Rus​sian hates nothing so much as exertion. He will exclaim:

"Nitchevo!" A comforting word, Nitchevo. It means "never mind." He will excuse himself from exertion and solution to all problems. Another famous Russian word is "Zaftra" (tomorrow). How happy they are to put things off Until tomorrow!

I visited a Latvian family on a nearby farm just a little out of town who were old friends of ours. I was treated with their own orchard fruits. Then they invited me as the honor guest into their parlor. I answered all sorts of questions about myself and the family in America, at least as well as my limited Latvian would permit me. On the whole, never in all my summer travels did I meet any more friendly peasants than I met there. My courage grew, and I decided to extend my travels through Lithuania.

It had been some time since I had seen a nice looking automobile. But one day I noticed a big car on the Public Square. From a distance it looked like a high-priced car. When I came closer to it I couldn't believe my own eyes, and I had to look at the name plate on the radiator. It was a low-priced car, a new model, all polished and shined up. The chauffeur had a hard time keeping the curious urchins away from it.

"Why, this is the second car to come through town this week!" exclaimed a young boy with an unwashed face.

"No, it's the third!" contradicted another, whose ears had been pulled by the chauffeur for leaving his finger marks
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on the polished nickel. "The first one was when the Ameri​can came in town Sunday. The second one was the car that came from Joniski to take the doctor to attend to a farmer's wife, and this is the third. Isn't that correct?"

"That's right," was the combined cry. The week was young yet. It was only Tuesday, and they hoped other cars would come through.

The owner of the car was a young dry goods and woolen salesman from Kaunas. He called on the local merchants to sell them their fall and winter goods. I thought here was a fine chance to travel. Where? Anywhere! I asked the chauf​feur for his itinerary, but he refused to give it to me, say​ing that his master would do that.

I set out to look for the master and found him in Israel-son's store selling them their fall supply of woolens. I waited until they were through transacting business and asked the salesman if I might travel along with them. At first he ob​jected, but Mr. Israelson soon influenced him. He con​sented and accepted the proposition.

Arriving at the hotel and not finding anyone but the maid, I was unable to pay my bill. Soon the proprietress rushed in, however, as news of arrivals or departures like wildfire spreads very quickly. She was unable to make change; so she trusted me with the amount. They consider all Americans honest people!

Then I almost disappointed friends who had prepared lunch for us. When we were a short way out of town I told Mr. Kaplan, the salesman, of my luncheon appointment. He was kind enough to accommodate me and turned back. The natives were surprised to see how quickly an American can eat.

We were off!

After a few days of rambling I came back on a bus.

  When I unloaded my baggage I noticed that one of the
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leather suitcases was damaged badly, as it had not been tied tightly enough to the top of the bus and had moved around in transit. The owner of the bus had insisted at the begin​ning of the trip that I also put my Gladstone bag on top, as it occupied much space inside. I refused to part with it, for I had all my valuables in it which money could not re​place in case of a loss. The baggage insurance in general was very limited. A young man was kind enough to inconven​ience himself a little on account of my Gladstone bag, and it stayed inside. I was doubly thankful when I looked at my damaged case.

Standing again in the middle of the Public Square with my baggage around me, I remained undecided whether to go back to the same "hotel" or not. I feared that some other traveling salesman might again have taken an afternoon nap in my bed. I was ready to take a chance at another one of the inns when suddenly a relative of the hotel proprietress "came over to me and changed my mind. He assured me of the strictest privacy during this stay.

After dinner I set out for a walk towards the railroad station to see the ten o'clock train off. There I met the female medical personnel—the doctor, dentist, and apothecary. Two couples, who were there also at the time and who craved ex​citement, stretched a young lady out on the narrow gauge railroad tracks letting her imagine that the train was soon to run over her and then letting a "hero" rescue her. What a hero! How else could they paint the town red?

Early next morning I was off to the synagogue to attend Sabbath service. I was asked by the President to occupy the most honored seat in the first row next to the Rabbi, but I declined with thanks saying that I preferred to occupy the seat in the third row where my father had worshipped. It was customary to announce a donation from the pulpit. Be​fore the Cantor "broadcasted" it, I noticed the eyes of the
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congregation focused on me. When he finally announced my

contribution, I knew by the smiles and nods that they were pleased with the amount. Before the services were over one of the most prominent citizens of the town said that the President could have given me all the honors for the amount the congregation received. And when I tried to tell them that it wasn't necessary to honor me as much as they did, they said Americans were too modest.

So that is that!

In the afternoon I was invited for tea at so many places that I didn't know where to begin. However, I managed to accept three different invitations during the day. At each of these three places many of the neighbors congregated to listen in. At one place I never suspected that they had two daughters of marriageable age. To most of the native and naive girls every American young man is both a millionaire and a gentleman who would make an ideal husband.

"Never judge the wine by the bottle."

In the afternoon a former public school classmate of mine came to invite me to his wedding. I was surprised to see how serious in life he was and how balanced he had become. He was a land owner and tilled the soil himself. Early the next morning he drove me out to his farm and with much pride pointed out the advantages of farm life.

That same day the mail carrier, Mr. Bullis, who was also the telephone and telegram messenger boy, came over to me while I was engulfed in the ever-curious crowd on the Public Square and told me that I had a telephone call from Riga from a long-lost aunt. I had had to wait twenty years for the chance of speaking over a telephone in my native town!

Although not strong on telephones, Zeimelis, like many other Lithuanian towns, is more or less Americanized. They have learned to eat American canned goods and dried Cali​fornia fruits; they use American gas and oil; some of the
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youths study the English language; and they read American newspapers and magazines, wear some American-made clothes, and carry American books around from house to house. Lithuania, so it seemed, had much in common with America.

My younger cousin, who served in the army at Siauliai arrived in town Sunday evening. He brought with him the cheering news that the army had won the football game, and because of that he had been extended another three days' leave of absence. He was so happy over the victory that he jumped off the moving "Samovar" (narrow gauge train) and jumped on again. Would I believe it? He was one of the four passengers on the train arriving in town!

Early next morning we drove out to visit Mr. Julius Jeblensky, a Philadelphian, whom I met the week before at Joniski, a few miles away. We were received with kindness and grace.

"So glad to see you!" welcomed the hostess in English, when we were introduced by her American visitor, and with a smile—one of the smiles that    I cannot attempt describing— she invited all of us for lunch.

I don't know if it is the right thing to do to talk about a friend's lunch, but what is a fellow-scribbler going to do about more material? Well, here it goes:

Lunch began with a round of Krupnikas and imported liquor. Then came broiled chicken, home-grown vegetables, and sweet and sour home-baked rye bread. I must admit that I enjoyed the meal immensely. The ride and perhaps the liquor enticed the appetite. After the meal was over I learned of another Lithuanian custom. The guest rises from the table first, and warmly shakes the hand of the hostess, thank​ing her for her hospitality. "When in Lithuania, do as the Lithuanians do."

In the orchard we snapped some pictures with the apple trees in the background. Mr. Jeblensky regretted his ina-
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bility to buy a camera in Zeimelis or in the other small towns. He missed a camera very much throughout his travels saying his trip was not complete without one. "A trip with​out a camera is like a meal without Krupnikas," said the hostess. And who would disagree with her!

Returning to town I found it too uncomfortable to ride in the springless buggy on the cobblestones; so I walked. While walking, I discovered that my shoes needed repairs. I stopped in a leather store, inquiring where I could find a good cobbler to repair them. They sold me half soles and heels first as was customary there, and then directed me to a cobbler.

When I entered the cobbler's home, I found him busily engaged in a card game. He preferred playing cards to work, he said, since this was his day of rest. Not wanting to use my two-tone—black and white—shoes in the dreary weather I had to look for another cobbler. I was directed to one out of town, the son of the town's only glazier. He was not at home. The mother asked me to wait awhile, and wrapping an old well-worn woolen shawl around her shoulders, set out to find her son. A full half hour passed before she re​turned with him. In the meantime the father entertained me by relating his war experiences.

The young man got busy at his workbench, which was located in the corner of the combined kitchen, dining room, and parlor. He informed me that I had overpaid on the ma​terial, especially on the heels; he could have bought them and saved me at least a litas (10¢) . He advised me in the future not to buy leather, but to let the cobbler do it. He sharpened his knife on a strop many times, but even then it refused to cut the leather freely. He discovered that he didn't have enough tools; so he had to go out and borrow them from another cobbler. What else could I do but wait? In another corner of the room an old woman was taking her
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afternoon nap on a box. The big clay oven separated this room from their sleeping quarters.

"Where do you run around to?" The mother demanded an explanation from her son, who returned with the needed tools. She, of course, was ignorant of the fact that he was out on an important errand this time. Again he took off  his coat and put on his apron. I remarked that the coat was of American make.

"Sure," replied the mother. "If it wasn't for America we would have starved to death long ago. Can we live on what we get for one pair of half soles the boy attaches a week? My husband is old and sick now. Some days when he feels better he goes to the nearby villages to install a little window pane, but he doesn't earn much. The country people of today are more economical. They take their own measure, buy the glass in town, and install it themselves.    How is a glazier going to live?

"America," she continued, "is our life saver. I am thank​ful to the Lord that our relatives in America are able to help us financially." And she walked off   to the other corner where she busied herself peeling potatoes and dissecting her​rings for supper.

While the young man was attaching the half soles on my shoes, I sat wearing a pair of old shoes, serving as slippers. The glazier suggested that      I buy a pair of American-made shoes which his sister had sent him from Baltimore. I would have bought them had they been of my size, but they were tar, far too narrow. Here is a tip to Americans who wish to send clothes to their relatives in Lithuania. If you must make a mistake in the size of the clothes, especially shoes, let the mistake be in bigness rather than in smallness! They don't seem to mind.

The woman invited me to have a herring supper, but I had to decline the kind offer. I had other arrangements made for that dinner. She told me that in her younger days she 
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used to bake bread for my family to help her husband with the family income. No doubt, she told me that with the hope of arousing my sense of sympathy. She was worried about financial conditions in America. She was one hundred litas— a half year's rent—in arrears.

Her talk, too, drifted to their bitter war experiences. She didn't suspect that her husband had already related them to me. They had to start anew when they came back after the war, she said, for their household goods were burned in a wooden freight car while in transit.

The son, in the meantime, punched holes in the soles one at a time with his hand awl and drove in his wooden pegs. He must have worked about an hour on the three close rows of holes, filling them with pegs. It wasn't easy for him to trim around the soles with his dull knife. He ran out of nails, too, and in order to attach the heels he gathered what thin long nails he could find in his box of rusty ones. They were too long; so he cut them in half and skillfully straight​ened out the crooked ones.

"If I only got two or three jobs like yours a week!" he exclaimed. "How happy I would be. It would enable me to buy some necessary tools and supplies."

The mother substantiated her son's statement when she said:

"You see, my son is not lazy. He wants to work if he can only get it."

He wanted to know how American cobblers repaired shoes. I hadn't the heart to tell him that they repaired shoes with modern machinery in .less time than it took him to straighten out a crooked nail and cut it in half. He com​pleted the job in about two hours. Then the mother cleaned the shoes and polished them.

"If I only got two or three jobs a week, etc.," echoed in my ears when I put them on my feet.

   When I paid the young man for the job, I realized that 
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he was more than pleased, for he escorted me back to town.

Such is a cobbler's life in Lithuania!

When I returned from the cobbler's, I was just in time for the dinner previously arranged. Not knowing that the chicken had been prepared the Friday before and kept with​out refrigeration or ice in a cellar three days, I ate it. I didn't suspect that anything was wrong until about eleven o'clock that night.

I became nauseatingly ill. It was not until 4:00 a.m. that I succeeded in attracting the landlady's attention. Then she went off for the doctor (or is it doctoress?). The landlady admitted that she had heard knocks on the door but thought that the washwoman had come too early.

The doctor, with whom I had talked only the evening be​fore, did not believe my landlady for a while. She thought perhaps that I was playing a joke on her. However, she finally came and relieved me partly of my suffering. My fever ran high, and I was unable to sleep; so she ordered me to remain in bed for at least a few days.

While lying in bed a disagreeable thought flashed through my mind: "Supposing—supposing I should die here in this town. Must I pay such a high price for the privilege of visit​ing my native town?" I hated to die before my trip was completed, for I wanted to bring to America a description of the old home town. After that, I figured I could die happy. And, sure enough, fate reserved my end for another day. I got well on the fifth day.

On my sickbed I discovered all my real friends. They came visiting me. Among them was a blind man who came to "see" me twice. The first time he found me asleep and so he came later. Once I was out on the street my real friends again cordially greeted me, and were happy to see me well again.

I was, I'm sorry to say, unable to attend my former class- 
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mate's wedding which took place during my illness, at Siauliai. However,          I  was happy to attend the homecoming reception which was held at the bride's home.

Soon the day approached when I was scheduled to leave. Long before I had learned that the pleasure of European traveling increases in direct proportion with the decrease of baggage. In consequence I gave away the surplus of my ward​robe to some needy families. I left only what I needed most on the balance of the trip.

As I said before, Lithuanian people are geared too slowly for the American temperament. They think if they don't do a thing today, tomorrow will do just as well. And they'll bar​gain for anything! The reason the concrete cemetery workers from Siauliai had not arrived at the time arranged was be​cause they had been bargaining with the bus owner for a lower fare, I learned. The monument maker also bargained with the bus owner for delivering the markers. They came many days later than the contract called for, but how could I have helped it?

At last one evening, they did arrive. They were unable to deliver the stones to the cemetery with the bus and had to transfer them into a farm wagon. The kind Mr. Ozelo, whose farm bordered the cemetery, made the transfer. When he found out whose stones they were, he refused to accept pay. But I insisted, and he changed his attitude.

The monument maker and concrete workers started to work at dawn. They had an ideal day to complete their task, and at noon the job was completed and the monument un​veiled. I paid the contractor, sub-contractor, and bus driver. A committee came to the cemetery to collect for the privi​lege of erecting the tombstone. They also asked for the He​brew School, congregation, and other public institutions. The spokesman did not miss the opportunity of telling me that my father was buried at the highest, most honored, place 
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on the cemetery, near the grave where the old Bibles were resting. (I remember how in 1905 before rebuilding the syna​gogue, they buried all the old and worn-out Bibles.) How could I have refused them? Indeed, I hope         I satisfied them all.

 I ordered the town's photographer to take a picture of the monument towards evening, and to go in an indirect way in order not to attract too much attention. He informed me that the town's people gossiped about the amount that I overpaid. Perhaps I did overpay, say twenty-five or even fifty per cent above normal prices. But what else could be expected of an American who had to put up a monument for his father and did not have too much time to lose in dickering? Well, I was satisfied that they had made a good job, and to that everybody agreed, so the price really didn't matter much.

With the tombstone erected, I considered my visit to Zeimelis at end. The last evening I spent with friends. I •walked around the town again with the medical personnel until late that night.

I got up the next morning very early to get the train for Joniski, where I was again to meet Mr. Kaplan and ramble through provincial Lithuania. I was eager to get into the provinces and see the life of the people and country in all its natural phases. It would enable me to get direct con​tact with the people, thereby getting experiences of great value in appraising life in the newborn Republic.

On the train I met an ex-clerk in Father's law offices. The other passenger was a farmer who also knew us well. Out of town the engineer stopped on a wooden bridge near a stream to water his iron horse. The engineer and conductor, who were the entire crew, put a long hose down to the creek and pumped the water into the engine. This little engine trav​eled at a speed of about twenty-five kilometers an hour at its height. Along the road a bus kept up with us for a long time, 
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the passengers waving at us until they disappeared in the forest.

Thus in the early dawn I bade farewell to my native town. Indeed, I left it with   a heavy heart knowing that perhaps I'd never come again. 
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tric lights were dimmed, a warning that soon they would be out. They flashed on and off three times and then went out for the night. Not until eight in the morning would they come on again.

We didn't sleep much that night, and left the hotel to start on our way earlier than we expected. I had to part with my cousin here, for his vacation was almost up and he had to go back the next day.

My cousin forgot to mail his postcard. I couldn't help but read it. Imagine what he wrote!

"I have toured the WORLD," he began to pour out his heart. "I've been in Pusalotas, Joniskelis, Linkuva, Zeimelis, Krukai, Joniskis, Pasvitinys, and Siauliai. Love to all."

Now he was happy to be returning home after his "world cruise." Indeed, it must have seemed to him quite as long and strange.

The bright early morning sun put pep into all of us. After filling up the tank with American gas from the town's only gasoline station on the Public Square, we were off to Zagare. I was glad of the opportunity to see the real Lithu​ania. While driving through a village I noticed a sign on a general store, which read: "Pastos Agentura" (postal agency). If my memory serves me right, a postal agency is paid ten per cent of the intake.

Arriving at Zagare, we came to a full stop on the Market Place. While the salesman was busy selling his goods, I conversed with the natives. The need for a camera was great here, but I was out of films. A boy of about twelve ap​proached me offering his services as a guide, porter, or mes​senger. He was clad in rags, in shoes without soles, and a much-used cap covered his long bushy hair. He was the first one on the Public Square to greet me. I mentioned to him that I was out of films; so he walked with me to several stores, but without results. The photographers and store​keepers informed me that they could get the films in a day. 
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We set out with them for Akmene. On the road we passed two high school girls with their special fraternity caps read​ing as they walked. An old woman sat on the edge of the road, knitting some woolen hosiery while she watched  a goat which grazed in the deep ditch.

The chauffeur pointed out the hills which the Germans had crossed during the World War. Further up the road a shepherd clad in a sheepskin coat sat among his Hock on the hillside waving, perhaps at us.

The sun was on its way towards the western horizon when we entered the town of Akmene. The first greeting or recep​tion we had was from an old woman who cried:

"Go and take a bath. The bath is ready!"

Here, as in other smaller Lithuanian towns and villages, they have Town Criers who announce the weekly public baths and other important doings. This reminded me of the town crier in Zeimelis in my younger days. He was    a little black bearded man with a strong voice, who not only announced the weekly bath, but also called most of the citizens early in the morning for prayers. (Alarm clocks were unknown then.)

The chauffeur informed the woman that he didn't need a bath, for "He"   came from Kaunas. She left us shrugging her shoulders, perhaps wondering how Kaunas people could get along without baths.

A friendly young man, the son of the leading merchant of the town, guided us around to the places of interest. The first place was a grocery store where   I had the chance to meet an ex-American who returned to his native land  when Lithu​ania got its independence. This peasant was glad of the chance to meet another American.

Next he took us to the church yard. An old priest was buried at the entrance.    The natives honored this faithful spiritual leader, who had served them for thirty years and was one of the original builders of that church. 
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identify himself will be arrested and kept in prison until he has been investigated and identified.

"5. The cost of a passport is three litas.

"6. Persons who lose their passports must report within seven days to the office which issued it, or to the police station of his last place of registration.                 A charge of six litas is made for conducting a search.

"7. Residents of any city who move to another place, even those who move from one part of the city to another, must report to the police. Rural residents must register pass​ports when they move from one township to another."

Since I had been turned down by the justice depart​ment in Kaunas when       I wanted to visit the hard labor prison there, I decided to try and visit the county jail here. I was informed that as a foreign correspondent I would be unable to visit it; so I claimed relationship to one of the Zeimelis  butchers who was at that time being held for trial on a charge of manslaughter. It seems that a meat inspector had accidentally fallen in an open well near the butcher's slaughter house.

I was given a special permit on condition that I speak to the prisoner in the Lithuanian language, if I spoke at all. Armed with the permit I went to the jail.  I, as well as other visitors, waited at the entrance on the outside for about an hour before our turn came.

There I met the prisoner's wife, who with a basket of food and delicacies was awaiting her "next." Many of the other visitors had baskets for the prisoners, and I judged that the inmates were not satisfied with the prison tare. Sharply at 1:00 p.m., the outer gates opened, and we went in. Once inside we were inspected and our passports ex​amined. One woman forgot her passport, and she was told by the guard to come back on the next visiting day the following week. I was not asked to show my passport; they just lifted my special permit. 

CHAPTER XII

A SIDE TRIP TO RIGA

   At about 4.00 o'clock, the International train arrived. It stopped for some     time as Joniski was the last Lithu​anian station on that railroad. A few moments before the train pulled out I noticed the Philadelphian rushing towards my coach. He came to get the developed pictures which we had  taken on his friend's farm. He complimented me on the fine snapshots, but      I thought differently about them. As a photographer, I felt that I would make a good plumber.

The train pulled out at exactly 4:45 p.m. A few miles out of town we crossed the Lithuanian-Latvian border, a deep ditch through a forest. Stone border markers were in evidence. Here again all passengers had to go through the procedure of a border inspection. The Lithuanian officials examined the passports or other documents, put their stamp of approval on them, then turned them over to the Latvian officials for their inspection. The officials spoke Lithuanian, Latvian, German, Russian.

 Next came the baggage inspection. The Latvian inspector asked:

"Do you have any new clothes, cigarettes, cigars, tobacco, or other taxable goods?"

   I gave him a negative answer. He started to leave, but suddenly he turned back and exclaimed: "What's this!" detecting a package of new linen tablecloths and towels. I informed him that they were presents given by friends in Zeimelis for my mother in America. He didn't ask any fur-
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hand. Pulling up a big comfortable chair, he invited me to sit down. I learned that a great man is great because he makes others at ease, and that it is the most real interpretation of fine manners. Only "small" men will keep one waiting in their outer offices or will send out a secretary or an office boy to interview the visitor.

"And, now, of what service can I be to you?" inquired Latvia's eminent citizen in fluent English.

"No special service, sir," I replied. "I simply wanted the privilege of     meeting you."

"How far have you come for this privilege?" the director inquired.

"From Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania."

"Pittsburgh! And just to see me!" he exclaimed in sur​prise.

But I explained to him that I had been in many places, including Zeimelis,  my native town, which borders on Latvia, since I had left Pittsburgh. I couldn't help but tell him, however, that I had dreamed all those years of seeing the beautiful City of Riga and that I had made a special effort to include it in my Lithuanian itinerary.

"I am so glad to hear that you have our city so much at heart," replied Dr. Bihimans, and turning to a big map on the wall he looked to see how closely Zeimelis bordered with his country.

"Oh, yes!" he happily exclaimed. "I see it all right. It certainly is on the border." He had hoped that Zeimelis was to be included in Latvia's lot when the division was made after the war.

The director's courtesy was limitless. He received other callers in the same manner. He was interested in the visitors' as well as in the welfare of his own country. He had worked hard for Latvia's liberty, and now he was enjoying   the fruits of his hard labor.

    It tickled his vanity to hear me speak "Latvian." I noticed

248                              AN EXCURSION TO LITHUANIA

first, as oftentimes the last key opens the door," flashed through my mind. I then decided not to take "No" for an answer but to try them again after seeing Mr. Chipman.

The next day I consulted Mr. Chipman who informed me to try them again    as soon as they opened their offices in the morning when they are fresh for their day's work.

I realized, as Mr. Chipman advised, that the early morning was the psychological time to approach them, and I was off next day to wait for the Polish Consulate to open. As luck would have it the young lady was not   there. Instead, a young man whom I hadn't seen before listened to my story. He asked for my passport and disappeared in the inner office. About fifteen minutes later he returned saying that it would be difficult, extremely difficult for me to get a Polish visa. I tried to explain to him that Zeimelis, which borders with Latvia, was as much Latvian as Lithuanian, but even to that reasoning he turned a deaf ear.

Soon another man stepped forward. Realizing that I was harmless, he   asked what my chief purpose was in going to Poland.

"To see Vilno and to write about it," was my reply.

"Oh, you're a journalist, eh!" he exclaimed.

"Yes, sir," was my sharp and unhesitating reply.

"Have you any credentials besides what you have shown us?"

"Yes sir," and I showed him my letter from the Pittsburgh Post-Gazette, written by Mr. W. U. Christman, Managing Editor.

He glanced over it and no doubt was convinced that I had presented him with an important document. Had he read it carefully he would have been impressed differently and learned that the strength of the document   permitted me to buy a subway ride in New York City for a nickel.

   "This alone will not do," he encouraged folding the letter and handing it back to me. "You must also bring me a letter
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One other waiter amused me very much with his "Eng​lish," and I always tried to let him serve me.

"Good evening," he once greeted me, "I hope you feel sick today."

There was no doubt in my mind that some practical jokers had played tricks with this innocent waiter and had taught him to say sick instead of well. Some of the English speaking tourists are guilty of that offense, I am sure, and find pleas​ure in misdirecting poor struggling waiters. A third time the waiter greeted me:

"Good morning, thief!" No doubt he meant "Good morn​ing, chief."

I have learned of another practical joker who was guilty of teaching an innocent man "English." He is a New York columnist who on his round-the-world tour taught his Italian speaking cameraman that "Scram, you muzzier" meant "if you please" and "bum" a policeman.

I would hate to be near the scene if the "English" speak​ing Italian ever walks up to a New York cop and says: "Hey bum, scram, you muzzier!" Wouldn't you?

One day, I went to the old Jewish cemetery to take pic​tures of the Goan's grave. The military headquarters bor​dered the cemetery, and I was informed by the old cemetery keeper not to use my camera without getting a special permit from the police station.

The grave of Arie Leib Meites from Pinsk, whose tomb​stone was one hundred and forty-eight years old, bore the inscription:

"With his wisdom he saved Vilno Jews from a Pogrom."

   The Goan's grave was one hundred and thirty-four years old. Orthodox  Jews from all over the world come here to pray and some leave written messages. Others tie strings on the gate and fence as a remembrance of   their visit. The oldest grave and monument in this cemetery was that of Reb
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Mnachem Monesh Chaesh, four hundred and forty-seven years old. The   grave of Graf Potocki, Gehr Chedeck (true convert), a former Catholic who embraced the Jewish faith, was one hundred and eighty-four years old.   A tree which grew on his grave resembled a human skeleton; some of the branches—the "arms"—had been chopped off during the World War.

It is a hundred years now since the Jews of Vilno have stopped burying in this cemetery. In another part of Vilno the "new" cemetery is almost one hundred years old now. A new fence was to be erected to divide the old cemetery and the military headquarters, but the military have removed part    of the old fence for a road.

The former cemetery keeper of the "old" cemetery was killed twelve years ago and ended the sixth successive genera​tion of the keepers. The present keeper's weekly pay amounts to twenty ziotych, not enough to exist on. But with the help of tips from visitors, and with vegetables from his back yard patch, he manages somehow to keep body and soul together. He informed  me that he had guided visitors through the cemetery from all parts of the world. They had come to describe the graves of the Goan, Gehr Chedeck, Chaie Odom, and other world famous Jews buried there.

 When I was driving back from the cemetery through Calvaria Street, a  crowd attracted my attention. I stopped and learned that an auction sale of household goods was in progress. A woman had been sold out for her inability to pay store taxes. Everything went under the hammer, her candle sticks, beds, and dressers, even her old American make sewing machines.

A sign in a barber shop: "Don't read newspapers, maga​zines, or smoke while getting shaved." They warmed each cup of water separately on a "Primus" heater. They politely refused to accept tips in this shop. In another barber shop

