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This book is the product of two years spent in Germany during the great war. It portrays what has
been seen and heard by an American girl whose primary interest was in art. She has tried to
write without fear or favor the simple truth as it appeared to her.GETTING INTO GERMANY IN
WAR TIME.Now that America and Germany are at war, it is not possible for an American to enter
the German Empire. Americans can leave the country if they wish, but once they are out they
cannot go back in again.Since the first year of the war there has been only one way of getting
into Germany through Denmark, and that is by way of Warnemünde. After leaving Copenhagen
you ride a long way on the train, and then the train boards a ferry which takes you to a little
island. At the end of this island is the Danish frontier, where you are thoroughly searched to see
how much food you are trying to take into Germany. After this frontier is passed you ride for a few
hours on a boat which carries you right up to Warnemünde, the German landing-place and the
military customs of Germany.When I went to Germany in October, 1915, the regulations were
not very strict, travelers had only to show that they had a good reason for going into the country,
and they were searched—that was all. But during the two years I was in Germany all this was
changed. Now it is very hard for even a neutral to enter Germany. Neutrals must first have a visé
from the German consul in Denmark. It takes four days to get this visé, and you must have your
picture taken in six different poses. Also, you must have a legitimate reason for wanting to go into
the country, and if there is anything the least suspicious about you, you are not granted a permit
to enter.Travelers entering Germany bring as much food with them as they can. You are allowed
to bring a moderate amount of tea, coffee, soap, canned milk, etc.; nine pounds of butter and as
much smoked meat as you can carry. No fresh meat is allowed, and you must carry the meat
yourself as no porters are allowed around the docks. This is a spy precaution.The butter and
meat are bought in Copenhagen from a licensed firm where it is sealed and the firm sends the
package to the boat for you. You must be careful not to break the seal before the German
customs are passed. The Danes are very strict about letting rubber goods out of their country,
and one little German girl I knew was so afraid that the Danes would take her rubbers away from
her, that she wore them on a hot summer day.The boat which takes passengers to and from
Warnemünde is one day a German boat and the next day a Danish boat. If you are lucky and
make the trip on the day the Danish boat is running, you get a wonderful meal, and if you are
unlucky and strike the German day, you get a poor one. After getting off the boat, you get your
first glimpse of the German Militär, the soldiers at the customs.The travelers are divided into two
classes—those going to Hamburg and those going to Berlin. Then a soldier gets up on a box
and asks if there is any one in the crowd who has no passport. The day I came through only one
man stepped forward. I felt sorry for him, but he did not look the least bit disheartened. An officer
led him away. Strange to say, four days later we were seated in a hotel in Berlin eating our
breakfast when this same little man came up and asked if we were not from Pittsburg, and if we
had not come over on the "Kristianiafjord." When I said that we had, he remarked: "Well, I am



from Pittsburg, too, and I came over on the 'Kristianiafjord.'""But I did not see you among the
passengers," I said.CONTENTSGetting into Germany in War TimeSoldiers of BerlinThe Women
Workers of BerlinGerman "Sparsamkeit"The Food in GermanyWhat We Ate in GermanyHow
Berlin is Amusing Itself in War TimeThe Clothes TicketMy TypewriterMoving in BerlinWhat the
Germans Read in War TimePrecautions Against Spies, etc.Prisoners in GermanyVerbotenThe
Mail in G

Praise for SIX POPES: A SON OF THE CHURCH REMEMBERS by Monsignor Hilary C.
Franco“Monsignor Franco is known as an engaging storyteller of his impactful time in the
Church. Read this book and you will see why.” — Timothy Cardinal Dolan, Archdiocese of New
York“With a life spanning 6 pontificates, Monsignor Hilary Franco's new book offers insights into
current crises within the Church and society, highlighting his work with Venerable Fulton Sheen,
and even helping Mother Angelica during EWTN's first days… Now in his eighties, the Bronx-
born priest has just completed Six Popes: A Son of the Church Remembers, a fascinating and
colorful memoir of a life that has included attending the Second Vatican Council as an expert
adviser, working as an official at the Congregation for Clergy for 24 years and, most recently,
serving as an adviser at the Holy See’s Mission to the United Nations in New York.” — Edward
Pentin, Rome correspondent for National Catholic Register and author of The Next Pope--This
text refers to the hardcover edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights
reserved.Chapter 1 to SIX POPES: A Son of the Church Remembers by MSGR. HILARY C.
FRANCO Bronx KidThe last day of non-Leap Year Februarys is the 28th. In 2013, it
was last in another, historically significant way: it was last day Joseph Ratzinger served the
Catholic Church as Pope Benedict XVI. For on that day he took the unprecedented step of
resigning his papacy. Not two weeks later, on March 13, a conclave chose his successor, Jorge
Mario Bergoglio who, as an Argentinian and Jesuit, also made history. Not in over five hundred
years have two popes been living contemporaries. That spring, I reached the milestone age of
80. I was serving as pastor St. Augustine’s in Ossining, New York, about which more in due
course. My “retirement” was around the corner, but still a season away. A papal transition after a
papal retirement moved thoughts of my own possible transition to my mind’s back burner.I was
born in an historic era. (So are we all, but some are more historic than others.) As the
administrations of President Franklin D. Roosevelt, New York Mayor Fiorello La Guardia, and
Pope Pius XI overlapped each other, I entered the world on July 16, 1932. For this kid, there was
one president, one mayor, one pope.My neighborhood was Belmont, near 187th Street and
Crotona and Arthur Avenues in the Bronx. This locale was home to one of the leading Doo-Wop
groups , the Belmonts, two of whom having grown up on Belmont Avenue.The Italian immigrants
who dominated Belmont made for great lore, the stuff of movies like Scorsese’s Goodfellas and
Raging Bull. Hollywood myths aside, however, Belmont was populated by hard-working Italian-



Americans who loved their families, their country, and their Church.We shopped in the Arthur
Avenue Market when it was new, one of many vendor consolidations created by Mayor La
Guardia in the Thirties and Forties to replace the myriads of street-clogging pushcarts and
liberate the pedestrian sidewalks.The first wave of Italian immigration hit America’s shores in the
1880s; the second, around the turn of the 20th century, booming just after World War I. Many of
them settled in Belmont and gave Arthur Avenue the Italian identity it has to this day. Among
them, my parents.My mother, Maria Catalina Scali, a primary school teacher for 41 years, was
always after us—especially after me!—to get an education. An immigrant from Italy’s Calabria
region, she loved her Italian culture and didn’t let us speak English at home. And we had to
speak “real” Italian, not a dialect. Anyone who speaks with me can hear its echoes in my
voice.My father, also a native Calabrese, arrived in America as a young man. Coming from a
well-to-do family, he had been under no economic pressure to emigrate. He did, however, imbibe
socialist ideas from the old country. An old-school socialist, but no communist, he wanted to help
new immigrants “make it” in their adopted homeland. Before settling in the Bronx, he had a mind
to start a newspaper in Clarksburg, West Virginia, whose coal mining jobs had attracted so
many of them.He did not find immigrant life easy, coming as he did from a well-groomed Catholic
family that, in the course of a century, had given the Church at least three priests: my great-uncle
Don Ilario Franco, a well-known 19th-century professor of classics; his brother, Archpriest
Tommaso Franco; and my uncle Father Ilario Franco who had come to the United States to
serve Italian immigrants and had been incardinated in the Archdiocese of New York.One Sunday
an Irish priest barred his entrance to a church where he had intended to go for Sunday Mass. He
was told to go to church in the basement. A handsome and powerful young man, Dad didn’t take
kindly to disrespect. “I had a choice,” he told me many years later. “Push the priest aside (which
would have only angered and hurt his people) or leave. I left.” He never set foot in a church until
the day of my ordination to the priesthood.Dad was all about taking care of people, a trait of his I
wanted to emulate. When as a teenager I shared inklings of my vocation with him, he wasn’t
thrilled. At my ordination, however, he presented to me a parchment on which his own “ten
commandments” were inscribed. The first? “Take care of the people.” That directive has never
been far from my thoughts during the past nearly seven decades. And so, my goal as a priest
was always to be with the people of God. Not serve them at a distance (although sometimes I
had no choice), but to be with them. I attribute this attitude to Dad’s social-minded, if not
socialist, sensibilities and their influence on me.As a youngster, I aspired to be, not a policeman,
fireman, or soldier, but an actor. Mother encouraged my proclivity to declaim at the drop of a hat,
which I did with any poetry I memorized. It’s interesting to note that when directing the liturgy, the
priest is center-stage on the altar—facing the tabernacle in the traditional Mass—re-enacting the
drama of the Sacrifice on Calvary. That suited me to a T.Father having “unchurched” himself,
Mom assumed responsibility for her children’s religious education. As a boy, I accepted the
Catholic faith more or less passively. I thought no more about it than my chums did. But one day
the sight of an elderly priest in the Manhattan neighborhood where I was working provoked me



to ask: “What plans does the good Lord have for me?” I was barely 18; no vocation entered my
mind until that time.Upon my return from Rome as a priest—much more on that later—I was
assigned for three months to Our Lady of Mount Carmel, a Bronx church, then Saint Dominic’s
on Unionport Road, also in the Bronx, was home for me for almost two years (while I attended
Fordham University to earn a master’s in sociology). From the Bronx I was transferred to
Assumption Parish in New Brighton, Staten Island, a borough of New York, but connected only
by ferry to the rest of the city. (The Verrazzano Bridge opened in 1964.) I served there for three
years. As there was no shortage of pastoral outlets for my energy, I enjoyed every minute of
these assignments. My paternally inspired wish to be with the people was fulfilled in abundance.
But God had other plans for me.When the Fifties began, and before I voyaged to Rome, I was
but one of Fulton J. Sheen’s millions of fans. An American Catholic bishop, Sheen was a renown
philosopher, prolific writer and television star whose ratings rivaled those of Milton Berle (“Mr.
Television”) and Frank Sinatra (“The Voice”). An admirer of Sheen’s based on what I had read—
pretty much every word he’d ever published—I eagerly looked forward to his TV show Life Is
Worth Living, which aired on the Dumont network Tuesday nights at 8:00 P.M (EST). With as
many as ten million viewers hanging on his every word, the show’s success rivaled that of
Berle’s Texaco Star Theater to his every word.As a Roman university student in 1954, the year
Pope Pius X was canonized, I had caught a view of Sheen at a distance. During the canonization
ceremony, in which the saintly Pope’s casketed body was carried, Sheen struck a handsome,
statuesque figure. His head of neatly combed black hair was revealed only at the Mass’s
consecration, when prelates had their mitres removed.I could not then imagine that by the
decade’s close, Sheen would promote me from fan to friend to trusted assistant and confidante.
The last surviving member of his houseful, I have had the privilege of receiving over one
hundred handwritten letters from him, the last one coming a little over a month before he died in
1979.My earlier book, Bishop Fulton J. Sheen: Mentor and Friend, tells that story, some steps of
which I’ll retrace here while adding a few more details. Both as a friend and witness to his
saintliness, I’ve been devoted to the cause of Sheen’s beatification, which proceeds at a snail’s
pace as I write. It’s usually a slow process, and Sheen’s is no exception. There have been ups
and downs. Here are a few. Sheen’s beatification had been set for December 21, 2019, but the
diocese of Rochester, New York, where he had served as bishop for three years in the late
Sixties, wants to examine how he handled clerical abuse accusations against priests under his
authority. The Vatican has suspended the cause indefinitely.In the meanwhile, a scandalous tug-
of-war over his mortal remains unfortunately transpired between Catholic dioceses. On many
occasions he made it clear to me that he wished to be buried in New York. Yes, Peoria, Illinois,
was his hometown and city of his priestly ordination, but there’s no evidence he wanted to be
buried there. All the evidence we have goes the other way.The rope-pulling contest began when
Mrs. Joan Cunningham, a niece of Bishop Sheen’s who had been happy with the interment of
her uncle’s remains under the main altar of St. Patrick’s Cathedral’s, requested that they be
translated to Peoria. Justice Arlene Bluth of the Supreme Court’s New York County Petition



Court granted the request on November 17, 2016. On February 6, 2018, the Appellate Division
of the New York State Supreme Court reversed Justice Bluth’s decision. The court ruled that
disinterment couldn’t occur until an evidentiary hearing was held, and so it was. The original
decision to translate Sheen’s remains to Peoria was reinstated. On June 9, 2019, the
Archdiocese of New York gave up the effort to keep Sheen's remains. They traveled a few weeks
later to St. Mary's Cathedral in Peoria.To say I’m disappointed by this outcome is to understate
things. As I recorded at the time:“. . . the appellate justices recognized that in Justice Bluth’s
2016 decision, she “failed to give appropriate consideration to the affidavit of Monsignor Franco
and too narrowly defined the inquiry into Archbishop Sheen’s wishes.” It added, “Monsignor
Franco stated that Archbishop Sheen had repeatedly expressed his ‘desire to remain in New
York even after his death.’ Contrary to the motion court's conclusion, a fair reading of this alleged
exchange, if it is true, is that Archbishop Sheen wished his body to remain somewhere in New
York.” . . . The petition court . . . improperly deferred to the family's wishes, merely because
Archbishop Sheen's remains did not end up in Calvary Cemetery [where he had bought a plot
for his burial], and without a full exploration of Archbishop Sheen's desires.”Unambiguously,
Sheen wished to be buried in New York. But this wish was not to be granted. May ours for his
beatification receive a favorable answer. In my lifetime, God willing!--This text refers to the
hardcover edition.About the AuthorMonsignor Hilary Franco (New York, NY) was ordained a
priest in Rome at the young age of 22 and received a doctorate in Biblical Theology from the
Pontifical Lateran University in Rome, among other degrees. He served in the Parish of Our Lady
of Mount Carmel, St. Dominic’s in the Bronx, and Assumption Church in Staten Island. He was
also a member of the Board of Editors of World Mission magazine and also contributed Biblical
articles to the New Catholic Encyclopedia. He then served in the Diplomatic Corps of the Vatican
at the Apostolic Delegation in Washington D.C. and was named an official of the Prefecture of
the Economic Affairs of the Holy See in the Vatican. After two years, he was named Official of
the Congregation for the Clergy and was in charge of the English desk for 24 years, which he
initiated. He served as Judge of the Interocean Ecclesiastical Tribunal and was named
Monsignor in 1971 and Prelate of his Holiness in 1981. An active member of the Catholic Biblical
Association of America, he has been the recipient of several international awards which he
shared with the Nobel Peace Prize Laureate, Mother Teresa. The Monsignor is the author of
BISHOP SHEEN MENTOR AND FRIEND and a frequent contributor to Newsmax Magazine &
TV. The author lives & works in the New York City metro area. --This text refers to the hardcover
edition.Read more
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IN GERMANYWITH MEPREFATORY NOTE.This book is the product of two years spent in
Germany during the great war. It portrays what has been seen and heard by an American girl
whose primary interest was in art. She has tried to write without fear or favor the simple truth as it
appeared to her.TABLE OF CONTENTS. PAGEGetting into Germany in War Time1Soldiers of
Berlin7The Women Workers of Berlin20German "Sparsamkeit"35The Food in Germany49What
We Ate in Germany62How Berlin is Amusing Itself in War Time69The Clothes Ticket81My
Typewriter88Moving in Berlin93What the Germans Read in War Time98Precautions Against
Spies, etc.108Prisoners in Germany115Verboten128The Mail in Germany132The
"Ausländerei"140War Charities146What Germany is Doing for Her Human War Wrecks159Will
the Women of Germany Serve a Year in the Army?173The Kaiserin and the Hohenzollern
Princesses184A Stroll Through Berlin196A Trip Down the Harbor of Hamburg207The Krupp
Works at Essen218Munich in War Time228From Berlin to Vienna in War Time242Vienna in War
Time256Soldiers of Vienna267Women Warriors279How Americans Were Treated in
Germany286I Leave Germany July 1, 1917292GETTING INTO GERMANY IN WAR TIME.Now
that America and Germany are at war, it is not possible for an American to enter the German
Empire. Americans can leave the country if they wish, but once they are out they cannot go back
in again.Since the first year of the war there has been only one way of getting into Germany
through Denmark, and that is by way of Warnemünde. After leaving Copenhagen you ride a long
way on the train, and then the train boards a ferry which takes you to a little island. At the end of
this island is the Danish frontier, where you are thoroughly searched to see how much food you
are trying to take into Germany. After this frontier is passed you ride for a few hours on a boat
which carries you right up to Warnemünde, the German landing-place and the military customs
of Germany.When I went to Germany in October, 1915, the regulations were not very strict,
travelers had only to show that they had a good reason for going into the country, and they were
searched—that was all. But during the two years I was in Germany all this was changed. Now it
is very hard for even a neutral to enter Germany. Neutrals must first have a visé from the German
consul in Denmark. It takes four days to get this visé, and you must have your picture taken in six
different poses. Also, you must have a legitimate reason for wanting to go into the country, and if
there is anything the least suspicious about you, you are not granted a permit to enter.Travelers
entering Germany bring as much food with them as they can. You are allowed to bring a
moderate amount of tea, coffee, soap, canned milk, etc.; nine pounds of butter and as much
smoked meat as you can carry. No fresh meat is allowed, and you must carry the meat yourself
as no porters are allowed around the docks. This is a spy precaution.The butter and meat are



bought in Copenhagen from a licensed firm where it is sealed and the firm sends the package to
the boat for you. You must be careful not to break the seal before the German customs are
passed. The Danes are very strict about letting rubber goods out of their country, and one little
German girl I knew was so afraid that the Danes would take her rubbers away from her, that she
wore them on a hot summer day.The boat which takes passengers to and from Warnemünde is
one day a German boat and the next day a Danish boat. If you are lucky and make the trip on the
day the Danish boat is running, you get a wonderful meal, and if you are unlucky and strike the
German day, you get a poor one. After getting off the boat, you get your first glimpse of the
German Militär, the soldiers at the customs.The travelers are divided into two classes—those
going to Hamburg and those going to Berlin. Then a soldier gets up on a box and asks if there is
any one in the crowd who has no passport. The day I came through only one man stepped
forward. I felt sorry for him, but he did not look the least bit disheartened. An officer led him away.
Strange to say, four days later we were seated in a hotel in Berlin eating our breakfast when this
same little man came up and asked if we were not from Pittsburg, and if we had not come over
on the "Kristianiafjord." When I said that we had, he remarked: "Well, I am from Pittsburg, too,
and I came over on the 'Kristianiafjord.'""But I did not see you among the passengers," I said.

GETTING INTO GERMANY IN WAR TIME.Now that America and Germany are at war, it is not
possible for an American to enter the German Empire. Americans can leave the country if they
wish, but once they are out they cannot go back in again.Since the first year of the war there has
been only one way of getting into Germany through Denmark, and that is by way of
Warnemünde. After leaving Copenhagen you ride a long way on the train, and then the train
boards a ferry which takes you to a little island. At the end of this island is the Danish frontier,
where you are thoroughly searched to see how much food you are trying to take into Germany.
After this frontier is passed you ride for a few hours on a boat which carries you right up to
Warnemünde, the German landing-place and the military customs of Germany.When I went to
Germany in October, 1915, the regulations were not very strict, travelers had only to show that
they had a good reason for going into the country, and they were searched—that was all. But
during the two years I was in Germany all this was changed. Now it is very hard for even a
neutral to enter Germany. Neutrals must first have a visé from the German consul in Denmark. It
takes four days to get this visé, and you must have your picture taken in six different poses. Also,
you must have a legitimate reason for wanting to go into the country, and if there is anything the
least suspicious about you, you are not granted a permit to enter.Travelers entering Germany
bring as much food with them as they can. You are allowed to bring a moderate amount of tea,
coffee, soap, canned milk, etc.; nine pounds of butter and as much smoked meat as you can
carry. No fresh meat is allowed, and you must carry the meat yourself as no porters are allowed
around the docks. This is a spy precaution.The butter and meat are bought in Copenhagen from
a licensed firm where it is sealed and the firm sends the package to the boat for you. You must
be careful not to break the seal before the German customs are passed. The Danes are very



strict about letting rubber goods out of their country, and one little German girl I knew was so
afraid that the Danes would take her rubbers away from her, that she wore them on a hot
summer day.The boat which takes passengers to and from Warnemünde is one day a German
boat and the next day a Danish boat. If you are lucky and make the trip on the day the Danish
boat is running, you get a wonderful meal, and if you are unlucky and strike the German day, you
get a poor one. After getting off the boat, you get your first glimpse of the German Militär, the
soldiers at the customs.The travelers are divided into two classes—those going to Hamburg and
those going to Berlin. Then a soldier gets up on a box and asks if there is any one in the crowd
who has no passport. The day I came through only one man stepped forward. I felt sorry for him,
but he did not look the least bit disheartened. An officer led him away. Strange to say, four days
later we were seated in a hotel in Berlin eating our breakfast when this same little man came up
and asked if we were not from Pittsburg, and if we had not come over on the "Kristianiafjord."
When I said that we had, he remarked: "Well, I am from Pittsburg, too, and I came over on the
'Kristianiafjord.'""But I did not see you among the passengers," I said."No," he answered, "I
should say not. I was a bag of potatoes in the hold. I am a reserve officer in the German army,
and I was determined to get back to fight. I came without a passport claiming to be a Russian. It
took me three days to get fixed up at Warnemünde because I had no papers of any kind. The
day I had everything straightened out and was leaving for Berlin, a funny thing happened. I was
walking along the street with an officer when a crowd of Russian prisoners came along. To my
surprise one of the fellows yelled at me, 'Hello, Mister, you'se here too?' And I knew that fellow.
He had worked for my father in America. As he was returning to Russia, he was taken prisoner
by the Germans. I had an awful time explaining my acquaintance to the authorities at
Warnemünde, but here I am waiting to join my regiment."At Warnemünde, after the people are
divided into groups, they are taken into a large room where the baggage is examined. At the time
I came through we were allowed to bring manuscript with us, but it had to be read. Now not one
scrap of either written or printed matter can be carried, not even so much as an address. All the
writing now going into Germany must be sent by post and censored as a letter.When I came
through I had a stack of notes with me and I never dreamed that it would be examined. I was
having a difficult time with the soldier who was searching me when an officer who spoke perfect
English came up and asked if he could help me. He had to read all my letters and papers, but he
was such a slow reader that the train was held up half an hour waiting for him to finish reading
them. Nothing was taken away from me, but they took a copy of the London Illustrated News
away from a German who protested loudly, waving his hands. It was a funny thing to do, for in
Berlin this paper was for sale on all the news stands and in the cafés. But sometimes the
Germans make it a point of treating foreigners better than they do their own people. I noticed this
many times afterward.After the baggage was examined, the people had to be searched. The
men didn't have to undress and the women were taken into a small room where women
searchers made us take off all our clothes. They even make you take off your shoes, they feel in
your hair and they look into your locket. As I had held up the train so long, I did not have much



time to dress and hurried into the train with my hat in my hand and my shoes untied. As the train
pulls out the searcher soldiers line up and salute it. Searching isn't a very nice job, and when my
mother went back to America the next spring, no less than four of the searchers told her that
they hated it and that when the war was over the whole Warnemünde force was coming to
America.The train was due in Berlin at 9 o'clock at night, but we were late when we pulled in at
the Stettin Station. We had a hard time getting a cab and finally we had to share an automobile
with a strange man who was going to the same hotel. At 10 o'clock we were in our hotel on Unter
den Linden. From the window I could look out on the linden trees. The lights were twinkling
merrily in the cafés across the way. Policemen were holding up the traffic on the narrow
Friedrichstrasse. People were everywhere. It did not seem like a country that was taking part in
the great war.Marine Reserves on Their Way to the Station. Wilhelmshaven.SOLDIERS OF
BERLIN.Berlin is a city of soldiers. Every day is soldiers' day. And on Sundays there are even
more soldiers than on week days. Then Unter den Linden, Friedrichstrasse and the Tiergarten
are one seething mass of gray coats—gray the color of everything and yet the color of nothing.
This field gray blends with the streets, the houses, and the walls, and the dark clothes of the
civilians stand out conspicuously against this gray mass.

GETTING INTO GERMANY IN WAR TIME.Now that America and Germany are at war, it is not
possible for an American to enter the German Empire. Americans can leave the country if they
wish, but once they are out they cannot go back in again.Since the first year of the war there has
been only one way of getting into Germany through Denmark, and that is by way of
Warnemünde. After leaving Copenhagen you ride a long way on the train, and then the train
boards a ferry which takes you to a little island. At the end of this island is the Danish frontier,
where you are thoroughly searched to see how much food you are trying to take into Germany.
After this frontier is passed you ride for a few hours on a boat which carries you right up to
Warnemünde, the German landing-place and the military customs of Germany.When I went to
Germany in October, 1915, the regulations were not very strict, travelers had only to show that
they had a good reason for going into the country, and they were searched—that was all. But
during the two years I was in Germany all this was changed. Now it is very hard for even a
neutral to enter Germany. Neutrals must first have a visé from the German consul in Denmark. It
takes four days to get this visé, and you must have your picture taken in six different poses. Also,
you must have a legitimate reason for wanting to go into the country, and if there is anything the
least suspicious about you, you are not granted a permit to enter.Travelers entering Germany
bring as much food with them as they can. You are allowed to bring a moderate amount of tea,
coffee, soap, canned milk, etc.; nine pounds of butter and as much smoked meat as you can
carry. No fresh meat is allowed, and you must carry the meat yourself as no porters are allowed
around the docks. This is a spy precaution.The butter and meat are bought in Copenhagen from
a licensed firm where it is sealed and the firm sends the package to the boat for you. You must
be careful not to break the seal before the German customs are passed. The Danes are very



strict about letting rubber goods out of their country, and one little German girl I knew was so
afraid that the Danes would take her rubbers away from her, that she wore them on a hot
summer day.The boat which takes passengers to and from Warnemünde is one day a German
boat and the next day a Danish boat. If you are lucky and make the trip on the day the Danish
boat is running, you get a wonderful meal, and if you are unlucky and strike the German day, you
get a poor one. After getting off the boat, you get your first glimpse of the German Militär, the
soldiers at the customs.The travelers are divided into two classes—those going to Hamburg and
those going to Berlin. Then a soldier gets up on a box and asks if there is any one in the crowd
who has no passport. The day I came through only one man stepped forward. I felt sorry for him,
but he did not look the least bit disheartened. An officer led him away. Strange to say, four days
later we were seated in a hotel in Berlin eating our breakfast when this same little man came up
and asked if we were not from Pittsburg, and if we had not come over on the "Kristianiafjord."
When I said that we had, he remarked: "Well, I am from Pittsburg, too, and I came over on the
'Kristianiafjord.'""But I did not see you among the passengers," I said."No," he answered, "I
should say not. I was a bag of potatoes in the hold. I am a reserve officer in the German army,
and I was determined to get back to fight. I came without a passport claiming to be a Russian. It
took me three days to get fixed up at Warnemünde because I had no papers of any kind. The
day I had everything straightened out and was leaving for Berlin, a funny thing happened. I was
walking along the street with an officer when a crowd of Russian prisoners came along. To my
surprise one of the fellows yelled at me, 'Hello, Mister, you'se here too?' And I knew that fellow.
He had worked for my father in America. As he was returning to Russia, he was taken prisoner
by the Germans. I had an awful time explaining my acquaintance to the authorities at
Warnemünde, but here I am waiting to join my regiment."At Warnemünde, after the people are
divided into groups, they are taken into a large room where the baggage is examined. At the time
I came through we were allowed to bring manuscript with us, but it had to be read. Now not one
scrap of either written or printed matter can be carried, not even so much as an address. All the
writing now going into Germany must be sent by post and censored as a letter.When I came
through I had a stack of notes with me and I never dreamed that it would be examined. I was
having a difficult time with the soldier who was searching me when an officer who spoke perfect
English came up and asked if he could help me. He had to read all my letters and papers, but he
was such a slow reader that the train was held up half an hour waiting for him to finish reading
them. Nothing was taken away from me, but they took a copy of the London Illustrated News
away from a German who protested loudly, waving his hands. It was a funny thing to do, for in
Berlin this paper was for sale on all the news stands and in the cafés. But sometimes the
Germans make it a point of treating foreigners better than they do their own people. I noticed this
many times afterward.After the baggage was examined, the people had to be searched. The
men didn't have to undress and the women were taken into a small room where women
searchers made us take off all our clothes. They even make you take off your shoes, they feel in
your hair and they look into your locket. As I had held up the train so long, I did not have much



time to dress and hurried into the train with my hat in my hand and my shoes untied. As the train
pulls out the searcher soldiers line up and salute it. Searching isn't a very nice job, and when my
mother went back to America the next spring, no less than four of the searchers told her that
they hated it and that when the war was over the whole Warnemünde force was coming to
America.The train was due in Berlin at 9 o'clock at night, but we were late when we pulled in at
the Stettin Station. We had a hard time getting a cab and finally we had to share an automobile
with a strange man who was going to the same hotel. At 10 o'clock we were in our hotel on Unter
den Linden. From the window I could look out on the linden trees. The lights were twinkling
merrily in the cafés across the way. Policemen were holding up the traffic on the narrow
Friedrichstrasse. People were everywhere. It did not seem like a country that was taking part in
the great war.Marine Reserves on Their Way to the Station. Wilhelmshaven.SOLDIERS OF
BERLIN.Berlin is a city of soldiers. Every day is soldiers' day. And on Sundays there are even
more soldiers than on week days. Then Unter den Linden, Friedrichstrasse and the Tiergarten
are one seething mass of gray coats—gray the color of everything and yet the color of nothing.
This field gray blends with the streets, the houses, and the walls, and the dark clothes of the
civilians stand out conspicuously against this gray mass.Soldiers Marching Through
Brandenburg Gate.When I first came to Berlin, I thought it was just by chance that so many
soldiers were there, but the army seems ever to increase—officers, privates, sailors and men
right from the trenches. During the two years that I was in Berlin this army remained the same. It
didn't decrease in numbers and it didn't change in looks. The day I left Berlin it looked exactly the
same as the day I entered the country. They were anything but a happy-looking bunch of men,
and all they talked about was, "when the war is over"; and like every German I met in those two
years, they longed and prayed for peace. One day on the street car I heard a common German
soldier say, "What difference does it make to us common people whether Germany wins the war
or not, in these three years we folks have lost everything." But every German soldier is willing to
do his duty.The most wonderful thing about this transit army is that everything the soldiers have,
from their caps to their shoes, is new, except the soldiers just coming from the front. And yet as a
rule they are not new recruits starting out, but men who have been home on a furlough or men
who have been wounded and are now ready to start back to the front. To believe that Germany
has exhausted her supply of men is a mistake. Personally, I know lots of young Germans that
have never been drafted. The most of these men are such who, for some reason or other, have
had no army service, and the German military believe that one trained man is worth six
untrained men, and it is the trained soldier that is always kept in the field. If he has been
wounded he is quickly hurried back to the front. By their scientific methods a bullet wound can
be entirely cured in six weeks.The Most Popular Post-Card in Germany.German men have never
been noted dressers, and even at their best the middle and lower classes look very gawky and
countrified in civilian clothes. You cannot imagine how the uniform improves their appearance. I
have seen new recruits marching to the place where they get their uniforms. Most of them have
on old ill-fitting clothes, slouch hats and polished boots. They shuffle along, carrying boxes and



bundles. They have queer embarrassed looks on their faces. Three hours later, this same lot of
men come forth. They are not the same men. They have a different fire in their eyes, they hold
themselves straighter, they no longer slouch but keep step. The uniform seems to have made
new men of them. It should be called "transform," not uniform.At the Friedrichstrasse Station one
can see every kind of soldiers at once. There the men arrive from the front sometimes covered
with dust and mud, and once I saw a man with his trousers all spattered with blood. The
common soldiers carry everything with them. On their backs they have their knapsacks, and
around their waists they have cans, spoons, bundles and all sorts of things. These men carry
sixty-five pounds with them all the time. In one of their bags they carry what is known as their
eiserne Portion or their "iron portion." This consists of two cans of meat, two cans of vegetables,
three packages of hard tack, ground coffee for several meals and a flask of whisky. The soldiers
are not allowed to eat this portion unless they are in a place where no food can be brought to
them, and then they are only allowed to eat it at the command of a superior officer. In the field
the iron portions are inspected each day, and any soldier that has touched his portion is severely
punished.Schoolboys' Reserve. Berlin.A great many of the soldiers have the Iron Cross of the
second class, but very rarely a cross of the first class is seen. The second class cross is not
worn but is designated by a black and white ribbon drawn through the buttonhole. The first class
cross is worn pinned rather low on the coat. The order Pour le mérite is the highest honor in the
German army, and not a hundred of them have been given out since the beginning of the war. It
is a blue, white and gold cross and is hung from the wearer's collar. A large sum of money goes
with this decoration. The second class Iron Cross makes the owner exempt from certain taxes;
and five marks each month goes with the first class Iron Cross.The drilling-grounds for soldiers
are very interesting. Most of these places are inclosed, but the one at the Grunewald was open,
and I often used to go there to see the soldiers. It made a wonderful picture—the straight rows of
drilling men with the tall forest for a background. The men were usually divided off into groups, a
corporal taking twelve men to train. It was fun watching the new recruits learning the goose-step.
The poor fellows tried so hard they looked as though they would explode, but if they did not do it
exactly right, they were sent back to do it over again. The trainers were not the least bit
sympathetic.One day an American boy and I went to Potsdam. We were standing in front of the
old Town Palace watching some fresh country boys drill. I laughed outright at one poor chap who
was trying to goose-step. He was so serious and so funny I couldn't help it. The corporal came
over to us and ordered us to leave the grounds, which we meekly did.Soldiers Buying Ices in
Berlin. A War Innovation.Tempelhof, the largest drilling-ground in Berlin, is the headquarters for
the army supplies, and here one can see hundreds of wagons and autos painted field-gray. The
flying-place at Johannisthal is now enclosed by a fence and is so well guarded you can't get
within a square of it.Looking at Colored Pictures in an Old Book-Shop.It is very interesting to
watch the troop trains coming in from the front. When I first went to Berlin it was all a novelty to
me and I spent a great deal of my time at the stations. One night just before Christmas, 1915, the
first Christmas I was in Berlin, I spent three hours at the Anhalt Station watching the troops come



home. They were very lucky, these fellows, six months in the trenches and then to be home at
Christmas time! They were the happiest people I had seen in the war unless it were the people
who came to meet them.Cheering the Soldier on His Way to the Front.Most of the soldiers were
sights. Their clothes were dirty, torn and wrinkled. Many of them coming from Russia were
literally covered with a white dust. At first I thought that they were bakers, but when I saw several
hundred of them I changed my mind. Beside his regular paraphernalia, each soldier had a dozen
or more packages. The packages were strapped on everywhere, and one little fellow had a
bundle stuck on the point of his helmet.A little child, perhaps three years old, was being held
over the gate near me and all the while he kept yelling, "Papa! Urlaub!" An Urlaub is a furlough,
and when the father did come at last the child screamed with delight. Another soldier was met by
his wife and a tiny little baby. He took the little one in his arms, and the tears rolled down his
cheeks, "My baby that I have never seen," he said.This night the soldiers came in crowds.
Everybody was smiling, and in between the trains we went into the station restaurant. At every
table sat a soldier and his friends. One young officer had been met by his parents, and he was
so taken up with his mother that he could not sit down but he hung over her chair. Was she
happy? Well, I should say so!At another table sat a soldier and his sweetheart. They did not care
who saw them, and can you blame them? He patted her cheeks and he kissed her hand.... An
old man who sat at the table pretended that he was reading, and he tried to look the other way,
but at last he could hold himself no longer, and grasping the soldier's hand he cried, "Mahlzeit!"A
Field Package for a German Soldier.We went out and saw more trains and more soldiers. A little
old lady stood beside us. She was a pale little lady dressed in black. She was so eager. She
strained her eyes and watched every face in the crowd. It was bitter cold and she was thinly clad.
At 12 o'clock the station master announced that there would be no more trains until morning.
The little old lady turned away. I watched her bent figure as she went down the stairs. She was
pulling out her handkerchief.THE WOMEN WORKERS OF BERLIN.The German women have
filled in the ranks made vacant by the men. Nothing is too difficult for them to undertake and
nothing is too hard for them to do.The poor German working women! No one in all the war has
suffered like these poor creatures. Their men have been taken from them, they are paid only a
few pfennigs a day by the government, and now they must work, work like a man, work like a
horse.The German working woman is tremendously capable in manual labor. She never seems
to get tired and she can stand all day in the wet and snow. But as a wife and mother she is
becoming spoiled. She is bound to become rough, and she takes the jostlings of the men she
meets with good grace, answering their flip remarks, joking with them and giving them a physical
blow when she thinks it necessary. Most of the women seem to like this familiarity which working
on the streets brings them, and they find it much more exciting than doing housework at
home.All great reforms begin in a violent way, and maybe this is the beginning of emancipation
for the German woman, for she is beginning to realize what she can do, and for the first time in
the history of the empire she is living an independent existence, dependent upon no man.A
Window Cleaner.When the war first broke out, women were taken on as ticket punchers on the



overground and underground railways, and Frau Kneiperin, or "Mrs. Ticket-puncher," sits all day
long out in the open, punching tickets. In summer this job is very pleasant, but in winter she gets
very, very cold even if she does wear a thick heavy overcoat and thick wooden shoes over her
other shoes. She can't wear gloves for she must take each ticket in her hand in order to punch
the stiff boards. She earns three marks a day.A German Elevator "Boy."After the women ticket
punchers came the women door shutters, and Frau Türschliesserin, or "Mrs. Door Shutter," is all
day long on the platforms of the stations, and she must see that every train door is shut before
the train starts. This is a lively job, and she must jump from one door to the other. Most of these
women wear bloomers, but some of them wear men's trousers tucked in their high boots. They
all wear caps and badges.Frau Briefträgerin is the woman letter carrier. This is rather a nice job,
carrying only a little bag of letters. One fault with the work is that she must deliver the letters to
the top floor of every building whether there is an elevator or not, but as no German building is
more than five stories high, it is not so bad. Most of the special delivery "boys" are women. They
wear a boy's suit and ride a bicycle.More than half the street car conductors in Germany now are
women. Most of these women still cling to skirts, but they all wear a man's cap and coat. They
are quite expert at climbing on the back of the car and fixing the trolley, and if necessary they
can climb on the top of the car. If the car gets stuck, they get out and push it, but the crowd is
generally ready to help them. They have their bag for tips, and they expect their five pfennigs
extra the same as a man.When Frau Führerin, or "Mrs. Motorman," came, some of the German
people were scandalized and exclaimed: "Well, I will never ride on a street car run by a woman. It
wouldn't be safe." Now, no one thinks anything about it, and the women have no more accidents
than the men. Some of these women are little bits of things, and one wonders that they have the
strength to stand it all day long. Most of them look as if it were nerve-racking. They earn three
and a half marks a day.Costume of a Street-Car Conductor.Women cab drivers are not very
numerous, but every now and then one of them whizzes around a corner looking for a fare. One
Berlin cabby is quite an old lady. The men cabbies are jealous of the women because the
women get the best tips. There are few women taxi drivers. One young woman driver has a
whole leather suit with tight breeches and an aviator hat. Women also drive mail wagons, and
women go around from one store to another cleaning windows. Frau Fensterputzerin or "Mrs.
Window Cleaner" carries a heavy ladder with her. This is no light task.They have always had
women street cleaners and switch tenders in Munich, but now they have them in Berlin as well.
They work in groups, sweeping the dirt and hauling it away in wheelbarrows. Just before I left
Berlin I saw a woman posting bills on the round advertising posts. She did not seem to be an
expert at managing the paste, because she flung it around so that it was dangerous to come
near her. In the last year they have had women track walkers, and they pace the railroad ties to
see if the tracks are safe. They dress in blue and carry small iron canes.A Famous "Cabby" in
Berlin.The excavation for the new underground railway under Friedrichstrasse was dug out by
women, and half the gangs that work on the railroad tracks are women. They fasten bolts and
saw the iron rails. All the stores have women elevator runners, and most of the large department



stores have women checking umbrellas, packages, dogs, and—lighted cigars! Most stores have
women floor-walkers. Most of the delivery wagons are run by women, and they carry the
heaviest packages.All the newspapers in Berlin are sold by women, and they wheel the papers
around in baby carriages. Around the different freight stations one can see women loading hay
and straw into the cars. They wield the pitchfork with as much ease as a man and with far more
grace. Many of the "brakemen" on the trains are women, and some of the train conductors are
women. Most of the gas-meter readers are women, and other women help to repair telephone
wires, and still others help to instal telephones.There are a few Frau Schornsteinfegerin, or "Mrs.
Chimney Sweep," but the job of being a chimneysweep doesn't appeal to most women. These
women wear trousers and a tight-fitting cap. They mount the house tops and they make the soot
fly, and the cement rattles down the chimney. They carry long ropes with which they pull their
brushes up and down.Cleaning the Streets in Berlin.Frau Klempnermeisterin, or "Mrs. Master
Tinner," repairs the roofs. Of course she wears trousers to make climbing easier. Most of the
women who have these odd jobs are those whose husbands had the same before the war. Many
other women work in the parks cutting the grass and watering the flowers. In the market places
women put rubber heels on your shoes while you wait.Most of the milk wagons are run by girls,
and women help to deliver coal. They have no coal chutes in Germany, and the coal is carried
from the wagon into the house. This is really terrible work for a woman. A few women work on
ash wagons, others are "ice men," and others build houses.

Germany in War Time / What an American Girl Saw and heard it Germany in War Time / What
an American Girl Saw and do Germany in War Time / What an American Girl Saw and why
Germany in War Time / What an American Girl saw was Germany in War Time / What an
American Girl saw costume Germany in War Time / What an American girl is Germany in War
Time / What an American girl adventure Germany in War Time / What an American girl holiday
Germany in War Time / What an american flag Germany in War Time / What an american
Germany in War Time / What an american is Germany in War Time / What an american civil
Germany in War Time / What an average Germany in War Time / what happened Germany in
War Time / time Germany in War time meme why did germany have a difficult time in the war
germany in ukraine russia war germany in the cold war Germany in War time 2022 germany in
first world war germany in spanishAlemania Spanish germany in war reparations is germany in
war with france france vs germany in war

The book by Clement Uko has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 1 people have provided feedback.

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/BYXDa/Germany-in-War-Time-What-an-American-Girl-Saw-and-Heard-by-Mary-Ethel-McAuley-full-image-Illustrated


Language: English
File size: 7246 KB
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 304 pages
Lending: Not Enabled
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/d

