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man, of whom he could remember no detail. 
Together, walking with ferocious care down 
the middle of the street, they had swayed 
through Schwabing seeking an open cajé.. 
Café Benz was closed, but further up there 
was a little place still lighted, inhabited by 
one waiter, innumerable chairs and tables 
piled on each other for the night, and a row 
of chess-boards, in front of which sat a little 
bald, bearded man in dress-clothes, waiting. 
The little man seemed to them infinitely 
pathetic. Four against one, they played him 
at chess, and were beaten. They bowed, 
and passed into the night. Leo Diringer 
recited a sonnet, and slept suddenly at the 
foot of a lamp-post. The Jew’s heavy-lidded 
eyes shone with a final flicker of caution, and 
he turned homeward resolutely, to the last 
not wholly drunk. My friend had wandered 
to his lodgings, in an infinite peace. He could 
not remember what had happened to the 
fourth man. . . .

A thousand little figures tumbled through 
his mind. But they no longer brought with 
them that air of comfortable kindliness which 
Germany had always signified for him. Some
thing in him kept urging, “ You must hate 
these things, find evil in them.” There was


