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headed, and all are rough and unkempt and dirty- 
looking. I fancy some of them have suffered much 
privation, but happily their order of release has 
come. They will have to travel by Denmark, 
Sweden and across to Petrograd. The weather is 
autumnal, and they have only summer clothes, like 
us. We cannot help them, having so little money 
ourselves. I have had to borrow twice, and tried 
to sell my jewellery without success, but I have 
developed a latent and unsuspected talent for 
laundry work. The pretty summer shops in the 
Park Strasse arc now closed, and the sound of 
beating mattresses is heard everywhere ; the blinds 
of most of the villas are drawn down, and the 
families having no longer lodgers have descended to 
their winter quarters on the ground floor. Only a 
few etnspanners are left, as both Kutsckers and 
horses are gone to meet a “ Heldentod ” for their 
Fatherland.

One sees white-capped nurses and Red Cross 
Ambulance men and wounded and bandaged war­
riors everywhere. When recovered, the soldiers 
get three days leave to visit their families, and 
then return to the Front. Poor souls ! Shops are 
chiefly tended by women nowadays, and the
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