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all terribly anxious, and it is rather trying for me, as 
I am the only woman in the place quite alone.

August 7th.—Still no help! Innumerable wild 
rumours are flying about. They say that those who 
left Altheim have all come back, unable to get 
farther than Frankfort. We are beginning to feel 
hopeless. Nothing about England is in the German 
papers, and, of course, we see no others. It is 
quite terrible being without news. Last night there 
was great scrubbing and scraping of Altheim shop 
windows, and all the notices : “ English spoken 
here ” have disappeared.

There is a mania about spies in Frankfort, we 
hear, and some Americans yesterday were very 
roughly handled because their motor bore a French 
maker’s name. The Americans have returned to 
Altheim, and their motor has been taken to fight 
for the Fatherland ! Our situation is dreadful, but 
we are keeping up brave hearts. Every day a 
fresh “ Bekanntmachung ” (notice) appears ; that oi 
to-day was addressed to the children and called 
upon them to gather in the harvest, the workers 
having gone as soldiers and turned their “pruning 
hooks” into swords. My postcards written in
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