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  1936 …

  on the continent


  


  
    A Note About the Advertisements

    in 1936 … On the Continent


    Although the Publisher has retained the original advertisements in this facsimile edition of Eugene Fodor’s 1936 … 0n the Continent, today’s reader should be aware that three-quarters of a century has passed since these services and facilities first appeared in our pages. In many cases, companies have ceased to exist, others have changed, and 1936 prices bear no resemblance to those of today. Regard these ads as what they are—charming illustrations of tourism in the mid-1930s.

  


  March 2011


  A note from the publisher:


  Thank you for downloading Fodor’s 1936…On the Continent, The Entertaining Travel Annual, which we have republished as an ebook to commemorate Fodor’s 75th anniversary.


  In celebrating this anniversary, we honor the colorful and adventurous life of our founder, Eugene Fodor, who revolutionized guidebook publishing in 1936 with the publication of his first book, 1936…On the Continent.


  Eugene Fodor’s life seemed to leap off the pages of a great spy novel. Born in 1905 and raised in Czechoslovakia, Fodor joined the U.S. Army’s psychological-warfare branch during World War II. He emerged a decorated war hero, thanks to his leadership in the liberation of Prague and Pilsen.


  Multilingual and with extensive travel experience, Fodor worked as a Cold War spy in Vienna and Budapest. His publishing career began in 1936, when he created the first modern guidebook. Many of his guidebook writers were undercover CIA agents. Fodor revolutionized the travel-publishing industry, inspiring new generations to explore the world around them.


  [image: ]


  As you read On the Continent, you’ll embark on a nostalgic journey through prewar Europe. Seventy-five years have faded into history, but this volume is a fascinating reminder of the way things were in Europe in 1936, the year Spain went to war against itself, and three years before Europe and then the world erupted in conflict.


  Guidebooks, especially Fodor’s, have come a long way since 1936. But despite advancements in technology and the accessibility of destinations, the essential needs of travelers remain unchanged: to obtain accurate and up-to-date insights and recommendations about their destinations. The medium continues to evolve, but Eugene’s mission is alive and well in 2011. As one of the world’s largest and most trusted travel brands, Fodor’s Travel provides actionable travel intelligence, enabling travelers to confidently explore the globe as they see fit.


  We hope you’ll enjoy this historic gem from Eugene Fodor.


  Happy 75th anniversary, Fodor’s, and here’s to many more!
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  Tim Jarrell


  Publisher, Fodor’s Travel
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  FOREWORD


  THERE was once a man who bought himself a travel-guide, with the aid of which he mapped out a Continental tour comprising several countries. When he left England he knew exactly not only what places he was going to visit, but also what hotels he was going to patronise at each place.


  The first shock awaited him at his first stop, a well-known French resort. The hotel recommended in the guide-book as the sort of establishment the traveller preferred, was simply not there; it had been destroyed by fire four years earlier; and the telegram he addressed to it from Calais may still be floating about the universe. Then at Saarbrücken he found that he was in Germany, though his guide-book informed him otherwise. And in Germany proper he found he was paying “through the nose” for everything, and only discovered too late that by purchasing one of several varieties of cheap marks, instead of spending English money, he could have halved the cost of his stay in the country. And so on.…


  He had relied on his guide-book—an excellent book in its way. The trouble was that its latest issue was dated 1929.


  Need we labour the point? Such cases must be quite common, since new editions of most existing travel-guides are only issued at long intervals. Owing to their almost prohibitive prices it may take years before an edition is sold out.


  It is with the object of overcoming these difficulties that we publish this first Continental Travel Annual, in which the information will always be up to date and of real interest to the traveller.


  This brings us to the essence of the innovation which we are introducing in regard to the text of our Travel Annual. Our interpretation of what constitutes information of interest to travellers in foreign countries is as different from the traditional conception as a soufflé is different from haggis. We have proceeded on the assumption that your thirst for historical knowledge is nothing like so great as your thirst for the beer of Pilsen or the slivovitsa of Belgrade. When travelling with us on the Continent you will not require a foot rule, for we will never call your attention to the size of an ancient monument; on the other hand, we will tell you the size of the tip that will earn you a smile from a pretty waitress in Vienna.


  Above all, we will constantly remind you of one important thing that ordinary travel guides consistently—and surprisingly—omit to mention, namely, that, for instance, Rome contains not only magnificent monuments and priceless art treasures but also Italians. The main interest and enjoyment of foreign travel lies not only in “sights,” however magnificent these may be, but mainly in contact with peoples whose customs, habits and general outlook are different from your own, and who create that picturesque, quaint, strange, inspiring atmosphere that you seek under foreign skies. Our Travel Annual introduces you to the people of the country you are visiting, and endeavours to show you their human side without, however, forgetting the traveller’s human side, his—and her!—personal requirements in the way of comfort, amusement and general well-being.


  We do not altogether neglect what is generally described as “sights,” but even here we always endeavour to link artistic experience with the human factor.


  We have attempted to present all this in an easy, lighthearted manner, consistent with the happy thrill that foreign travel ought to give you. Originally we intended to commission a prominent writer in each Continental country to write about his own native land. But we found that, with few exceptions, native writers could not summon up sufficient detachment to make their intimate knowledge of their respective countries palatable to prospective English tourists or could not repress their own patriotic melancholia or over-enthusiasm about them. That is why, in most cases, we finally commissioned prominent writers and journalists who, though foreigners in the countries with which they deal, possess an intimate knowledge of them, combined with the capacity for detached presentation.


  The exceptions—native writers who write about their own countries—include the famous Hungarian dramatist Louis Zilahy, the Czech author František Langer, the Polish author A. Lutoslavski, the Jugoslav author Alexander Vidakovi[image: ], and several other authors with an international reputation.


  We do not flatter ourselves that we have produced an ideal travel guide or even that we have succeeded in embodying in this first issue all our ideas on the subject. On the contrary, we are conscious of many imperfections, most of which are due to pressure of time in placing “1936 … On the Continent” on the market before the travel season proper begins, and to technical causes. At all events, we shall be happy to consider any criticisms or suggestions from readers of the present issue, with a view to improving the next and subsequent annual issues.


  All we can claim is that we have made every effort to serve the interests of the travelling public, even to the extent of making inquiries about the standard of service at individual hotels in various countries. In this connection we wish to make it clear that there is no connection whatever between the advertising section and the rest of the book. Hotels and restaurants have been recommended on their merits alone, on the basis of personal visits by the writers of the various articles or of information gathered from other sources.


  But one thing of which we are frankly—and we think justly—proud is the price of our Travel Annual, which we have fixed low enough to place it within reach of all who are interested in foreign travel. For the small sum of 6s. 6d. we guide you through no fewer than 26 Continental countries, giving you not a brief sketch of each, but a total of One Thousand Pages of valuable and useful information that is published here for the first time.


  Wishing you happy holidays on the Continent.


  THE EDITOR


  


  GENERAL INFORMATION


  Passports—Extracts from Passport Regulations


  1. Application for Foreign Office Passports must be made on a special form which will be supplied on application. Husband and wife, and children under 16, can be included on one Passport if travelling together.


  2. Passports are issued in London between the hours of 10 and 4 (Saturdays, 10 to 1), and in Liverpool between the hours of 9.30 and 4 (Saturdays, 9.30 to 1). The Passport Offices are closed on Sundays and Public Holidays (except in London between the hours of 10 a.m. and noon for cases of special emergency only). Applications should, if possible, reach the Passport Office not less than four days before that on which the Passport is required.


  3. Foreign Office Passports are granted—


  i. To natural-born British subjects, and to British subjects by naturalisation in the United Kingdom, in the British Dominions or Colonies, or in India.


  ii. To the wives and widows of the above persons.


  iii. (a) To married women who were British subjects at the time of their marriage and have not, by reason of marriage to an alien, acquired the nationality of their husbands.


  (b) To married women whose husbands have, during the continuance of the marriage, ceased to be British subjects, unless by reason of the acquisition by their husbands of a new nationality they also have acquired that nationality.


  4. Passports are available for five years, in the first instance, unless otherwise stated. They may be renewed from time to time for further consecutive periods of one to five years from the date of expiry, provided the total period of validity of ten years from the original date of issue is not exceeded.


  5. (a) British Passports are not available beyond ten years from the original date of issue. Thereafter, or if at any time the Passport contains no further space for visas, a new Passport must be obtained.


  (b) A Passport including particulars of the holder’s wife is not available for the wife’s use when travelling alone.


  (c) Children who have reached the age of 16 years require separate Passports. When applying for a Passport they should send with their application the written consent of parent or guardian.


  6. (i) The Passport declaration of the applicant must be verified by a declaration made by a member or official of any Banking Firm established in the United Kingdom, or by a Mayor, Magistrate, Provost, Justice of the Peace, Minister of Religion, Barrister-at-Law, Notary, Solicitor, Physician, Surgeon, etc., resident in the United Kingdom and being himself a British subject. The applicant’s Certificate of Birth and other evidence may also be required. Applicants serving in His Majesty’s Forces may have their declarations verified by their Commanding Officer.


  (ii) In the case of children under the age of 16 years requiring a separate Passport, a declaration must be made by the child’s parent or guardian in a Form (B).


  (iii) In the case of persons naturalised in any of the British self-governing Dominions, a recommendation should be produced from the High Commissioner or Agent-General in London of the State concerned. Persons naturalised or ordinarily resident in any of the Crown Colonies may be required to obtain a letter of recommendation from the Colonial Office.


  7. If the applicant for a Passport be a British subject by naturalisation, the Certificate of Naturalisation must be forwarded to the Passport Office with the declaration or letter of recommendation.


  British subjects by naturalisation will be described as such in the Passports.


  8. British Passports are only available for travel to the countries named thereon, but may be endorsed for additional countries. The possession of a Passport so endorsed does not, however, exempt the holder from compliance with any immigration regulations in force in British or foreign countries, or from the necessity of obtaining a visa where required.


  9. Passports endorsed as valid for the British Empire are also available for travelling to territory under British protection or mandate, not, however, including Palestine, for which a special endorsement must be obtained.


  10. A Passport cannot be issued or renewed by the Foreign Office on behalf of a person already abroad; such person should apply, in a foreign country, to the nearest British Mission or Consulate, or, within the British Empire, to the nearest Passport-issuing authority.


  11. Persons resident in the Irish Free State should make application for their Passports to the Passport Department, Ministry of External Affairs, Dublin.


  VISA REQUIREMENTS OF FOREIGN COUNTRIES AND CHARGES


  
    
      	

      	s.

      	d.
    


    
      	ALBANIA

      	12

      	1
    


    
      	AUSTRIA.—No visa required for British subjects.

      	

      	
    


    
      	BELGIUM.—No visa required for British subjects.

      	

      	
    


    
      	BULGARIA.—Passengers must report to Police within 24 hours of arrival.

      	

      	
    


    
      	Visa only valid 45 days from date of issue, and for one journey only.

      	

      	
    


    
      	Transit visa valid 45 days for one journey only

      	20

      	4
    


    
      	Transit visa valid 3 months for two journeys

      	40

      	8
    


    
      	Passengers remaining longer than seven days must obtain identity cards supplying three photographs.

      	

      	
    


    
      	CZECHOSLOVAKIA.—No visa required for British subjects.

      	

      	
    


    
      	DANZIG.—British subjects entering by sea do not require visas. Entering or leaving overland, Polish visa necessary (see Poland).

      	

      	
    


    
      	DENMARK.—No visa required for British subjects.

      	

      	
    


    
      	ESTONIA.—Visa valid one journey, but given for one year repeated journeys in special cases

      	13

      	4
    


    
      	Transit

      	1

      	5
    


    
      	FINLAND.—One form and photograph required.

      	

      	
    


    
      	If passport bears a previous visa given by the Finnish Consul in London, it is not necessary for form or photograph to be submitted. Passengers should state reason of journey and length of stay.

      	

      	
    


    
      	Visa valid up to one year

      	12

      	10
    


    
      	Transit, allowing 5 days’ stay

      	0

      	11
    


    
      	FRANCE.—No visa required for British subjects.

      	

      	
    


    
      	GERMANY.—No visa required for British subjects.

      	

      	
    


    
      	GREECE.—For stay of more than 30 days a sojourn permit must be obtained from the Police. Passengers in transit must leave at the first opportunity, otherwise they will be called upon to pay double fee for consular visa when leaving.

      	

      	
    


    
      	Visa valid one year, repeated journeys (reason of journey to be stated)

      	13

      	10
    


    
      	Transit visa, valid 3 months, one journey

      	1

      	6
    


    
      	HOLLAND.—No visa required for British subjects.

      	

      	
    


    
      	HUNGARY.—Until October 1st, 1936, holders of British Passports require no visa.

      	

      	
    


    
      	ITALY.—No visa required for British subjects.

      	

      	
    


    
      	Persons visiting Italy must, within three days of arrival, register with the Police

      	11

      	2
    


    
      	JUGOSLAVIA.—One form required.

      	

      	
    


    
      	Transit visa valid single journey, 30 days

      	1

      	3
    


    
      	Return transit visa valid 60 days

      	2

      	6
    


    
      	Visa valid for 3 months, one journey

      	6

      	6
    


    
      	Visa valid for 6 months, repeated journeys

      	13

      	0
    


    
      	Tourists visiting Jugo-Slavia can obtain a special visa valid for 3 months, aller et retour, providing that they stay a minimum of three days in one place in Jugoslavia. Cost of special visa

      	1

      	0
    


    
      	LATVIA.—Bona-fide business travellers may be granted visa on a letter of reference from firm. Visa valid for repeated journeys during one year for business people, and one month one journey pleasure visits

      	14

      	2
    


    
      	Transit visa allowing four days’ stay in Latvia granted on production of visa of country of destination.

      	

      	
    


    
      	Transit

      	1

      	5
    


    
      	LITHUANIA.—Valid up to one year

      	14

      	4
    


    
      	In transit

      	1

      	6
    


    
      	One form required.

      	

      	
    


    
      	Passports to be stamped by Police within 24 hours of arrival. Transit visas can be issued by Frontier Police on train, but such visas do not allow break of journey.

      	

      	
    


    
      	LUXEMBOURG.—No visa required for British subjects.

      	

      	
    


    
      	NORWAY.—No visa required for British subjects.

      	

      	
    


    
      	POLAND.—One form required.

      	

      	
    


    
      	Visa valid for 12 months for one journey only

      	20

      	10
    


    
      	Visa valid 12 months for repeated journeys, each journey not exceeding two to three months’ stay in Poland

      	33

      	4
    


    
      	Single transit

      	2

      	1
    


    
      	Return transit visa

      	4

      	2
    


    
      	In the case of a joint passport, when both passengers are travelling, 50 per cent. extra fee charged; persons must report to the Police within 24 hours of arrival in Poland and effect registration with authorities within 8 days.

      	

      	
    


    
      	PORTUGAL.—No visa required by holders of British Passports issued in Great Britain, Northern Ireland, Irish Free State, Canada, Newfoundland, New Zealand and Samoa for visiting Portugal, Madeira and Azores. Visa required for other Portuguese possessions, one form required

      	14

      	9½
    


    
      	Or if more than one person mentioned on passport

      	21

      	9
    


    
      	ROUMANIA.—Persons must report to Police within 24 hours of arrival, and if staying more than 8 days must obtain a permit from Police authorities.

      	

      	
    


    
      	Visa valid for one year for repeated journeys. One form required

      	11

      	11
    


    
      	Transit visa

      	2

      	2
    


    
      	SPAIN.—No visa required for British subjects. Travellers must have their passports endorsed by Spanish Police within 48 hours of arrival in Spain.

      	

      	
    


    
      	(Balearic Islands, 24 hours.)

      	

      	
    


    
      	SWEDEN.—No visa required for British subjects.

      	

      	
    


    
      	SWITZERLAND.—No visa required for British subjects.

      	

      	
    


    
      	TURKEY.—One journey valid 2 months

      	19

      	0
    


    
      	Transit valid 2 months allowing 15 days’ stay

      	7

      	7
    


    
      	UNION OF SOVIET SOCIALIST REPUBLICS.—Georgia, Ukraine, White Russia, Transcaucasia and Russia.

      	

      	
    


    
      	Two application forms to be filled up and two signed photographs required

      	15

      	2
    


    
      	Application forms, each

      	0

      	3
    


    
      	Transit visa

      	1

      	6
    

  


  CUSTOM HOUSE REGULATIONS


  Examinations are generally made at the station nearest the frontier. Passengers must always be present at the Custom House Examinations, and hand their keys to the examining officer.


  As a general rule, passengers have to descend from the train at the frontier and go through the Customs’ House, but in the case of a number of expresses the examination takes place in the train.


  At Calais, Boulogne and Dieppe, licensed facteurs can be engaged to assist in passing hand baggage through the Customs at a fixed charge per package.


  LUGGAGE


  Travellers should condense their luggage as much as possible, for a passenger cannot claim more space for his hand baggage than the space in the netting overhead. On the mountain railways there are frequently no racks. All luggage should be marked with the owner’s name and place of destination in full, and fastened with locks. Canvas coverings are also undesirable.


  CHARGES AND FREE ALLOWANCE.—Free allowance on ordinary tickets in France, 30 kilos (66 lb.). In Belgium, Holland, Switzerland, Germany, Austria, Hungary, and Italy all luggage is charged for, except small packages carried in the hand. In Italy, handbags or parcels conveyed free with passengers must not exceed 20 kilos in weight, or 18 in. by 9 in. by 12 in. in measurement.


  THROUGH ROUTES FROM LONDON TO THE CONTINENT


  (By Rail and Steamer)


  
    
      	To AJACCIO

      	via Marseilles or Nice, thence by
    


    
      	(Corsica)

      	steamer of Fraissinet Co. (39 h.)
    


    
      	To AMSTERDAM

      	via Harwich, Flushing. (11¾ h.)
    


    
      	(Holland)

      	via Harwich, Hook of Holland. (11¼ h.)
    


    
      	To ATHENS

      	via Brindisi (see Brindisi), thence by
    


    
      	(Greece)

      	Lloyd Trestino to Piraeus. (3 d. 6 h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Calais, Paris, Simplon, Belgrade and Nisch, Simplon-Orient Express. (71½ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Brindisi (see Brindisi), thence to Piraeus by Hellenic Line. (3 d. 21 h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Marseilles and M.M. Steamer. (6 d.)
    


    
      	To BALE

      	via Calais or Boulogne, Paris. (16½ h.)
    


    
      	(Switzerland)

      	via Newhaven, Dieppe to Paris. (19 h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Calais (Boulogne), Laon. (13½ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Dover, Ostend and Brussels. (18¼ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Folkestone, Dunkerque, Lille. (18 h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Flushing, Cologne. (25½ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Hook of Holland, Cologne. (23 h.)
    


    
      	To BALEARIC ISLANDS

      	via Barcelona, thence Transmediterranea S.S. Co. (1 d. 20 h.)
    


    
      	To BARCELONA

      	via Paris, Toulouse, Pt. Bou. (27 h.)
    


    
      	(Spain)

      	
    


    
      	To BELGRADE

      	via Calais, Paris and train de luxe. (45 h.)
    


    
      	(Jugoslavia)

      	
    


    
      	”

      	via Ostend, Vienna, Budapest. (41 h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Calais, Paris and train de luxe. (52 h.)
    


    
      	To BERLIN

      	via Calais and Nord Express. (18¾ h.)
    


    
      	(Germany)

      	via Ostend, Brussels, Cologne (luxe). (18¾ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Harwich, Flushing. (21½ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Harwich, Hook of Holland. (20½ h.)
    


    
      	To BORDEAUX

      	via Paris, or to Paris. (18 h.)
    


    
      	(France)

      	
    


    
      	To BRINDISI

      	via Paris, Simplon. (44 h.)
    


    
      	(Italy)

      	via Paris, Mt. Cenis, Turin. (43¼ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Calais or Boulogne, Laon, Bale, St. Gothard to Milan. (42 h.)
    


    
      	To BRUSSELS

      	via Dover, Calais, Lille. (6½ h.)
    


    
      	(Belgium)

      	via Dover, Ostend. (6¾ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Harwich, Zeebrugge. (12½ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Folkestone, Dunkerque, Lille. (11½ h.)
    


    
      	To BUCHAREST

      	via Trieste and train de luxe. (60½ h.)
    


    
      	(Roumania)

      	via Nord Express to Berlin, thence Cracow. (50½ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Strasbourg and train de luxe. (52 h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Ostend, Vienna and Budapest (luxe). (51 h.)
    


    
      	To BUDAPEST

      	via Calais and trains de luxe. (32 h.)
    


    
      	(Hungary)

      	
    


    
      	To COLOGNE

      	via Dover, Calais. (11½ h.)
    


    
      	(Prussia)

      	via Dover, Ostend. (11½ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Harwich, Flushing. (13 h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Harwich, Hook of Holland. (13¼ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Harwich, Antwerp, Brussels. (15½ h.)
    


    
      	To COPENHAGEN

      	via Calais or Ostend to Hamburg or Berlin. (33 h.)
    


    
      	(Denmark)

      	
    


    
      	”

      	via Harwich, Flushing. (32¾ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Hook of Holland. (33½ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Harwich and Esbjerg. (33¾ h.)
    


    
      	To DRESDEN

      	via Calais or Ostend to Cologne. (28¼ h.)
    


    
      	(Saxony)

      	
    


    
      	”

      	via Harwich, Flushing. (25½ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Hook of Holland. (20 h.)
    


    
      	To GENEVA

      	via Paris. (19½ h.)
    


    
      	(Switzerland)

      	
    


    
      	To HAMBURG

      	via Calais (or Ostend), Cologne (luxe). (21 h.)
    


    
      	(Germany)

      	
    


    
      	”

      	via Harwich, Flushing. (20 h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Harwich, Hook of Holland. (19 h.)
    


    
      	To INTERLAKEN

      	via Boulogne, Laon, Delle. (17½ h.)
    


    
      	(Switzerland)

      	
    


    
      	To ISTANBUL

      	via Calais, Paris and train de luxe. (69 h.)
    


    
      	(Turkey)

      	
    


    
      	”

      	via Ostend, Vienna, Budapest. (65 h.)
    


    
      	To LISBON

      	via Salamanca or to Paris. (61 h.)
    


    
      	(Portugal)

      	via Madrid. (52 h.)
    


    
      	To MADRID

      	via Calais or Boulogne, Paris. (32 h.)
    


    
      	(Spain)

      	via Dieppe to Paris. (33 h.)
    


    
      	To MARSEILLES

      	via Calais or Boulogne, Paris. (20½ h.)
    


    
      	(France)

      	via Dieppe, Paris. (21½ h.)
    


    
      	To MILAN

      	via Mt. Cenis or to Paris. (25 h.)
    


    
      	(Italy)

      	via Paris, Bale, St. Gothard. (25 h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Paris, Lausanne, Simplon. (23 h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Calais or Boulogne, Laon. (21 h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Ostend, Luxemburg to Bale. (26½ h.)
    


    
      	To MUNICH

      	via Ostend, Cologne, Nuremberg. (23½ h.)
    


    
      	(Bavaria)

      	
    


    
      	”

      	via Flushing to Cologne. (22 h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Hook to Cologne. (24 h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Calais and Strasbourg (luxe service). (19 h.)
    


    
      	To NAPLES

      	via Calais, Paris. (35 h.)
    


    
      	(Italy)

      	
    


    
      	To OSLO

      	via Newcastle and Bergen. (43 h.)
    


    
      	(Norway)

      	via direct steamer Fred Olsen Line. (46 h.)
    


    
      	To PARIS

      	via Dover, Calais, or Folkestone, Boulogne. (6½ h.)
    


    
      	(France)

      	
    


    
      	”

      	via Newhaven, Dieppe. (8 h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Southampton, Havre. (12¾ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Folkestone, Dunkerque. (11 h.)
    


    
      	To PRAGUE

      	via Boulogne, Paris and Strasbourg. (31 h.)
    


    
      	(Czechoslovakia)

      	
    


    
      	To ROME

      	via Calais, Paris, Mt. Cenis. (34 h.)
    


    
      	(Italy)

      	
    


    
      	”

      	via Calais or Boulogne, Lausanne, Simplon. (33½ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Paris, Bale, Milan. (36½ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Laon, Bale, Milan. (31½ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Luxemburg, Bale, Milan. (36¼ h.)
    


    
      	To SOFIA

      	via Ostend, Vienna, Budapest. (50 h.)
    


    
      	(Bulgaria)

      	
    


    
      	To STOCKHOLM

      	via Bergen and Oslo. (54½ h.)
    


    
      	(Sweden)

      	
    


    
      	”

      	via Svenska Lloyd Steamer from London or Newcastle; to Gothenburg and thence by rail. (44½ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Harwich, Esbjerg. (48½ h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Harwich, Hook, Berlin, Sassnitz, Trälleborg. (43 h.)
    


    
      	To STUTTGART

      	via Paris. (16 h.)
    


    
      	(Wurttemburg)

      	
    


    
      	”

      	via Cologne. (20¾ h.)
    


    
      	To TRIESTE

      	via Calais, Paris, Milan. (30¼ h.)
    


    
      	(Italy)

      	
    


    
      	To VENICE

      	via Paris. (27 h.)
    


    
      	(Italy)

      	
    


    
      	To VIENNA

      	via Cologne. (26¼ h.)
    


    
      	(Austria)

      	
    


    
      	”

      	via Calais and trains de luxe. (26¼ h.)
    


    
      	To WARSAW

      	via Calais or Ostend, Berlin and train de luxe. (27½ h.)
    


    
      	(Czechoslovakia)

      	
    


    
      	To ZÜRICH

      	via Calais, Laon, Bale. (16 h.)
    


    
      	(Switzerland)

      	
    


    
      	”

      	via Calais, Paris, Bale. (16 h.)
    


    
      	”

      	via Brussels, Luxemburg. (22 h.)
    

  


  CONTINENTAL AIR SERVICES


  Below we give a list of Continental Air Services, together with the names and addresses of the air companies who run them.


  We give no detailed time-table, for the reason that such a time-table would be sure to be modified long before the next issue of our Annual was due to appear, and the intending traveller is therefore advised to apply for all necessary information to the companies as and when the occasion arises.


  LONDON-PARIS, Dally (2¼ h)


  Imperial Airways


  Victoria Station, London, S.W.1.


  Tel.: Victoria 2211.


  LONDON-PARIS (Smoking Permitted) (1½ h.)


  British Airways


  Terminal House, Grosvenor Gardens, London, S.W.1.


  Tel.: Sloane 0091.


  LONDON-PARIS, Weekdays (1½ h.)


  Air Dispatch


  Croydon Airport.


  Tel.: Croydon 5122.


  LONDON-PARIS, Daily (1½h.)


  Air France


  52 Haymarket, London, S.W.1.


  Tel.: Whitehall 9671.


  LONDON-BASLE-ZÜRICH, Weekdays only (3¼ h.-½ h.)


  Imperial Airways; Swissair


  LONDON-BRUSSELS-ANTWERP, Weekdays only (1½ h.-20m.)


  Imperial Airways; Sabena


  Victoria Station, London, S.W.1.


  Tel.: Victoria 2211.


  LONDON-BRUSSELS, Weekdays, only (2 h.)


  British Continental, Airways


  Croydon Airport.


  Tel.: Croydon 6101.


  LONDON-LILLE, Weekdays only (1¾ h.)


  British Continental Airways


  LONDON ANTWERP-AMSTERDAM, Weekdays only (2 h.-10 m.)


  British Continental Airways


  LONDON-ROTTERDAM-AMSTERDAM-BERLIN (2 h.-2½ h.)


  K.L.M.


  Horseferry House, Horseferry Road,


  London, S.W.1.


  Tel.: Victoria 6971-4


  and


  D.L.H.


  Victoria Station, London, S.W.1.


  Tel.: Victoria 2211.


  LONDON-AMSTERDAM-HAMBURG-COPENHAGENMALMö, Weekdays only (1½ h.-3 h.-1½ h.-15 m.)


  British Continental Airways; British Airways


  LONDON-GERMANY-AUSTRIA, etc., ISTANBUL


  Sabena; Imperial Airways; D.L.H., etc.


  The following services are run by two or more Companies in association:


  
    
      	LONDON-BELGIUM-GERMANY-ITALY


      	LONDON-FRANCE (SWITZERLAND-ROME-MALTA)-SPAIN


      	LONDON-AMSTERDAM-GERMANY-RUSSIA


      	LONDON-AMSTERDAM-GERMANY-POLAND


      	LONDON-PARIS-LYONS-GENEVA


      	LONDON-PARIS-MARSEILLES-TOULOUSE-SPAIN

    

  


  GENERAL CONDITIONS OF CARRIAGE OF PASSENGERS AND BAGGAGE OF AIR-TRANSPORT


  •


  In most towns, surface transport is provided by the Air Company inclusive in the fare.


  TICKET REGULATIONS


  Reservations


  Seats should be reserved in advance at the offices of the different Companies or at the principal booking offices.


  Cancellation of Tickets


  In the event of the passenger wishing to cancel (or transfer) a reservation giving less than 24 hours’ notice (in some cases 48 hours or even two weeks according to the service), the full fare may be forfeited or a transfer fee charged. The regulations covering a cancellation of a ticket on long-distance bookings are indicated in the time-tables of the Company concerned.


  Return Tickets


  Return tickets are issued at reduced rates, but the holder of such ticket does not receive any preferential claim to accommodation. Reservation for the return journey must be effected in the same way as for the outward journey.


  Validity of return tickets varies. As a rule such tickets ire valid for 60 or 15 days on the Continent and for one nonth on the English services.


  BAGGAGE INFORMATION


  Free Baggage Allowance


  On most services each passenger is entitled to a free baggage allowance of 33 lbs. or 15 kilogrammes. (Any deviation from this rule is indicated in the time-tables.) Excess baggage can accompany passengers, but is charged for at the rates shown in the tables. Passengers’ baggage must contain personal effects only. Other articles must be declared as merchandise and carried as freight. Arrangements are made by all Companies to send heavy baggage in advance at cheap rates. No free baggage allowance is granted to children.


  Registration of Baggage


  Passengers should see that their luggage is distinctly labelled. It will be registered and a receipt issued before departure. Passengers must present this receipt when claiming their baggage.


  CAMERAS


  In most countries passengers are not allowed to carry cameras in the cabin, and if necessary they must be handed over to an official of the Company. Enquiries should be made before commencing a flight.


  INSURANCE


  Most Assurance Companies will include air travel on a life policy without extra charge. Personal and baggage insurance may be arranged at a low premium when booking or at station of departure.


  PASSPORTS


  Passengers are reminded that passports endorsed for all countries through which they intend to travel, and containing visas where necessary, should be carried on the person. In some cases passports are not required for week-end or short visits. Operating companies cannot accept any responsibility for the correctness of passports or visas. Passengers are therefore advised to verify the validity and accuracy of their passports, endorsements and visas when booking their passage.


  MEALS


  Many air liners are provided with a fully equipped restaurant and bar or buffet. On services where such facilities are not obtainable, refreshment baskets will be provided if ordered at time of booking.


  Smoking as a general rule is not allowed.


  PRIVATE RADIO TELEGRAMS


  Passengers may send or receive telegrams during flight on many Continental and on the long-distance services. Enquiries should be made at Companies’ offices.


  PERSONAL HINTS


  The cabins of the air liners are enclosed and heated, therefore no special clothing is required, similar clothing to that worn for rail or boat travel being sufficient.


  


  
    BRITISH CONSULS


    Or Vice-Consuls are stationed at all important towns, and will gladly help travellers in case of difficulty or misunderstanding with foreign officials.

  


  FOREIGN CURRENCIES


  
    
      	

      	

      	Present rate in

    


    
      	

      	

      	relation to the £
    


    
      	

      	Unit

      	(approximate)
    


    
      	AUSTRIA

      	Schilling

      	26
    


    
      	BELGIUM

      	Franc

      	29
    


    
      	BULGARIA

      	Leva

      	420
    


    
      	CZECHOSLOVAKIA

      	Czech Kronen

      	119
    


    
      	DENMARK

      	Krone

      	22
    


    
      	ESTONIA

      	Kroon

      	18
    


    
      	FINLAND

      	Mark

      	226
    


    
      	FRANCE

      	Franc

      	75
    


    
      	GERMANY

      	Mark

      	12
    


    
      	GREECE

      	Drachma

      	480
    


    
      	HOLLAND

      	Gulden

      	7
    


    
      	HUNGARY

      	Pengoe

      	17
    


    
      	ITALY

      	Lira

      	62
    


    
      	JUGOSLAVIA

      	Dinar

      	210
    


    
      	LATVIA

      	Lat

      	(gold) 25
    


    
      	LITHUANIA

      	Lit

      	48
    


    
      	MONACO

      	French francs

      	—
    


    
      	NORWAY

      	Krone

      	20
    


    
      	POLAND

      	Zloty

      	26
    


    
      	PORTUGAL

      	Escudo

      	109
    


    
      	ROUMANIA

      	Leu

      	670
    


    
      	RUSSIA

      	Rouble

      	25
    


    
      	SPAIN

      	Peseta

      	36
    


    
      	SWEDEN

      	Krona

      	19
    


    
      	SWITZERLAND

      	Franc

      	15
    


    
      	TURKEY

      	Piastre

      	626
    

  


  IMPORTANT NOTE


  In some cases foreign currency may be obtained at favourable rates in the form of travellers’ or tourists’ cheques. Such cheques are supplied in London by any of the well-known travel agencies for the following countries:


  
    
      	

      	Travellers’ Cheques

      	Official Rate
    


    
      	GERMANY

      	20-24 marks (50 marks only may be drawn daily In Germany)

      	12
    


    
      	HUNGARY

      	27-28 pengoes

      	17
    


    
      	ITALY

      	82 liras

      	62
    


    
      	SWITZERLAND

      	16 francs

      	15
    


    
      	SPAIN

      	38 pesetas

      	36
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  BELGIUM


  A Man on the Quay


  IT sometimes happens that you do not see a certain dear friend for a long time, a very long time. Months. Years. To be quite truthful, this state of affairs does not distress you particularly, yet now and again you think of this friend. Suddenly, without apparent reason, in the midst of your work or piercing your daydreams, her face appears and you say:


  “Dear Muriel. How pleased I should be to see her. I wonder what has become of her?”


  And, for an instant, the memory of pleasant hours spent together weighs upon you.


  A few days pass, and, better by far than memories, you find yourself pacing the quay, waiting for Muriel. She has fixed the rendezvous. In ten minutes she will be with you. She is coming to spend a short holiday in Belgium, and this is what she wired you:


  “DEAR PIERRE STOP I SHALL ARRIVE AT 3 O’CLOCK STOP PLEASE MEET ME AT THE QUAY STOP MURIEL.”


  Immediately on receipt of this you, being a really obliging fellow, took the boat-train, and here you are, waiting at the quay-side for the Dover mail-boat.


  Good old Muriel.… What a pleasant surprise.… Will she have altered? … Is she still as jolly and charming as she used to be? … Married, perhaps … with children.… Who knows? … A lot may happen in five years. How impatient you are to see her again.… You’ve lived so long without feeling her absence, and now, because you have two more minutes to wait your impatience swells unbearably, and if she should not be on that boat, coming slowly nearer, you’d be the most wretched man on earth.


  It takes three hours to cross the channel, three hours and twenty minutes to be accurate. She, too, will have had time to remember your firm friendship of the good old days. What adventures you’ve had together … what happy days you’ve shared! But all that was very long ago. It goes back to the time when Muriel helped you to discover England. This time it’s the other way round. Muriel is going to discover Belgium, and you will be her guide. You owe her that, and you intend to be the most attentive of guides.


  Three hours to cross the Channel.… It’s really not a journey to speak of. Why has she waited so long? …


  A Girl on the Boat


  Three hours to cross the Channel, pondered Muriel; or rather three hours and twenty minutes. (The posters tell us it’s a three hours’ crossing, but it takes fully three hours and twenty minutes, and one and a half hours to go from London to Dover.) In five hours, roughly, I can be in Belgium.… I may as well go there.… I’ll write to Pierre, then off we go.


  How surprised Pierre is going to be. What years since we met. It’ll be great fun seeing one another again. He’s quite a good sort—but what a curious profession he’s taken up: journalist, writer, the idea! However, you earn your living according to your talents; what matters is to earn it.


  This is quite a comfortable boat. And the sea is really delightful. There is much less noise, too, than in London. The sky and sea are boundless. Just imagine! There are people who cross this swimming. One must really be very hard up or very strange to undertake it. It’s so much more convenient to go by steamer. Especially as the sea is so smooth and calm in these parts. The seagulls accompany the ship. Are they the birds who each carry the soul of a dead sailor? Or are they messengers of brighter things, telling us that Belgium is waiting for us and that we shall be welcomed there as old friends?


  I hope Pierre will be there. Not that I’m afraid of travelling alone, but I know nothing of Belgium.


  Oh! but I do. Here’s just a glimpse of Ostend in the distance, which is no longer quite strange to me. It modestly calls itself “The Queen of Watering Places.” Old King Leopold II, who reigned before King Albert, and who had such a lovely white beard, did a great deal for Ostend. He made it a fashionable resort by building a royal chalet there, which is very much deserted these days. And that enormous building which occupies the centre of the sea-front and which bulges outwards, what is that?


  “That is the Kursaal, madam,” says one of the stewards. “That is where they play roulette and baccarat. One may win a fortune there in one night. One may lose it, too.”


  “Oh,” says Muriel, “I shall have to look more closely into all that.”


  Here is the jetty. The boat swerves round. Are we sailing back to Dover? Not a whit. We’re just sliding gracefully—backwards—into harbour. Here we are … all ready to land.


  Two Friends


  “Hello, Muriel! Had a good crossing?”


  “Good old Pierre. I’m so glad you managed to come. You haven’t altered a bit.”


  “Thanks. You’ve not changed either. You’re as pretty as ever. I hope you’re staying for some time? Are you alone?”


  “All alone, but I’m counting on you to show me round. I don’t know a thing about Belgium. Can you spare the time? Are you free?”


  “Entirely. And my greatest desire is to show you everything. If you want my advice …”


  “Any advice you choose to offer. Decide. Lead me. I follow you blindly.”


  “Off we go then. This is going to be a wonderful trip.… Taxi! … Hotel Imperial, please.


  “If you don’t mind, we’ll stay at Ostend for a few days, we’ll visit the other seaside resorts, then we’ll travel inland. For the moment, just get settled down. You’ll see that your room is very comfortable; the bath is in working order and through the window you’ll see the Kursaal gardens and the sea. Your room is at about 200 yards from the sea. (If you should prefer a room directly in front of it, there are several excellent hotels along the front: the Osborne, the Wellington, the Hôtel des Thermes.)”


  “First of all,” said Muriel when they set out from the hotel again, “I want a drink. I’m dreadfully thirsty.”


  “This café, then.”


  “May I go into a café?”


  “Of course. Here in Belgium our cafés are open from the early hours of the morning till very late at night, and it is quite correct for ladies to go to them. In fact, the Belgian man takes his family to the café. You may drink anything in these establishments except spirits, that is to say, cognac or whisky or gin.”


  “What a curious rule.”


  “The law has its good points: in this way the working-class people are not tempted to spend their salaries on excessive drinking, and the men don’t go home inebriated and moneyless, which would be a double catastrophe for their wives.”


  “I see. But may I have a pale ale?”


  “Yes, anywhere, at any time, and all wines, champagnes, and many other things.”


  “There seems to be quite a choice.”


  “Let me add, to settle this alcohol question once and for all, and I must say it seems to baffle most visitors, that prohibition exists only as far as public establishments are concerned, such as cafés or restaurants. You may buy any quantity of alcohol in the shops if you want to, and you are perfectly free to drink it at home.”


  “Thanks for the information, Pierre. I’m not addicted to drink, you know, but it’s interesting to hear about the foreign outlook on these things.”


  “Well, I hope this satisfies you.”


  A Little Practical History


  (Not to be read if you are in a hurry)


  “Muriel, my dear,” said Pierre when they were settled on the terrace of a café facing the sea, “this is your first visit to Belgium. I’m sure you’re impatient to visit the country, but don’t, I pray you, rush from monument to monument. It is far less interesting to ascertain whether a certain Rubens picture is to be found in Room No. 5 of a certain museum between the ninth and the tenth windows, as the Baedeker will tell you it is. I’m fond of Rubens. You probably appreciate him too, and certainly during our wanderings we shall see works of his. But let us be quite honest, it’s not for that you came to Belgium. For you it is much more important to spend a few pleasant days here and to return to your country with some understanding of the Belgian people; the richer by human experience rather than book learning.”


  “If you’ll give me five minutes I’d like to talk to you a little about this people, not like a politician who would tell you that it is the most intelligent on the Continent; not in the manner of generals, who would claim it to be the bravest on the Continent; certainly not like a business man who would describe it as ‘the most industrious on the Continent.’ No. I would like to talk about my people as a friend would talk about it, a friend knowing its faults and qualities, its pride and its shortcomings.”


  Two Races


  “The Belgian people is heterogeneous. We needn’t go back to the Roman Conquest nor to Mr. Julius Caesar, who claimed that the Belgians were the bravest of the Gauls—which didn’t prevent them from submitting to his rule. No, we’ll leave on one side all those old wars—two thousand years old—and merely recall that, during these last five centuries, the Belgians have been respectively under French, Spanish, Austrian, and Dutch rule. This explains why we have such pretty, fair women of the northern type, provocative dark beauties whose ancestors came from Spain, and others in whom the blood of various races that have settled on our soil is mingled with the happiest results.


  “This makes our hyper-nationalists, who talk so eloquently about. ‘Belgian hearts beating as one,’ about the deeper reasons for our unity, and the glory of our ancestors, sound picturesque rather than convincing. Our ancestors! Why, they came from all the highways of Europe. And our ‘national’ sense has only developed since the date of our unity—1830—when we were severed from Holland by our revolution—in which France had a hand, and which won for us autonomy and independence.


  “There’s enough history for you. All that belongs to the past, glorious without a doubt (ancestors and the past are always glorious). But this past explains why we have in our little country (eight million inhabitants) two such very distinct races: the Flemings and the Walloons (Germans and Latins), who each have their language (Flemish and French) and who have sometimes widely divergent political views.”


  Here Muriel, who is a very practical and intelligent young woman, interrupted.


  “Which race is predominant?”


  The Walloons


  “The Flemish are more numerous, about four millions, against three million Walloons and one million who are neither one nor the other. But French or Walloon influence has always been the more active, and it is only since the War that the Flemish have obtained equal rights, or almost: education, the law, military training, are carried out in the language of the district: Flemish in Flanders, French in the Walloon provinces. As for Brussels, the capital, both languages are spoken there. That is why, in Parliament, speeches are sometimes delivered in French, sometimes in Flemish, sometimes a speech is delivered in both languages, which is certainly unusual. Laws are, of course, promulgated in both languages.”


  “Curious system.”


  “We’re used to it. In general, the Flemish and the Walloons get on quite well together, families are mostly a mixture of the two races, and it’s above all politicians and extremists that continually discuss this question of races and languages. Some of them would like a Federal organisation, with Brussels as its neutral capital (this is what we call Separatism), others want Flanders to be annexed to Holland and the Walloon provinces to be annexed to France (this would be the end of Belgium, of course), and, lastly, the great majority think we can quite well go on as we are, as long as the government scrupulously respects the rights of both parties. This is what we are trying to secure, and for this reason French influence, which has been very strong since the War, is waning, and we are turning more towards the political policy of England. But enough of serious matters.”


  “Well, it’s no longer all Dutch to me now. Tell me, however, which is the Flemish part of Belgium and which the Walloon. Ostend, for instance?”


  “Ostend is a Flemish town, but it is, above all, an international town, which lives almost entirely on tourists. This is the case with most of the places we shall be visiting. That is why, almost everywhere, foreign languages are spoken, and why so many people speak or understand English. We’re in Flanders here, and the Belgian coast is entirely Flemish. So are Bruges, Ghent, Antwerp, and the county of Limburg. Roughly, one half of the country—the northern half between the coast and Holland and right down to Brussels—is Flemish. South of Brussels we have Hainault, Liége, the Ardennes—Wallonie.”


  “And Brussels?”


  “Brussels is claimed by both races. As a matter of fact, there the two races are closely intermingled. It’s a sort of neutral city in the heart of the country.”


  “I understand. Let’s go for a walk after the lesson.”


  The Sea


  They wandered along the shore, the shore that stretche. without a break for 70 kilometres along the North Seas If they’d had a car they could’ easily have explored the whole coast in the course of an afternoon, because an excellent road joins up all the seaside towns and gives you long glimpses of the sea. But they preferred to walk in more leisurely fashion along the promenade—the Digue—of which it is said that it can stand comparison with those of the south of France, which is true for the luxury and elegance which is displayed there, and also for the extreme freedom of its visitors. But the scenery is more subdued; not of the postcard variety. The sea is not of the deep blue of the Mediterranean, but rather changing, grey or green. It is not a quiet sea along our coast, and the fishermen who leave every night for the fishing banks have a hard time of it. The contrast is most striking between these fisher-folk and the brilliant and happy holiday-makers who take the town by storm during the summer months (from Easter till the end of September). The visitors generally pay little attention to the fishing port of Ostend, and it is a great pity. Only the most curious walk the mile that separates them from the fishermen’s quarter, picturesque and popular, and the wharves from which the masts and the brick-coloured sails of the heavy fishing boats rise—lumbering boats that call up visions of great struggles with the elements, and of untiring labour. Between nine o’clock at night and midnight one can see them sailing past the pier, one after the other, for the goal that will only be reached in the small hours. It is a grand and harrowing sight, this sailing of the fishing fleet: each little gleam afar proclaiming the presence of from five to ten fishermen, casting their nets upon their fleeting prey. And early in the morning it is thrilling to see them sailing home, then offering their catch, selling at an exceedingly low price the small baskets of fish—most of these wriggling still—or the baskets of shrimps that the men have cooked on their return journey.


  A Hardy Race


  These men, more than all others, live close to nature, engaged in a constant struggle against poverty. They are ill-paid, to judge by their houses and their belongings. Thousands of these men supply the market with fish for the whole country, and they are a race apart, with their sunburnt, brick-coloured faces, their piercing blue eyes and their broad shoulders. They are a silent race, too, and lead simple lives.


  “I’m glad you showed me that first,” said Muriel. “One forgets too easily that the seaside is not only pleasure land. The sea not only links the continents together, it is also the scene of hard struggles and a source of life.


  “And its waves become soft and caressing beneath the sunshine when they are rent by the happy, laughing bathers. For work is beautiful because it earns play for us. Come and rest here. Forget the day’s troubles. Let’s have our first bathe.”


  You can bathe at any hour at Ostend.


  The baths, newly built along the beach and efficiently planned on modern lines, are among the finest on the Continent. The cabins are built under the Digue. They are very comfortable. Shower baths, hot or cold, can be taken before or after bathing, and if you haven’t brought your bathing things, everything can be hired for a very reasonable sum. In front of the sea a great expanse of sand has been reserved where you can indulge in sunbathing, or run or play at “volley ball.” All this is excellent for the circulation, and it is as well to encourage a good circulation, since that allows one to indulge in agreeable excesses.


  If, in turn, these excesses call for cures, there are plenty of remedies to hand, chief of them being the mineral-water springs at Ostend, which have acquired a great reputation.


  Some Practical Hints


  In the evening Muriel asked:


  “Must I dress for dinner? At what time do you dine in this charming country? And is the food good?”


  “My dear, Belgium, with France, is the country in Europe where the food is best. Belgians are very fond of their food and are very careful in their choice of drinks. They are at once greedy and ‘gourmet.’ Breakfast is a simple matter with them: a few rolls and butter and something hot to drink. But if you should need something more substantial, you can have bacon and eggs or ham (you’ll be able to get this everywhere). The most important meal is at midday. Generally, it is composed of soup, hors d’œuvres, a fish course, meat, vegetables and potatoes, cheese and dessert. The evening meal is served between seven and eight o’clock, and is a little lighter than the midday meal. There is usually no fish course. This is a general rule for the table d’hôte meals, the price of which varies, according to the quality of the restaurant, from twenty to forty francs, drinks included.”


  “What do twenty or forty francs represent?”


  “The rate of exchange is in your favour. For £1 you will receive (if there is no great upheaval on the exchange market) about 150 francs. This means that a good meal costs about three shillings (twenty francs). In the very fashionable hotels, and the one you are staying at, the price of a room is about eight or ten shillings. So you see that for a pound a day you will be more than comfortable in Belgium. The more so as there is a great number of hotels along the coast, in the Ardennes, and in the great tourist centres, where the inclusive charge for board-residence ranges from 80 to 120 francs a day for first-class hotels, to 50 and 60 francs. It is unnecessary for me to give addresses. They are legion, and wherever you go you will come across them.”


  Information


  Here let me draw attention to the fact that precise practical details of this nature can be obtained at most railway stations at the enquiry office (“bureau de renseignements”), where a free guide-book will be presented to any traveller on request; these include a complete list of Belgian and Luxemburg hotels with details concerning prices and the comforts they can provide. If a traveller likes reading, he will also be abundantly supplied with leaflets and booklets published by the various tourist centres which might interest him. His only trouble after that will be to fix his choice on any of the spots enthusiastically described as the “most beautiful in the country”—if not in the world. Needless to say, in this account we do not go to that extreme, and we describe things in less glowing terms, but as they strike us. (The tourist will always find information and leaflets, free of charge, at the Office Belgo-Luxembourgeois de Tourisme, 48, Place de de Brouckère, in Brussels.)


  “This digression is of no use to me,” says Muriel. “I put myself into your hands. You tell me I shall need roughly a pound a day in order to live comfortably; I have noted that, and we’ll say no more about it.”


  “Of course, if you go losing 500 francs at baccarat, you’ll need much more.”


  “Naturally.”


  “If you’re fond of champagne it’ll be the same; or if you were a man and wanted to offer flowers or jewels to the ladies.”


  “Do the men offer jewellery to ladies as easily as that?”


  “No, dear. But if you know them a little, or you’re invited to dine, it is considered good form to offer flowers. Flowers, and a few pleasant words, is the gift most appreciated by ladies on the Continent, as also the implication that you consider them gracious, agreeable, intelligent—which they are often enough.”


  “What an optimist you are, Pierre.”


  “I’m optimistic after the fashion of the gentleman who, when he sees half a bottle of whisky, says, ‘It’s half full’—whereas for the pessimist it’s half empty.”


  “I see. Let’s have dinner now.”


  Before going in to dinner we changed. Muriel came down in a very smart dinner gown—for Ostend is a fashionable resort and people generally dress for dinner. The men wear dinner jackets. In Brussels one is not so tied in the matter of dress. The restaurant we chose was the Bonne Auberge, and the following day the Renommée, both excellent.


  Gambling


  After dinner we went to the Kursaal, where solemn concerts are held every night. Great singers are heard at these concerts, often among the best in the world. After the concert, and even a little before the end, to be truthful, Muriel asked me to take her to the gambling rooms.


  Nothing easier, there are at Ostend two playing-rooms: one at the Kursaal, the other, the Casino Imperial (which is just behind the Kursaal), adjoins the hotel we are staying at. Both these rooms have their individual characteristics, so we were inscribed as members at both. All that was required of us was to fill in forms giving our names, addresses and ages. It is absolutely necessary to be of age in order to obtain membership cards. In exchange for this information cards were handed to us. These give access to the rooms that are so dangerous to the weak-willed and to those possessed by the gambling instinct.


  The Kursaal room is enormous. Five or six roulette tables are always running, and at least fifteen baccarat tables. You meet here all manner of people. Some obviously hard up, trying to win a twenty-franc piece or two; others playing in one “coup” from 50 to 100,000 francs. Before these last lean years I have watched bancos of 1,000,000 francs being played there. And this fortune was just a heap of coloured counters of different shapes, a magnet to the eyes of the less fortunate. The spirit of the gambling rooms remains the same, but the stakes are much smaller. It is even possible to play with a capital of ten francs, though at this rate it would take years to win a fortune. It is perhaps an exaggeration to say that the player always loses, but this is nevertheless the general result of the game. From a spectacular point of view the rooms are a sight not to be missed—the great mass of human beings hiding their greed with consummate skill. A player rarely allows his disappointment to show when things go wrong.


  The most curious phenomenon of all is perhaps the apparent disregard of the value of money, though money is the goal toward which all efforts tend. All that for twelve weary months has been put aside for the holidays may be lost in an hour. All that a stroke of luck has shovelled towards a winner may be spent in five minutes.


  If you go to the rooms you will notice that the women, who are of course admitted and who may go there alone, are not one whit less gamblers than the men. There is a great number of them and they are great believers in “systems,” which they elaborate with much cunning. They undoubtedly add a charming note to the long nights spent at or near the tables.


  Muriel was very excited by all this. She wanted to play, and risked a twenty-franc piece on the red—which was the wrong colour, of course. Then twenty francs went on the black, which was as unlucky as the red had been. She was very disappointed, but was somewhat comforted when I told her that this sort of thing often occurred ten times in succession.


  We Win


  “I’ll try numbers this time,” said she, and threw five francs on the cloth. She played 17, and her stake, multiplied by thirty-five, was handed to her … this little stroke brought her 175 francs. I congratulated her, and urged her to try her luck again, but she was firm. She pocketed her winnings and turned her back on the tables, declaring that all this was too much for her poor heart.


  This is the way with most players; when they lose they will willingly empty their pockets, pursuing chance, but if they win, they rarely chance their luck again.


  Muriel, to console me for my series of losses, offered me a drink, which I accepted, though I explained that in Belgium ladies did not stand drinks as a rule. We then betook ourselves to the Casino Imperial, whose gaming rooms Muriel also wanted to see.


  Here there are not so many people, and they are perhaps more select. Most of them are English, certainly a good half of the players. Two exquisitely dressed women with sleek platinum blonde hair are there. Lady So-and-So and her daughter. One might take them for sisters. One man is so absorbed in higher mathematics that he does not even raise his head. The ventilators are for ever spinning, and the giant palms stir slightly in the breeze. We went straight to the bar. Muriel chose a delightful and innocent drink, while I ordered a whisky.


  “But that is spirits,” remarked Muriel.


  I then explained that as we were in a private club, not accessible to the public, anything might be taken.


  “I’ll understand some day,” said Muriel. And then we chatted and made the acquaintance of some charming visitors from England.


  The Coast


  The following day we decided to see Ostend more thoroughly: the port, the fish market, the covered market, so picturesque and colourful, the old quarter with its fine patrician houses, the two parks, the Pump Room—Palais des Thermes—the Napoleon fort, which is Ostend’s war museum. We walked to the end of the pier, which stretches for 700 metres into the sea, and we just had time, before bathing, to see a tennis match. In the afternoon we went to the race-course, the Wellington Hippodrome, which is exceedingly well planned and from which one can see, stretching on one side, the sunlit and murmuring sea, and on the other the limitless expanse of flat Flemish country, out of which, like islands in a green sea, rise the farms and houses of Flanders.


  We saw thoroughbreds race here, wearing the colours of world-famed stables. All the race-horses from the race-courses round Brussels, open during the winter months, run here in July and August, during which period several Grand Prix races are run. This is one of the foremost afternoon attractions along the coast.


  After a brief call for tea at the Kursaal, which was crowded with tireless and fashionable dancers, we decided to explore the coast further.


  We set out for Le Zoute, the Belgian coastal resort which lies closest to the Dutch frontier. If Ostend may be considered the most important, the most international of our seaside towns, and the one that can provide the most varied entertainments, Le Zoute is without doubt the most elegant and distinguished. It is also the resort most favoured by English visitors. It might almost be considered a half English town, and it is there that you should go after having been to Ostend. The baths here are also exceedingly comfortable, and there are a great many hotels and restaurants. Very fine concerts are frequently being given, and the Casino here has gaming rooms larger and finer than those of Ostend. The building itself is carried out on daring modern lines.


  The Hotel Problem


  As to the hotels, you may choose the Rubens or any other to be found here. They are all excellent. (Let it be said, in passing, that the hotel problem is easily solved in Belgium.) All the towns we will describe are tourist centres, and the hotel trade is very up to date and satisfactory everywhere owing to the intensive competition. This is a guarantee of service and efficiency. It is advisable, on arriving at any hotel or boarding-house, to ask for all particulars as to the rooms, the comfort you may expect, the meals, and so on. You will find that these questions will be willingly answered. As for tips, this has been regulated in Belgium, and most hotels charge an additional service fee—roughly 10 per cent. of the bill—but it is usual to give something extra to the porter. In the cafés, tea-rooms, or where there is dancing, it is understood that waiters and waitresses should be tipped. The tips vary from ten to twenty per cent, of the bill, according to the generosity of the customer, his degree of satisfaction with the service, and the amount of the bill.


  When you are tired of bathing, tennis or golf at Le Zoute (there is plenty of opportunity for golf along the Belgian coast, at Le Zoute we have the biggest golf course in Europe—three 18-hole links); when you will have spent long days wandering among the dunes—wide sand-hills covered with wild grass; when you will have tried horse-riding, hockey, sand-skimming, and even flying (at Ostend there is a very big aerodrome, too), you will be able to go inland to visit the Flemish country lying flat and endless behind the dunes that roll on towards the interior of Belgium.


  The people you will meet in the small villages, which lie close together, are tillers of the soil. The soil is fertile, and the wheat fields are as golden in summer as the dunes that protect them. There are great pastures too, and many cattle grazing. Everywhere you will see farms, barnyards, stables, and simple, friendly peasant folk.


  The villages themselves, their houses always clustered around a church spire—these churches are often very old—have the rustic grace of things untouched by time. Here you will find old women, worn as the cobbles of the highways, smoking pipes. Flanders is an agricultural country producing the usual farm and market-garden products. The only great local industry is the weaving industry, which is very important and world famous. The flax fields cover a very large area. Farther on, on the way to Bruges, you will find the lace-makers, and beyond that, around Ghent, the countless flowers of the horticultural regions.


  War and Battlefields


  “Before going to Bruges and Ghent, would you care to visit the battlefields?”


  “Do people talk much of war in your country?” asked Muriel.


  “Yes, unfortunately, and not always with wisdom. So many people begin their world history at 1914; their eyes and hearts are riveted to this historic date. But history moves on, and a very few enlightened people admit that you cannot remain for ever morally at war with your neighbours. The War has been over for more than twenty years. If a new war breaks out to-morrow, those who fight will have been for the most part born after the tumult. What grudge can these have against the other men, as young as they, who will be their ‘enemies’? For this reason, here as everywhere, I suppose intelligent persons (which, alas, does not mean the majority) think war can only be the outcome of bad management to be laid at the door of those who govern and are influenced by great industrial interests. These also think that the poorest peace is worth the most brilliant of wars, and that these criminal follies are the greatest scourge of modern times and the most convincing proof of man’s folly. It is a great pity that so often on the Continent you hear only words of contempt and hatred for other nations, and that so often it is easier to rouse the evil in men than their finer feelings. It is sad to have to admit that people will not realise that everyone must live and that there is surfeit of everything on the earth and sunshine for all—enough to allow each one of us to live content in a peaceful world.”


  “I’ve always liked olive branches,” said Muriel.


  Zeebrugge


  “Let’s forget about serious things for the moment. I promised to see to it that you enjoyed your holiday. If, however, you wish to visit the battlefields, which are quite close, you will find many charabanc services that will take you round them in half a day. Almost everywhere new buildings have sprung up to hide the old skeletons of wall and gaping windows. In some places, however, they have kept reminders of those old miseries. Here on the coast is Zeebrugge, which was the German submarine base during the War. It was here, on the Mole, that the British fleet blocked the channel by sinking two ships weighted with cement. Not only with cement, since the crews perished too, meeting death with open eyes and willingly. It was perhaps the most heroic action of that grim period, since it was done deliberately and of set purpose. An imposing monument and a war museum keep fresh the memory of this deed.


  “Nieuport, Dixmude and Ypres, which were entirely burnt down during the War, are rebuilt now, but keep here and there some ruin in testimony of their destruction. At Ypres you will see the impressive British monument erected to commemorate the 54,000 British soldiers who fell defending the town, and whose bodies have not been recovered. It is there that every night silver bugles sound the ‘Last Post’—in honour of the dead heroes.”


  Muriel was silent for a moment.


  “You’re very hard on wars, and you are right. This is the spot where the futility of this slaughter is most acutely felt. During the great War the dead numbered ten millions and the expenses amounted to ten billions of francs. When you see to what purpose all this has been spent, you are more than ever convinced, of the futility of it all and realise that it is your duty to oppose in every Way those who think we should go through it all again. And I’ve not mentioned the twenty-nine millions of wounded and disabled, the nine million orphans, the five million widows, and the great moral distress that weighs down so many whose lives have been bereft of love and countless splendid reasons, for living.”


  “Let’s leave this place, my dear, and let’s go to Dixmude, where stands the mightiest war monument raised in Belgium, the famous ‘Tower of the Yser,’ fifty metres high, put up by the Flemish to commemorate all the war heroes—those that fell on both sides. Graven into the stone in four languages are the words: ‘NO MORE WAR.’”


  “No more war! That is the oath taken every year at the Dixmude Pilgrimage (on the first Sunday after August 15th) by more than 100,000 Flemings gathered at the foot of this tower and hailing from all parts of the country. It is the greatest and most moving manifestation in favour of peace that we have in Belgium.”


  The “Penitents”


  On our way back from this pious pilgrimage to the War sites we passed through Furnes, a picturesque little medieval town, where on the last Sunday in July the “Penitents’ Procession” goes forth. The Penitents of Furnes walk in their long robes, their faces veiled in cowled hoods, and bearing heavy wooden crosses. It is a sight not to be missed if one is in the neighbourhood.


  Then, back at our hotel once more, we set out for a last walk along the beach. We had a glimpse of the ever-changing and moving North Sea, gleaming like burnished copper under the sun’s last rays. A host of fishing sails and sea-gulls’ wings swayed across the horizon, vying with one another in gracefulness.


  Bruges and Flanders


  “I’d not miss seeing Bruges for anything,” said Muriel.


  “And I certainly wouldn’t miss the pleasure of showing it to you for anything, either,” I replied.


  Bruges is quite close to the coast. Trains and buses take you there in twenty minutes. Here we are. Hotel first: there are many first-class hotels here (we’ll choose the Memlinc, on the Market Place, or the Cornet d’Or, facing a delightful old-world square, or the Hotel de Londres or the Hôtel Verriest).


  Bruges is the most beautiful town in Belgium; not the largest, nor the most brilliant; nor yet the gayest, but the most wonderful by reason of its splendid buildings. It is a very small town, one of the oldest in Belgium, and in several places it has kept unchanged its medieval atmosphere. A seven-hundred-year-old tune floats from the belfry tower, where the ancient carillon rings out across the town. And along the silent waterways that encircle and cut through the city, near the age-old houses with their Flemish gables, it seems that time has arrested its flight for ever.


  These canals have earned for Bruges the name of “The Venice of the North.” You will visit them by boat, and no detail will escape you of time-fretted stone at the doors of the buildings that edge the water, dipping into the canals; or of ornaments that time has left intact on the bridges, of other archaeological relics preserved from decay through the centuries.


  It would be superfluous to enumerate the things one should see in Bruges. The whole town is a vast museum; from the market hall to the town hall; from the Law Courts to the Beguinage. From the cathedral to the numerous churches, paved with gravestones, it is one long array of magnificent sculpture, canvases painted by old masters and artistic treasures of every kind.


  Muriel and I wandered long through this thousand-year-old city where such boundless riches have been accumulated. For, in the Middle Ages, Bruges was not only one of the greatest trading centres in the world, but also the home of famous artists, whose works are among the most highly prized treasures of the town. In those days Bruges had an outlet to the sea by a natural waterway, and the annals of the town boast that in 1456, 150 vessels entered the port in one day. This canal was choked up by sand in the course of time, and the ships were diverted towards the new port of Antwerp. This was the death-knell of the trade and life of the capital of Flanders, and this town, whose citizens numbered 75,000 in the Middle Ages, has only a population of 58,000 citizens to-day.


  The town has been completely abandoned by the great traders, and its industries have died.


  That is why those once busy canals are lonely now. Their waters are ruffled only by the passing of countless swans and the swish of oars or propellers as the boats go by with tourists, and that is why the once flowering gardens are full of silence and solitary grandeur.


  The Poetry of Bruges


  It is a town where it is impossible not to dream—or love, the poets add. And, as we lingered by the “Minnewater” (the Love-lake), Muriel spoke:


  “How pleasant it must have been to live in those olden days when men strove to produce lasting and beautiful things. What art, what splendour and what beauty in so small a space. Yes. I would have loved to live in those times.”


  And I, standing beside the “Minnewater,” what could I reply?


  “If I’d never met you, Muriel, my life would have been incomplete. The wonder of all this is that the past and the present are so closely linked. I look at you, and you are one with the beauty of the landscape. You dispel the phantoms and the mists wrapped about these places, and I imagine the ‘Love-lake’ was never more perfect than your dear presence makes it now.”


  “Be reasonable,” said Muriel, “don’t let’s spoil this happy holiday.”


  “True, there are many things to see yet. First among them the lace-makers, at their doors, working away all day and every day. This is one of the most flourishing industries in Bruges, where a great many crafts are still practised: pottery, wrought-iron work, furniture making.”


  In the evening we listened to the Carillon concert which is given every Monday and Wednesday. Does it interest you to know that the belfry holds no less than forty-nine bells weighing in all 55,160 lb., and that the great bell cast in 1680 weighs alone 19,000 lb.? You must go and listen to one of these concerts and look at the great belfry, whose towers cleave the sky to a height of eighty-five metres. All authors who have written about it agree that the Belfry of Bruges is the most beautiful in the world. I am convinced you will think the same.


  Ghent


  And now, the time has come to leave Bruges, the town in Belgium that has guarded most preciously its ancient charm; Bruges-the-dead, as George Rodenbach wrote. One day Leopold II met the poet and said: “Bruges-the-dead, yes, you’re right, M. Rodenbach, but don’t worry, we’re going to alter all that; we’re going to give it trams and buses, we’re going to build there, and you’ll see that trade will pick up again.” Fortunately, the old king did nothing of the sort, and Bruges has remained as it was.


  The environment of the town, and Flanders too, are unchanged. Its rich soil stretches in great fields to Ghent, and everywhere little villages cluster round the inevitable spire.


  Twenty-five minutes in the train, and we are in Ghent.


  Another very old town, larger than Bruges and more adapted to modern times. In the past, Ghent was the centre of the textile industry, which was the source of its boundless wealth, abundant testimony of which remains in the splendour and magnificence of its monuments. Ghent is known as “The Town of Monuments.” At one spot one finds seven magnificent Gothic buildings built almost one on top of the other, each of which would have made a name for the town. You should visit more especially the great cathedral (Saint Bavon), which is in itself a museum. This is where you will find the famous altarpiece of the Mystic Lamb, painted by the Brothers Van Eyck, one panel of which was stolen a few years ago. So far only one face of the panel has been returned, and the other has not been traced yet. It is supposed that some collector maniac must have taken it.


  A Bit of History


  Here we have a university—one of Belgium’s four universities. The lectures are delivered in Flemish and great battles had to be waged before the Flemish population secured this concession.


  “And what is that enormous fortress surrounded by water?”


  “That used to be a fortress, as the battlements, portholes and dungeons prove, but that was around 1200. One shell from a modern gun would destroy the whole thing. It is the castle of the Counts of Flanders. Charles V was born there in 1500.”


  “Charles V? That’s a gentleman I was told about at school.”


  “Of course you were. You remember he was King of Spain and Emperor of Germany. He ruled over the whole of Spain and her colonies, a part of Italy, of Flanders, of Austria, and said that on his empire the sun never set. He dreamed of conquering the whole world, but, defeated in his ambitious aims, he withdrew into a cloister when he was fifty-five years of age. He died three years later—for death overtook him despite his power and his glory. Legend has it that he ordered his funeral rites to be carried through before his death, so as to be able to assist at them, but it is only legend.


  “Let us go over this ancient castle, admirably preserved, where skeletons are still to be found in the cellars and where the torture-chamber will make you shiver if you’re at all sensitive.”


  Ghent is still the chief centre of the textile industry in Belgium, and its metal works are world famous. It is also the second port in Belgium. To crown this industrial and commercial activity, Ghent has monopolised the most charming of all cultures—that of flowers. It is our great horticultural centre, and has several flower gardens.


  There are beguinages too. They have remained exactly as they were in the days when the beguines founded their communities, and the nuns who still live there have kept the traditional fifteenth-century costume.


  “But the food is modern, my dear Muriel, and we’re now going to try a culinary speciality of the town. It is called the ‘Hochepot gantoise,’ and we’re going to sample it at the Cour Saint Georges.”


  The Drinks


  “I’ve heard that you have excellent wines in Belgium.”


  “As you know, they are not made here. We leave that to the French, who are past masters in the art. But as the duties on wines are very high and as there is only a slight difference in them whether the wine imported be good or of lesser quality, we generally import very good wine. That is why you may always buy wine in Belgium without qualms. Unless, of course, you prefer that product of our national industry—beer. Our beer is light and refreshing, a harmless beverage, though real connoisseurs prefer English or German beers, which are imported on a very large scale. There is one national beer, however, that is very famous—the ‘gueuze-lambic.’ This is a high fermenting beer which is bottled for several years before being served, and which is kept in cellars like wine. I don’t think you’d like it. It is strong and sourish, and in order to like it you must become accustomed to it. It is the beer of Brussels.”


  And here we are on the way to Brussels.


  We have just visited the coast and Flanders. There are a thousand things still to be seen here. You will see everywhere the everlasting flat pastures and the plains, as the train carries you along, and if you go by car you will find that the sunburnt peasant women, whose hair is gathered into a brilliantly coloured kerchief, will wave a friendly hand at you as you pass; for we are an affectionate people. This artless salute you will answer without a doubt, for having spent a few days among these simple, kindly people you will have grown to like Flanders and those who live and toil there.


  Ten centuries of toil, ten centuries of tumult have passed over this soil … all the armies have known it.


  Despite the armies and invasion, despite new conquerors and new governments, Flanders has remained true to itself—simple and true. Of her past only the fine things have remained; the deathless beauty of finely wrought things, the magnificent strength and genius of long buried architects, and the ever new wealth of its soil, with its proudly waving corn and its carpet of flowers. Flanders, the immortal song of your poets is still ringing in your quiet paths, and your very language, so harsh to those who do not understand, so soft to those who love it, carries with it the spirit of glorious years and the grandeur of a whole race.


  Here the ploughshare was abandoned when the sword was needed to defend hearth and home, and once the sword was lowered, the ploughshares rose again furrowing the brown and generous earth.


  Ten centuries of toil, ten centuries of tumult have passed over this soil.


  Brussels


  “I was impatient to see Brussels,” said Muriel. “What is its population?”


  “About a million. Roughly the eighth of the entire population of Belgium. Brussels is our capital. This is where the King resides, and where Parliament sits. The various ministries are in Brussels too, as well as the National Bank and all the administrative offices.”


  “I see you’re dying to talk politics again. It certainly makes a great many things clear to one. I lend you my ears.”


  “It’s almost impossible to get a real insight into the character of a people, or to respond to the atmosphere of a country if one has no notion as to its government, the great popular ideals, and the general trend of its opinion.”


  “Spare your eloquence for half a moment. We’re snowed under with luggage, you know. Hotel first. Lessons afterwards.”


  “Very well, madam. What hotel shall I advise? The Gallia, a quiet and distinguished hotel where you will meet many English people (2, Rue Joseph II), or the Metropole, a more imposing hotel, a cosmopolitan concern with a café below, restaurant and concert-room? There is Scheers, too, comfortable and middle-class, or the Atlanta and Plaza, the most modern and luxurious.”


  When a hotel had been chosen, we went to the park first of all. Brussels is peppered with parks. Thirty of them, some of which are really remarkable—the Parc Josaphat, for instance, or the Tervueren Parc, the Laeken Parc, the Parc of the Cinquantenaire, the Egmont Parc, where stands the statue of Peter Pan, and also the Royal Parc, where we are now.


  A concert is being given every afternoon in summer. These concerts have their special devotees, a few hundred regular listeners, and the birds in the branches who gather here in greater numbers than in the other parks.


  It is in this garden that the Belgians fought for their independence in 1830.


  Politics


  On one side of the garden you will see the King’s Palace, which was built not very long ago and which is, despite its size, of little architectural interest. The flag is hoisted only when the King is in Brussels. Opposite the Palace; on the other side of the Parc, are the Parliament buildings—Chamber of Deputies and Senate. You will doubtless wish to visit them, and so learn where it is that our laws are made. They have been swelling in numbers these last years. Generally, when things go wrong, laws spring up on every hand. Some people say that it is the other way round, and that the more laws that are made, the worse matters become.


  In Belgium individual liberty is much appreciated—the Belgian is an individualist. Everything that appears to curtail his freedom weighs upon him, and it is extremely unlikely, despite the efforts of certain political adventurers, that dictatorship be ever established here. The democratic government which is ours, however much it is criticised and whatever its shortcomings, seems to be the one most suited to our character. Our members of Parliament are elected every four years. Men only have the right to vote, and they must be of age.


  “And the women?” asked my companion.


  “Women are not allowed to vote, and I agree with you that we should protest against this state of affairs. But we must admit that they don’t take very energetic steps to obtain equal rights. There is some talk of granting the vote to women for the next elections. This promise has been made many times before, but has not been carried out yet.”


  Executive power is in the hands of Ministers chosen from the various political parties, according to the importance of the latter. There are not many political parties in Belgium. Two very important ones—the Catholic party (conservative tendencies) and the Socialist party (democratic)—who together represent more than three-quarters of the voting public. Beside these we have the Liberal party (reactionary) and the Communists.


  Although in principle the Parliament should represent the opinion of the voting public, it would be dangerous to say that it reflects public opinion accurately. This is due to several reasons, the first of which is that the public generally votes for a party as a whole, and not for any particular candidate, with the result that members of one party often represent widely divergent views in Parliament, and often, too, once a member is elected, he evolves rapidly; his political outlook changes swiftly from extremism to a more moderate tempo. This happens everywhere, of course, and our chief grievance against our Parliament is that it is too busy with things of little import and hasn’t the time to settle more vital matters—peace, unemployment, depression, etc.


  The Standard of Living


  Our last government, whose premier was M. Van Zeeland, made a great effort. The World Exhibition, the devaluation of the Belgian franc, and a policy of public works have done a great deal towards diminishing the number of the unemployed. These still total 200,000, which is excessive for a little country like ours. On the other hand, those who work are ill paid, and Belgium is certainly one of the countries in Europe where the standard of living is at its lowest.


  Brussels and a few other big towns have a certain air of prosperity. But you mustn’t be taken in by this: it is only superficial prosperity. Many households have to exist on a salary of less than 1,000 francs (£6 or £7) a month, and in certain parts of the country, in the Borinage for instance, which is the coal-mining district, the workers are reduced to terrible poverty.


  Yet there is no revolt, no upheaval. The Socialists themselves take an active part in this government, and keep their followers comforted with the promise of better times to come. Let us hope they are coming.


  “It was very kind of you to trouble to tell me all this. It’s much more interesting than I should have thought. It will help me to see your people with more understanding. And now, tell me what we are going to see in Brussels.”


  Seeing Brussels


  “A thousand things, Muriel. We’ll start with the Market Place. Its buildings cannot be described—they must be seen. It has often been said that the Market Square should be kept under glass—so perfect is the whole. The Town Hall is famous. It is in the fifteenth-century Gothic style, with hosts of sculptured ornaments that must be seen at leisure, and a 114 metres high tower, crested with the statue of St. Michael—the patron saint of the city—slaying the dragon. This tower is a delicate tracery of stone, so finely carved that it looks like lace. It is curious to note that the tower has not been built in the exact centre of the edifice. Legend again has it that the architect in his despair hanged himself.”


  All around the Market Square are the old Guild Houses.


  A few yards away there is the charming and indecent little statue of Manneken-Pis, which is often taken to represent the special Brussels brand of humour. This bronze statue was raised in the seventeenth century, and history relates that it was erected by a rich merchant of the town, who, having lost his son, found him at that very spot and exactly as he is represented. The statue represents a little naked boy, but often he is dressed up, because he has a vast number of suits of all kinds, given by various societies. Some regiments of the army have even endowed him with a uniform.


  You must visit the admirable cathedral—the Collegiale Ste. Gudule—and the exquisite Church of the Sablon.


  The Law Courts should be seen too, or rather visited, because it would be difficult indeed not to see them, since their great mass overlooks the town. It is the largest palace in Europe; it covers an area of 52,000 square metres. The London Law Courts cover 14,693, and Saint Peter’s in Rome covers 22,000. You will see that we are well served in the way of Law Courts. This imposing monument was built quite recently—exactly fifty-three years ago—and its architect lost his reason and died before it was completed. When you visit this building entrust yourself to a guide, for otherwise you will be lost in no time.


  After climbing all those stairs you will need to rest awhile, and you will find the Amphytrion a few yards farther. This is a very smart café where you may take refreshments or even dine. On the other side of the Boulevard is the Coupole, another smart establishment where one can have dinner too. While we are on the subject, we might make a note of the chief restaurants: Rotisserie Ardennaise, Taverne Royale, Trois Suisses, Palace, Central (down town), Elite, Caves de Maestricht (up town).


  The Commercial Quarter


  The commercial quarter of Brussels is down town, it is the real heart of the city: this comprises the Bourse (Stock Exchange), the Place de Brouckère and the neighbouring boulevards. Up town are the Government buildings, the Ministries, the Banks, the Law Courts, and the great avenues leading to the Bois de la Cambre and the Forest.


  In the lower part of the town you will, on your shopping tours, pass through the Galeries St. Hubert (covered gallery entirely lined with shops), the central boulevards and the Rue Neuve. This is where the more important shops are to be found and is therefore one of the ladies’ favourite walks. The Innovation and the Bon Marché are two very important shops where tea can be taken on the roof, and from where one gets a fine view over the town.


  In these establishments, and in many others situated in every part of the town, lady visitors will be able to find anything they might need or desire. You will find smart shops in every important town in Belgium (Brussels, Antwerp, Ostend, Ghent, Liége and Spa). You need not hesitate to go into these shops and make enquiries, even if you do not finally buy anything. The Belgian shopkeeper is very obliging, very willing to enlighten a potential customer, and, as he expresses it himself, that’s what he is there for.


  “And where can I get a permanent wave?”


  “Forgive me, Muriel. I’d quite forgotten to mention that. I admit it is a very important matter. You’ll have to go to one of the numerous ladies’ hairdressers whom you will find all over the town. I’m not going to give you a list of them, you’d never get to the end of it. But this sort of problem will be solved for you at your hotel. If the establishment has not its own hairdressing and manicure service, the staff can certainly recommend a good establishment.”


  “And what are the places I may go to alone in the afternoon or evening?”


  “Practically everywhere. There are practically no places a woman may not go to alone. The pictures, the theatre, the café, tea-rooms, and even what we call the ‘dancings.’ (The Metropole tea-room is very smart, and at the Saint-Sauveur you will be sure to enjoy yourself too.)”


  “Which theatres do you recommend?”


  Theatres


  “If you’re keen on opera, you’ll have to go to the Monnaie, which was before the War a theatre with a world-wide reputation. It has come down a little these days. The Parc—which is fitted with one of the new revolving stages—gives very good plays. If you want to see a musical comedy, the Alhambra is the place for you, and if you just need comedy and local humour—there’s the Vaudeville.”


  There are any number of cinemas. The programmes are indicated in the newspapers, and probably posted up in your hotel. If you are keen on the ultra-modern film productions there are two names to jot down—the Studio at the Palais des Beaux Arts and the Studio Arenberg, where pictures are given in the original version.


  “Do you have to dress in Brussels to go to the theatre, the restaurant or the pictures?”


  “Very rarely.”


  Sports


  “What other places of amusement are there?”


  “Plenty. If you’re fond of skating, there are two skating rinks—the Pôle Nord and the Saint-Sauveur. If swimming is your favourite pastime, there is the Van Schelle open-air bathing pool. These establishments are open from morning till night, and you get anything you want there—even meals.”


  “And what about the races?”


  “Every day races are run on the race-courses around Brussels. The Boitsfort race-course is very fine. At the Palais des Sports bicycle races are run almost every Sunday.”


  “Do you play football here too?”


  “Football is one of our most popular sports. Every Sunday important matches are played on the ground near Brussels. The largest football ground of all—at the Heysel—can seat 60,000 people.”


  “And is that all, Pierre?”


  “By no means. There’s rowing on the lake of the Bois de la Cambre. When you go to the Bois, as we call it, you’ll see that dotted about among the trees there are a great number of tea-houses where one dances in the open from midday till after midnight. You must not miss that. It is a charming sight! The smartest of these places is the Laiterie; rather more middle-class is the Rossignols; quite popular and unrestrained, the rendezvous of young lovers, is Moeder Lambic and the establishments surrounding it. There you will be able to eat thick slices of bread and butter covered with cream cheese, which is a special Brussels treat. If you want more local colour, order a glass of ‘gueuze lambic’ with it.”


  “If you’re at a loose end one evening, I advise you to go to the Jai-Alai. This is a vast hall (which holds 2,000 people) where the Basque game of ‘balle pelote’ is played. There are professional teams of South American and Spanish players, who are thrilling to watch. Much betting goes on about the matches just as in horse-racing.”


  Art


  “And after this frivolous interlude, tell me about art in Brussels.”


  “You are, after all, the complete tourist. Admirable, my dear! Painting heads the list: you’ll visit the Museum of Ancient Art; naturally. It is filled to the brim with marvels. I won’t bore you with a detailed description of it. But masterpieces by our greatest painters are sheltered there—pictures by Rubens, Jordaens, Breughel, Van Dyck, Teniers, Memlinc, and others. You’ll notice that a great effort has been made to liven up several of the rooms by arranging these ancient treasures in more modern fashion—avoiding overcrowding, or hanging out of reach—with the happiest results. A thorough cleaning of certain masterpieces has done away with an impenetrable film of old varnish which covered many a delicate shade in an old picture, and has revealed glowing tints that had been buried for centuries.


  “You must not get the old Museum mixed up with the modern Museum only a few yards distant from it.


  “The modern Museum is well worth a visit, since it will give you a rapid view of Belgian artistic production for the last fifty years.


  “If the antique inspires you, there is still the Museum of the Cinquantenaire, where Egyptian, Greek and Roman treasures are displayed. This contains marvellous tapestries too, and lace and china, and a host of delightful and varied objects that have settled down there in the name of art and history. The Army Museum is quite near to it.


  “If our Colonial art interests you, you will visit the Tervueren Museum and its wonderful park situated a few miles out of Brussels. Electric trains will take you there in a few minutes. If you’re really passionately fond of African things, there is a tiny shop, Walschot, 71 rue de la Montagne, where you will find the finest collection of African objects in Belgium.


  “Another old museum, small, curious and romantic, that attracts many foreign visitors is the Wiertz Museum. Here are assembled the various works of the painter Wiertz—a sort of visionary. There are others yet, but if you should have time to explore them, you’ll find any amount of information about them later on.


  “Besides these museums, which keep the past alive for us, you should see the Palais des Beaux Arts. This building is quite recent and is situated in the centre of the town. It contains enormous galleries for exhibitions of painting and sculpture, several concert halls, one of which is remarkable and contains accommodation for 2,000 persons. Belgians are very fond of music (even to neglecting other arts in its favour), and very fine concerts conducted by the greatest of musicians are given almost every day. It is in this same building that you will find the cinema which I mentioned before.”


  “And what about the country around Brussels?”


  “We’re coming to that. But I seem to have forgotten a number of things about Brussels itself. Let me get that over first, my dear. You simply must pass through the popular streets of the town—the rue Haute, the rue Blaes, or the rue de Flandre. You’ll see faces beaming with good nature and hear strident, good-humoured voices. At the bottom of the rue Blaes you’ll find the ‘vieux marché,’ a sort of rag market where one can buy anything from a latch-key to a bird-cage, at a very reasonable price. Now and again, too, one finds a real bargain in the way of paintings or furniture.”


  The Annual Fair


  “The rue des Bouchers is interesting also—you can have lunch or supper there one day, for almost every establishment in the street is a restaurant. Many of them are ‘fritures,’ famous for their chips. Mussels and chips are a national dish, and if you like them you’ll find that they are deliciously prepared here.


  “Have I forgotten anything? Yes. If you should be in Brussels between July 18th and August 20th you must visit the annual Brussels fair—complete with ancient and modern booths, attractions and merry-go-rounds.


  “I think that’s about all.… Anyhow, that will give you a fairly accurate general impression—and I hope a pleasant one—of the citizens of Brussels, who are kind and jovial people.


  “That’s all very well,” replied Muriel, “I shall certainly take back a more truthful picture of Belgium because I’ll have followed your advice and benefited by your explanation, but supposing I’d been on my own, what would I have done then?”


  “My dear and absent-minded Muriel, you’d have started by buying ON THE CONTINENT 1936, that most indispensable of guide-books for practical travellers who don’t like cut-and-dried methods. And you would have found in its friendly pages a host of useful and practical information, together with the addresses of our tourist offices, that of the Touring Club (44 rue de la Loi), of the Automobile Club (58 Avenue des Arts), of the Y.W.C.A. (46 rue Coudenberg or 36A rue Jourdan), of the British Consulate (14 rue Stévin), etc. … and you would have read that any of these data could have been supplied by the first and last of your hotel staff. And you would have learnt, too, that Belgium is a great tourist centre, and that even if you spoke English only you’d have every chance of being understood in almost every hotel and public establishment.”


  Environments of Brussels


  There’s an excursion or two that should not be missed before you leave Brussels.


  Waterloo, of course. This will take you sixteen kilometres out of Brussels. As you know, that is the spot where the English and the Prussians defeated Napoleon in 1815, a short time before he was exiled to Saint Helena, where he was to die six years later.


  Nowadays you will find Waterloo a quiet, peaceful little village where a great many monuments commemorate the famous victory. At the top of a hill you will see the Lion of Waterloo facing towards France, and this is a great trial to those who call themselves “the friends of France,” because it is a reminder of defeat. But there—history is history.


  In the war museum of Waterloo you will see Napoleon’s hat and other personal objects which are said to be authentic. The Emperor must have been well stocked in hats if all those kept in countless museums really belonged to him.


  Waterloo is not far from the Forest of Soignes, of which we are so proud. There are magnificent walks in this forest, which is enormous, and it really marks the boundaries of the town of which it is the great game preserve.


  Lastly, if you’ve seen all this and still feel you’re ready for more, there is the Parc of Laeken, with its Japanese tower and Chinese pavilion, and its private royal residence, where the King lives with his children and the Queen Mother.


  All around Brussels are beauty spots, so many of them that it would take too long to mention them all. However, one day spent in Brussels will give you a general sense of the lie of the land and you will realise that you may learn to know the town superficially in a very few days, but that you may live there for weeks on end and find new things every day to stir your interest.


  And you will leave Brussels behind you with very real regret.


  At least I hope so.


  Antwerp and its Harbour


  “After this, Antwerp is calling us, Muriel, but we’ll stop at Mechlin for an hour on our way there.”


  “Is that necessary?”


  “Absolutely! Mechlin is a very beautiful little town (population 60,000). It was the old capital of the Netherlands. Our greatest religious dignitary lives there—the Cardinal Archbishop. You know that the Belgians are for the greater part Roman Catholics—about half of the population. There are, however, a few Protestants and quite a number of free thinkers. Officially, there is no State religion in Belgium, but it is customary to include the Catholic Church in all State ceremonial.”


  Here is Mechlin (Malines). As was to be expected, the most wonderful monument of all is the Cathedral Saint Rombaut. Its tower is one of the most beautiful on the Continent and contains the most famous chimes in the world. Every Monday at 8 o’clock a carillon concert is given here. The dial of the great clock has a circumference of forty-one metres, which means that it is the largest clock in the world.


  Everything is worth seeing in Mechlin (Malines), but this can be done very quickly for all its treasures are huddled together (old houses, old palaces, old churches, and a wonderful bridge).


  The chief industries of Malines are: furniture-making, art tapestry, laces. Its beer is very famous, and so is the vegetable market. This is the home of the “Malines asparagus” and cauliflowers, sold not only in our Belgian market but in most foreign ones too.


  We leave Malines, peaceful, charming, secular.


  And Antwerp is before us.


  This is quite different. A merchant town this, and cosmopolitan. It is the second town in Belgium in order of importance, and the foremost harbour on the Continent—since it took the place held before the War by Hamburg.


  We’ll choose the Century or the Tourist Hotel to stay at, and we’ll have lunch anywhere: most restaurants are good and there are hundreds of them.


  “A little bit of history, Muriel?”


  “If you like. I know it makes you happy.”


  Ancient Glory


  “But it’s the only way to understand a town thoroughly, my dear. You can see its material and physical aspect, but its past, the wonder of its presence and its permanence, can only be explained to you through a historical survey. Let me modestly fulfil this pleasant office for you, and honour me with your attention—for you are the most delightful of listeners.


  “How could I refuse you?”


  “Let me tell you, then, that Antwerp has to-day 600,000 inhabitants. The town was already mentioned in chronicles of the seventh century. But the apex of its power was reached in the sixteenth century. At that time Antwerp could be considered the foremost commercial city in the world, and all arts flourished there. Towards the end of the sixteenth century the decadence of the town began, as a result of religious and political troubles. From 200,000 its population dwindled to 55,000, and for four centuries the Treaty of Westphalia diverted the sea trade from its harbour. In 1863, however, the port takes on new life and it has grown and strengthened ever since.”


  “And what did the War do to all this?”


  “Antwerp is a fortified city, but not fortified enough to put up a strong fight in self-defence, that is why in 1914 it was wise enough to prevent useless bloodshed and destruction.”


  “And the trade slump?”


  On Superlatives


  “We’ve suffered from it as much as our neighbours. And many are the cranes that are idle in the harbour. But here the depression is less sharply felt. What is more, Antwerp does not rely solely on its port for its livelihood. The Antwerp Exchange is very important, and among the town’s chief industries are diamond cutting, sugar refining, textile manufacturing and distilling. In the province of Antwerp radium is produced also. It is there that the largest supplies are produced at the lowest prices. Outside the Central station we have the Meir, which is a wide thoroughfare cutting across the town towards the port. You will visit the cathedral, for here, as nearly everywhere else, the most beautiful buildings are the churches. They are in most cases the oldest relics, having been patiently built and adorned by the most famous and most inspired masters of their time. The Antwerp Cathedral took no less than 200 years to finish. In this church are to be found the most magnificent of Rubens’ works (The Descent from the Cross, The Assumption of the Virgin), but, by a curious abuse, these works of art, which are the common wealth, are veiled, and in order to be able to see them you must pay a fee to the church. However, on certain dates they are uncovered and can be seen free of charge. The cathedral is the largest church in Belgium, and is in every sense a most remarkable building.”


  Here Muriel was seized with laughter.


  “What’s the matter, my dear?”


  “You’ll wear out the superlative, Pierre! This is the tenth time you’ve said: the largest belfry in the world; the most important harbour on the Continent; the widest beach; the most massive monument; the biggest clock.… Aren’t you exaggerating a little?”


  “Not a whit, and it’s certainly not foolish national vainglory that prompts me to say so. Get yourself a footrule and measure, young sceptic. Besides, you’ll admit that one church in Belgium is bound to be the biggest! Well, this is the one. And Antwerp is a very rich and powerful city.”


  “Don’t get upset about it, Pierre.”


  “One of our writers, George Eekhoud, called it the ‘New Carthage,’ and the poet Verhaeren said it was one of the ‘tentacular towns.’ Just follow me, we’re going to the top of that great skyscraper over there. Do you see it?”


  “One can’t help seeing it, it’s so high.”


  “Well, forgive me, but it is the first and highest skyscraper in Europe. The first and highest, do you hear?”


  “You’re incorrigible, Pierre!”


  “Eighty-eight metres high, twenty-four storeys! Take out your foot-rule again and come into the lift, we’re going to count them.”


  “I’ll take your word for it.…”


  A View of Antwerp


  From the top of the skyscraper, a great commercial building to the terrace of which the public is admitted, we saw the whole town spread out below us.


  Here is the Market Place with the Town Hall that has known such hard times. Only the outside walls remain of the original building (put up in 1565). In 1576 the Spanish troops burnt it down; later it was destroyed again during the French revolution.


  From this height, too, we get a fine view of the parks and gardens of Antwerp, which are many and beautiful.


  An English statistician proved some years ago that Antwerp surpassed all other towns in the area devoted to its parks and public walks, considering the density of its population and its size. In this respect (I apologise, Muriel) Antwerp steals a march on London, which takes second place.


  You will see the Zoological Gardens close to the station, which we will visit in detail. It contains over 5,000 animals, including some very rare species, a very well planned aquarium, and special pavilions for the different kinds of animals. In the gardens concerts are given nearly every day.


  Here, below, you will notice that there are several old pinions rising above the roofs; they are the guild houses, richly decorated, which were built during the Flemish Renaissance period.


  “And must we visit the museums?”


  “That shall be as you please. Some travellers are seized with a zealous fervour when they come across museums, and visit them all; that is perhaps ‘wasteful and ridiculous excess.’ The natives themselves don’t do that—but then, they are prevented by their daily tasks from exploring their own treasures.”


  Museums


  It is with museums as with so many other things—one must not have a surfeit of them. Antwerp has a great number. The Musée Royal des Beaux Arts is very rich in fine things; beside the sculptures there are 925 canvases by old masters (Van Eyck, Memlinc, Metsys, Rubens, Van Dyck, Jordaens and many others of the Flemish school), and there are over a thousand modern paintings. There is one little museum that you must visit and that you will certainly love—the Plantin Moretus Museum. Here is the residence and the workshop of the famous printer Plantin, who published such a number of beautiful books in the sixteenth century which have now become priceless. Manuscripts are here, incunabula, engravings on copper and wood, ancient presses and all the printer’s paraphernalia. The Steen is another interesting museum: the antiques exhibited there include armour, arms, musical instruments and instruments of torture. It is complete with prison cells and dungeons. One can see it from here. It is built on one of the quays that edge the harbour. Need I say anything about the harbour? They are very much alike all over the world, but this one is so vast that one must climb very high before getting an all-embracing view of it. There beneath us lie the quays, the wharves, the warehouses, the docks. Later on we’ll go round the port by boat and you’ll be able to see everything in detail after having had this bird’s-eye view of it.


  You must allow me to give you a few statistics concerning the port of Antwerp. You know that it is formed by a natural arm of the Scheldt, which is 500 metres wide at this spot. But it is lengthened by very extensive maritime works. This has allowed for twenty-five basins for water traffic and there are no less than 47 kilometres of landing quays; the warehouses cover 170 hectares (1,700,000 square metres), and 800 kilometres of railway line are needed to link up the whole. The most important sluice is the “Kruisschans” (opened in 1928); it is 35 metres wide and 270 metres long …


  “Makes me think of the Ark,” whispered Muriel.


  … and 240 sailing routes connect Antwerp with ports all over the world, and 10,000 ships come into the harbour every year.


  On the other side of the Scheldt is a little place called Saint Anne, which can be reached by boat or by two tunnels built under the river bed. One small tunnel, reserved for pedestrians, is 570 metres long, and the other, for cars, is 2 kilometres long. These works represent an outlay of roughly 300,000,000 francs, and Antwerp may be justly proud of them.


  Antwerp can boast of all the attractions of a big city—sports grounds, open-air swimming pools, concerts, cinemas, smart shops, tea-rooms, dance-halls and theatres.


  Before leaving the town, let us make a note of a few addresses: Central Office of Tourism (9 rue Leys); Touring Club (Kipdorp 4); Automobile Club (26 Longue rue de l’Hôpital); Auberge de Jeunesse (Leemputstraat 21); Y.W.C.A. (39 rue des Palais); Y.M.C.A. (10 Avenue Elsdonck); British Consulate (105 Avenue de France).


  Then let us leave, full of regret, this active and versatile town, so brilliant and animated, so much more cosmopolitan than Brussels; where at every step one meets strangers and sailors from the seven seas, and where the East and West for ever meet.


  Some other Stopping Places


  “And now,” asked Muriel, “are there any other interesting towns to go to? I would like to see something of the country and the natural scenery.”


  “There are towns in plenty, but it’s not absolutely necessary to visit them. They are less important and less characteristic than those we have seen. Chief among them are Liége and Charleroi, industrial towns which have a charm and beauty of their own but are not so animated as Brussels or Antwerp, nor so beautiful as Bruges or Ghent. Mons, near the French frontier, is in the centre of our black country, a poverty-stricken and arid region. Verviers, near Liége, is just one tremendous weaving loom for woollen materials. Most of the woollen fabrics used in Belgium come from Verviers, but quite a number of us, I admit, have a preference for English materials. A great number of little towns have various claims to fame or interest: Eupen and Malmédy—at the German frontier; Tongres, Lierre, Hasselt, Tournai, Louvain—which suffered a great deal during the War, and is rebuilt now, is the home of the famous centuries-old Catholic university; not far from Antwerp, if you care for curious things, you will find the quaint little town of Gheel.”


  A Town of Lunatics


  Gheel is the town of lunatics. There are lunatics here as well as elsewhere. It’s your famous Bernard Shaw who said: “There are fools everywhere, even in asylums.”


  Here, in addition to the asylums, we have Gheel where harmless lunatics are allowed to roam in freedom. The only restraint put upon them is that they may not wander out of the town. They live with the inhabitants, who are paid for their board and lodging. If you spend an hour in this town, you will meet “pensionnaires,” as they are called, everywhere. They will come forward to greet you, in spite of the fact that they do not know you; offer to carry your parcels, then throw them down because they are too heavy. There are some very curious types among them: there is one who thinks he is the Saviour and who preaches from morning till night; another who imagines he’s a millionaire and who tries to borrow a franc; another, a woman, is convinced that she is the Queen of Holland. Another spends her day curtseying to the passers-by.


  “What a strange town!”


  There’s another man who shakes hands with everyone and who says he has 20,000 children and $$$-77


  beginning, then off he goes murmuring$$$ what a job.” They are gentle and harm$$$ hour spent in their company it becomes almost impossible to determine who, in that little town, is sound of mind and who is not. Thus it may happen that you stop one of the many doctors that attend the patients and ask most earnestly whether he is happy in Gheel, and whether he feels any better. Fortunately, the doctors are accustomed to this sort of thing and don’t get offended.


  But surely you must have read the pages that your genial Dickens wrote about this town where he spent some time, as a visitor, I hasten to add.


  Spa and the Ardennes


  We’re on the way to Spa.


  This is where the Garden of Belgium begins: Spa and the Ardennes. But Spa deserves a special visit.


  “Do you know, Muriel, that in the days when travelling was a great adventure and a greater luxury, Spa was already a famous holiday health resort? Its mineral water existed as early as the twelfth century, and authors of the eighteenth century often mentioned this town in their writings: Voltaire, Sheridan, Grimm, and Casanova have written about it in glowing terms. This is how Spa came to be called ‘the country House of the Fashionable People of the World.’ It was also called the Miniature Europe. The fact alone that its name should have become the general term for resorts possessing mineral springs is abundant proof of its ancient glory and fame.”


  “Naturally, it is the first watering-place in the world?”


  “Well, I’m sorry, my dear, but it is the oldest anyway, and you must come and see for yourself what a charming spot it is.”


  The town itself is small and not of great architectural interest. Gathered together in its centre are the baths, the Kursaal and the theatre, but at a very short distance from these rise the great wooded hills from which lead numerous and delightful walks. There is a very beautiful park where concerts are given at almost every hour of the day.


  Spa lies at the bottom of a great cup rimmed by the hills, even so it is 260 metres above sea-level; some of the hills attain 400 metres, and the “Signal de Botrange” (the highest point in Belgium) is 715 metres above sea-level.


  This will show that the air is healthy enough there. No factories mar the landscape save the one where the mineral waters are bottled. There is a distillery in the town itself, and wooden objects are carved in the curious grey Spa wood—very ridiculous and plain most of these objects are (paper-cutters, pencil-cases, etc.)—which are sold to the tourist, and which are to be found in every shop in the town. Despite this, the only real souvenir you can take away with you on leaving Spa is the memory of its glorious scenery and the rather insipid taste of its mineral springs, containing iron and sulphur, which are excellent cures for anaemia and heart troubles.


  It is in a spot beloved by the fashionable as well as by the tourist. Its Kursaal, with its gambling rooms—always open—has a fine theatre and concert room, a tea-room and dance floor, and reading and drawing rooms.


  A Cure for Everything


  As to the thermal establishment, it is remarkable for variety of treatments. Even if you are not following any especial treatment, it should be visited. You will see the different cabins for the carbo-gaseous baths (against hypertension, arterio-sclerosis, heart trouble or angina), and the turf baths (against rheumatic affections). All the necessary medical services are provided, as well as the indispensable medical apparatus, and more than one swimming pool and Turkish bath, etc.


  Another bathing pool in the open, called the “Piscine Fleurie,” is not very far from the centre of the town, and fine exhibitions of swimming are given there.


  You will put up at the Hôtel de Laeken, which is in the heart of the town, or, if a 200-metre climb doesn’t scare you, “chez Annete et Lubin,” a hotel situated in the hills.


  Around Spa there are plenty of interesting walks, details of which can easily be obtained on the spot. There is a golf course, several tennis courts, a hippodrome, or pigeon shooting for those to whom this barbarous sport appeals.


  In short, but for this, a delightful spot, where every pleasure is provided in surroundings incomparably beautiful. There are many strangers in Spa and, at the present moment, a large colony of German Jews.


  The Ardennes


  Spa is the pearl of the Ardennes, but all around it and far to the south stretch the Ardennes.


  From Spa it will be quite easy to make use of the frequent autocar (charabanc) services leading to the nearest beauty spots in the Ardennes: the Barrage of the Gileppe, the Grottoes of Remouchamps, the Cascade of Coo, the Baraque Michel, the Fagne country.


  And, this accomplished, you should settle in another part of the country, at Dinant for instance (Hôtel des Postes), at Rochefort (Hôtel Biron), at Han-sur-Lesse (Hôtel des Ardennes), or, if one should wish to get down to the very heart of nature, on the banks of the Semois at Alle-sur-Semois (Hôtel la Charmille).


  This is the heart of the Ardennes. It is the wild Ardenne, more splendid and undaunted than at Spa, and whichever way you turn it is always grand and beautiful.


  “What is the Ardenne exactly?”


  “It is a region that is not very clearly defined. One may consider that it is the part of Belgium that lies south of the Meuse. I should advise you to follow the banks of the Meuse from Liége to Dinant, passing through Huy, Andenne and Namur. Namur is a fairly big town, where one could spend a day. It has, like Dinant, a very fine casino.”


  At Dinant, one should dine at the Auberge de Bouvignes, by the river side, where, amidst delightful surroundings, one will taste the most delicious trout and a great delicacy in the way of chicken, “Malines Coucou,” as it is called.


  Apart from the Meuse, which flows through a countless number of delightful little towns and villages (Yvoir, Lustin, Godinne, which are charming resorts quite near Dinant), there are its affluents: the Semois, the Lesse, the Ourthe, the Ambléve, whose banks lead to many exquisite places, all picturesque and peaceful and lovable.


  Every hamlet is a beauty spot and the whole countryside is a paradise for tourists. The cost of living is very low in all these places and nearly all the hotels are excellent.


  No industries thrive here, the soil is too rocky and wooded to encourage them (stone quarries alone are found), and fishing is a favourite sport. (All these rivers abound in trout, which are served at every meal.) In fact, all this part of the country has been delved and crumpled by natural cataclysms which occurred in the days when hyena and bear, reindeer and mammoth paced its forests. The rocks that jut out everywhere and the enormous caverns which are still to be found here and there, go back ten thousand centuries, and are one of the most ancient testimonies of the earth’s history.


  “May one visit some of these grottoes?”


  “Several are open to the public and visits are arranged. The most famous is the Grotto of Han. This is a cave stretching for a length of 1,500 metres beneath the earth’s crust. It is an enormous labyrinth of galleries and shimmering stalactites and underground halls, some of which are 100 metres square and 150 metres high. These are crossed by boat and they are lit by torches and a few electric lights. Besides this grotto, there are those of Rochefort, of Dinant and Remouchamps.”


  Tobacco is Cheap


  “As to the numberless little rivers that lend their rippling charm to this impressive scenery, they water the tobacco fields that lie along their banks. This is the case especially for the Semois, where is grown what is known as the Semois Tobacco. I, for my part, smoke no other, and I have nought but praise for it. It is less aromatic than English tobacco, but at the same time more mellow, yet of a sharper flavour. It should preferably be used for the pipe. I heartily recommend it to you.”


  “My dear Pierre, I’m not a pipe addict!” said Muriel, rather shocked.


  “I never for a moment thought so. If I said that, it was rather to urge you to tell your men friends about it. In Belgium, smokers are favoured indeed. Tobacco is cheap, cigars and cigarettes at all prices and to satisfy all tastes are found everywhere; for the Belgian is a great smoker.”


  “I’ll deliver your message.”


  “And tell them too that our Ardennes are wondrously beautiful.”


  “You may count on me.”


  Grand Duchy of Luxemburg


  “We are so close to the Luxemburg border that it would be a pity not to cross it. We’ll do this by motor, as cars can easily be hired in these parts.”


  “Are the roads good?”


  “To be truthful, our roads are not above reproach. The great highways are very good, of course: along the coast and from Brussels to Antwerp. However, our country is so small that one has soon travelled from one end of it to the other, and so many beautiful places arrest one’s attention on the way, that one is obliged to stop every few minutes, so to speak. However, in order to avoid accidents, it is well to observe that our traffic is kept on the right of the road and not on the left as in England. The itinerary we have traced so far can apply equally well to motor-car travelling as to train journeys. Our highways as a rule keep fairly close to our railroads.”


  This is the Grand Duchy. Perfect roads. We are out of Belgium, but we are excellent neighbours and trading goes on constantly between the two countries. This country is much smaller even than Belgium, but is amazingly beautiful. Several parts bear a striking resemblance to our Ardennes, but they are grander still. It makes one think of Switzerland too, because of the mountains and the splendid forests.


  After having visited Luxemburg, which is the capital and the Grand Ducal seat, and which has one enormous building—the Head Office of the Arbed Steel Works—we will visit Diekirch, from where it is easy to radiate towards the four corners of the little State.


  The Grand Duchy has a population of 300,000, chiefly agricultural and industrial. The Moselle runs through it, and the vineyards that edge the riverside produce the fresh and pleasant Moselle wine.


  There is a wealth of magnificent scenery. A few old castles, among which that of Vianden is the most remarkable, and a good number of abbeys. Mondorf-les-Bains is a famous thermal station. Those who suffer from liver or heart complaints should go there for a cure. You’ll be able to taste of this health-giving drink, and I’m sure you’ll agree with me that it is quite the nastiest stuff you’ve ever swallowed.


  As a consolation, the beers are excellent in Luxemburg, and alcohol is sold freely everywhere. Let me recommend a little glass of Quetsch, which is a most delectable variety of brandy.


  Farewells


  Brussels again.


  The holiday is over.


  With great trouble I managed to fasten the last of Muriel’s suitcases, which are fuller than when she arrived because she is taking several souvenirs back with her. And, because the rate of exchange is favourable, she bought a few things for herself as well.


  In order to dispel the melancholy that was creeping upon us, we decided to have a sumptuous repast at a very select restaurant famous for its cooking: “chez Cordemans” (Petite rue au Beurre).


  As an excuse for this magnificence, I explained to Muriel that the pleasures of the table are divine pleasures, with which she agreed, and that I wished to celebrate worthily our last evening together.


  “You will find that the Belgians rate exquisite food very highly,” I assured her.


  “When you talk about them, one would think that they are a people of great eaters, great drinkers and great smokers. Decidedly they must be very self-indulgent.”


  “Perhaps,” I agreed, “but in so far as our means allow it. I think the reason for that is that we are on the whole a very hard-working people, and that, in order to compensate for our hard work, we don’t forgo certain pleasures. They are not always, alas, pleasures of the spirit, at any rate for the great majority, who allow themselves to be doped with foolish films, and by an empty Press given over to political gossip and abuse, and devoid of ideals. An intelligent people? Certainly. At least, we think so! All peoples have their racial genius, but ours doesn’t express itself easily. Either we are brilliant, or really very mediocre. Very brilliant are some of our people, our great artists (who are forced to go to other countries if they want to achieve fame), our scholars, men of science, doctors, builders, who rival the greatest in the world, and, on another plane, certain of our financiers and manufacturers and business men. But outside this élite of the intellectual, scientific and commercial world, the great mass of the people is known rather for its goodwill, good humour and perseverance. One thing condemns or uplifts a people. Its Press. Ours is a very poor thing: it is not objective, it has no courage, no broadmindedness. It is a thicket of second-hand and ready-made thoughts and beliefs. Yet everyone seems content and those that protest truly cry out in the wilderness. I know that it is not in our country alone that matters are in this state, but that is poor comfort.”


  “My dear Pierre, how agitated you are!”


  An Explanation


  “How could I remain indifferent? Life is not made just for material comforts. The spirit, too, needs food. The trouble is that we are a really very small country. Little country, little people. All these races met on our soil as a result of force or coincidence, yet have been able to join hands for work, to join hearts for love, but I doubt whether they have ever joined their souls. We are a little lonely, clinging to origins, ancestors and cultures that are so different, but that is not an official truth, of course, because officially, as in all countries, the nation is a united whole, in whose veins the blood runs pure and whose thoughts and aims are uniform. It’s too good to be true, I fear, and if it were true, I expect it would be rather monotonous.”


  “But this diversity is, perhaps, the greatest charm of your people, and certainly a great part of its strength.


  “The mingling of so many races cannot but produce a people throbbing with life and energy and a thousand different dreams.”


  “That is a charming explanation, Muriel, and I am grateful that you should have given it, but you must not imagine that these things distress me. If I draw your attention to them, it is because I wish to be honest with you and even show you the skeletons in our cupboards. I’m not paid by tourist offices to recite stereotyped praise before our very institution, to say that everything is magnificent, superb, marvellous, incomparable, unique, and to add that our intelligence and our wisdom matches, if not surpasses, the most remarkable things you may have seen in our country. I wish you to see things as they really are. That is why I unburdened my heart.


  “For having seen all the beauties of my country, with you at my side, dear Muriel—and that was perhaps their greatest beauty—for having recalled the past of my people, for having been in close contact with it again from one end of the country to the other, I feel more exacting towards it. For are we not really favoured by the Gods? Our land is brimful of the marvellous gifts of the past, blest by nature with beauty and diversity. That is why I would wish to see it true to itself and beautiful as its plains and hills.


  “You ask too much, my dear. Remember that what remains to bear witness of the past is its beauty and greatness, that which has stood the test of Time. To-day, as of yore, there are great riches of the heart and spirit here: I’ve been able to prove that often enough during my short stay. But these things are swamped in the tedium of every day, and only the centuries to come will recapture the treasures of our generation. And, doubtless, those that come after us will be silent with wonder and admiration before them.”


  “I hope you are right, Muriel. It is very sweet of you to prophesy such pleasant things, and I suppose posterity will prove your wisdom. But, honestly, you’ve enjoyed this voyage?”


  “More than I can say, Pierre, my only regret is that I must return so soon. How could I take back anything but a pleasant memory of those marvellous things we have seen. I suppose most foreigners say that.”


  A Story


  “Many do, but none so charmingly. That reminds me of a story which I am sure will amuse you. One day, more than ten years ago, an English journalist came over to Ostend. He’d come over for the week-end. He had only a small suitcase with him containing a dinner jacket and a toothbrush. Well, to this day, he has remained in Ostend. This may seem a very artless and improbable story, but it is true. The journalist I’m thinking of can be seen every evening at the bar of the Imperial. He’s nicknamed ‘the Captain’ and if ever you should go there, you can’t fail to see him. He always wears a dinner jacket with a red carnation in his button-hole, and he’s always smiling. When you see him, give him my kindest regards. You will oblige us.”


  “I shan’t forget.”


  “And Muriel, you will come back?”


  “Certainly, Pierre.”


  “Promise, Muriel. Please come again, you and yours. It’s too late now, and all of a sudden I seem to remember lots of things I haven’t shown you. There are so many things I wanted to say to you, Muriel, and that I have not said.”


  “I too. Perhaps … that will be for the next time. Good-bye.”


  “Good-bye, Muriel. I don’t want to let you go.”


  “What a child you are, Pierre. Don’t look so unhappy.”


  “Never mind.… Good-bye.… I say, Muriel, don’t forget.”


  “What?”


  “It only takes three hours to cross the Channel.”


  “I’ll remember that, Pierre.”
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  PARIS


  THERE is one thing about the great capitals of Europe that has so far escaped the geographers, namely, that some of them are masculine and others feminine.


  London, Berlin and Moscow are masculine cities. Paris, like Vienna, is pronouncedly feminine.


  Not that the human feminine element is in the majority or in any sense dominant in the French capital—in all great agglomerations of humanity there are approximately as many men as women. It is the atmosphere of Paris as a whole that has something feminine, something soft and alluring about it; that indefinable something that gives Paris its famous animated, sparkling, vibrating air and, one might almost say, saturates the very pavements with an erotic fluid.


  The Light of Paris


  For more than a century painters, poets and journalists have been trying to solve this secret of the City of Paris; the secret that has made her the Queen of Cities; the secret that lends her name, the five letters P A R I S, a magic sound throughout the whole world. None has succeeded in surprising the secret—but everyone who has come to Paris for the first time has succumbed to her fascination.


  However, even though the equation may never be completely solved, one may endeavour to call attention to some of the essential characteristics and consider the most important elements that go to the making of the harmonious, living total effect produced by the city.


  There is, in the first place, the light of the Seine Valley, a most peculiar, softly diffused light that lends the whole of Paris, its every street, every tree, every stone, an extraordinary and unique patina. The ordinary mortal is normally as little conscious of the light that his eyes absorb as of the air he breathes with his lungs. It is only on special circumstances, as for instance in a wood rich in ozone or in the twilight of dawn, that he breathes and sees consciously. The light of the Seine Valley is no mere theatrical effect, like a sunset behind a mountain peak, but something that is constantly present and by that very fact eludes awareness, though it is an essential ingredient of the City of Paris, which it envelops like a delicately-woven, hazy, amorphous veil. Just look, from this angle, at a few pictures by the great French impressionists like Manet and Monet, Cézanne, Renoir and Corot. They are all hazy with this peculiar light; the famous stippling technique of the impressionists, those vibrating, whorled dabs of colour are its best expression. (Generally speaking, unless you happen to be an expert, you had better leave everything in the Paris jungle of art alone and concentrate exclusively on the impressionists. The Louvre is a chamber of horrors for those who wish to see everything—but if you only see a few good Manets, Cézannes and Renoirs, you will have gained something and will have got a breath of really great painting.)


  Three Experiments


  Then make the following three experiments with the light of Paris; it will bring you closer to experiencing Paris than many hours of sight-seeing in a charabanc. First, walk, preferably very early in the morning, from the Gobelins down the Rue de Mouffetard. Walk slowly, leisurely, as there are many things worth seeing in the Rue de Mouffetard, of which we will speak later. Straight in front of you you will see the cupola of the Pantheon floating through the light—and then you will realise what it is that is so extraordinary about this light. You will have a still more wonderful view if you stop on a clear day on the corner of the Boulevard des Italiens and the Rue Lafitte, and look up the latter. You will see, a few hundred paces ahead, the Trinite Church, and beyond it, fantastic like the enchanted castle of the fairy tales, the almost supernatural vision of the pale steeples of Sacre Cœur. And that in spite of the fact that the famous Sacre Cœur is a rather abominable structure from the architectural point of view. For in the transfiguring light of Paris, architecture in many cases counts for less than the general effect. The Trocadero, which has just been pulled down, was certainly an ugly building, yet it had a remarkable urban-scenic charm.


  Your third experiment with the light of Paris will take place at sundown, during the famous “heure bleue,” when the contours of the buildings seem to soften and to merge into the dusk. Take half an hour’s walk, at about this time, on the Island of St. Louis. Start your walk in the Cité, crossing behind the Notre Dame the St. Louis Bridge to the Island. Go round the Island, strolling along the shore, on the Quai de Bourbonne, Quai d’Anjou, Quai de Bethune, until you come to the Pont de Tournelle, where the statue of the Virgin stands in the middle of the bridge like a note of exclamation. Pause beside this note of exclamation and glance across at the Cité. You will obtain a back view of Notre Dame that is known to few people. Then you will see a few trees, with one foot in the water, so to speak, and bare or in flower or in leaf according to the season. You will also see a few people standing on the quay and apparently angling, but in reality they are merely gazing into the air and reflecting what sort of apéritif they are going to drink. These are no “sights”; they are simple things—a few trees on the edge of the water, a man who appears to be angling, and perhaps also a barge with red and green stern lights floating down the Seine, apparently with a cargo—but all this, set in the blue-grey light of sundown, is like a Cézanne come to life, and more truly Paris than all the great boulevards, to which the true Parisian strays as rarely as a true Seine fish on to the hook.


  Architecture


  But enough about the light. Those who have eyes to see will see it, and those who fail to experience it are in any case hopeless. Nor is it our intention to take up your time with the architecture of Paris. All you wish to know about Gothic, Baroque and Renaissance styles or about Florentine influence, you can learn from your Baedeker. There is only one observation we wish to make concerning the general architectural character of the streets of Paris, to wit, our discovery that the reason you feel so “homey” in the streets of Paris is the fact that they have walls. Naturally, this refers to the average Paris street, composed of average houses, and not to the few reinforced concrete exceptions in the city. These street walls, that is to say the perspectively closed and wonderfully soothing view of the façades, arises from the fact that all the houses have high porte-fenêtres that end level with the ground. The porte-fenêtres have low iron railings running horizontally along the entire frontage and often shaped into a continuous series of very narrow balconies. There are no projecting balconies, no disturbing unevenness. This unbroken horizontal line produces that severely harmonious, perspectively soothing impression of the streets that every foreigner senses, without recognising the cause of the mellow, homey feeling that comes over him while strolling in the streets of Paris. The nature of the building material also contributes in a great measure to this pleasant impression; most Paris houses are built of a sort of limestone, and this assumes that wonderful silver-grey to grey-black patina that is the characteristic colouring of the city.


  Romantic Garrets


  Then, of course, there are the famous mansards, gables and chimneys which, in the upper regions, burst the severe harmony of the street scene with a crazy pattern of zigzags and tapers. Mimi Pinson and the impecunious poet of the garret room have long been dead, but the architectural garret romanticism, the Baroque paradise of the poor tenant, is immortal, like the name of Francois Mansart, who invented this charmingly crazy idea of living in sooty pigeon lofts.


  And so we come to the remarkable species of humanity that inhabits this city, to wit, the native Parisian.


  There are two categories of native Parisians. The first category is composed of hotel porters, maître d’hôtels, taxi-drivers, dealers in luxury goods, etc.; these live for and by the foreigner and belong to that international bastard tribe that the tourist often confuses with the true native, which is, of course, just as wrong as to judge the true Londoner by the standard of the Savoy or the Cumberland. The second category, the true Parisian, is just as unique as the city in which he lives; it is he—and above all she—who gives Paris its characteristic, living impress.


  The most peculiar and at the same time the most typical thing about the life of the Parisian is the fact that it represents a superficially improbable mixture of laziness and industry, an idyllic, countrified quality and city-bred sophistication, a love of pleasure and pedantry. All these contrasts are represented more completely and unostentatiously in a greengrocer’s shop in the 16th or 18th arrondissement than in a hundred novels. Here is a warrant for the 100 per cent. Parisian petit bourgeois, and the longer you know him the more will you agree that the description in the warrant fits him.


  Wanted for Inspection: Man Who


  1. Loves good food, good drink, bad music, bad cigarettes, good clothes for women, bad clothes for men.


  2. Dawdles, loiters, loafs, seems always to be sitting at a café and doing no work whatever, yet he looks twice at a sou before he spends it, and is so capable and efficient, in an unobtrusive, un-German way, that he retires from business on the stroke of his fiftieth birthday, and buys himself a house in the country in order to devote the rest of his life to growing radishes.


  3. Practises no sports apart from reading the sports columns in the papers, leads the most unhealthy life imaginable, and lives to a ripe old age. Lives in his district as though in a village, does not go to another district for months or years, but knows Paris as well as he does his own hand. Apparently never reads a serious book, but good books in France run into umpteen editions. Has no library, the bouquin, printed on poor quality paper and with a yellow cover, being thrown away or sold to a dealer when done with. No living author appears in bound volumes. Culture is not a domestic decoration to be exhibited on a bookshelf, but an article of consumption.


  4. The Parisian is an individualist in excelsis; he lives his life in his own way, and according to his own ideas, and will have no interference from anyone. Yet there is no city in the world with a more passionate collective political sense than Paris. He hates processions and festivities of the German pattern, but when he does demonstrate he goes the limit, with a gun and barricades, as in the Sacco and Vanzetti affair on February 6th, 1934, or in the case of the great Bastille gathering of the Popular Front in 1935.


  5. The Parisian, and particularly the Parisienne, drives the Freudians to despair, for they know nothing about “repressions” and “complexes.” Timidity, prudery and the inferiority complex are strangers to the Parisian. They laugh and shout and “spoon” in the underground as freely as at home. The children do their “small business” in the street—and also on picture postcards—and this is regarded as most amusing. And they say things, in good as well as in bad company, that would stagger an Englishman or a Central European. And—again—they kiss and cuddle everywhere, in the bus, at the café, in the street, and no one takes any notice. For—and this is another contrast—in spite of all his apparent frivolity and gay life the Parisian is a veritable puritan in matters relating to marriage and the family. They are exemplary fathers and mothers, and you will find that all the talk, scribbling and movie-play about l’amour, the cuckold and the femme infidèle is not meant seriously, just like the angling in the Seine.


  Street Life


  The thing that leaps to the English visitor’s eye about the glamorous traits of the Parisian and his mode of life, is the fact that a good deal of the Parisian’s life takes place in the street. The terraces of the cafés with their coloured sail-cloth awnings are right in the street; you lunch at a restaurant that is half in the street; and at the foires (fairs), of which there is always one in one quarter or the other, the jostling crowds likewise disport themselves in the street, while on Sundays the great boulevards of the centre and the outer ring of the city are a teeming corso of badauds (loungers). And in the evening the concierge and the small shopkeeper place their chairs outside the front door in order to enjoy, in the form of all-pervading odours, the menu of the whole block, and to watch the cats and the mangy dogs which he loves with a tender affection. (Thoroughbred animals are an abomination to the Parisian; he regards a pedigree in animals in the same light as foppishness.)


  So Retiring!


  On the whole, the true Parisian is the least known species of humanity in the whole of Europe. For he withdraws from contact with the foreigner as a snail withdraws into its shell. “My home is my castle” to-day applies far more to the French than to the English; for the apparently reserved, shy Englishman thaws up on closer acquaintance, becomes cordial and friendly and invites the stranger of yesterday to his hearth and home; whereas the apparently frank and charming Frenchman only permits the foreigner to approach up to a point, but inwardly he preserves for years a barely perceptible yet unbridgeable distance, gladly and frequently inviting a business friend or a superficial acquaintance to a restaurant, but hardly ever to his home.


  That is why it is so difficult to learn to know the real Paris and the real Parisian. We have said that Paris is a feminine city, and this is also true in the sense that you must woo her with alert senses and a tender heart for a long, long time, just like a woman, before she opens up to the stranger.


  But Paris is a worthwhile conquest. Those who confine themselves to tourist traffic areas and international haunts will no doubt enjoy themselves and get their money’s worth even if they learn no more about Paris than the Etoile and the Champs Elysées, the great boulevards and a few striking spots on Montmartre and Montparnasse.


  But if you have a sense for the charming, hidden treasures of the world, if you wish not only to flirt with a lovely city but completely to possess her, then you must “knock about” in the small bistrots (public houses), go to the small suburban cinemas, travel about by Metro—second class!—instead of by taxi, take your apéritif out on the Porte de Glignancourt or in the outer half of the Vaugirard, take a stroll on a Sunday afternoon in the small streets about the Place d’Italie or on the outer boulevards or on the Butte Chaumont, leaving your Baedecker at home and allowing chance and the mood of the moment to direct you. Then you will return home from your bold expeditions through the labyrinth of Paris with some sort of an interesting episode, a slang word picked up here or there, a Daumier scene impressed oh your mind—one of those precious trifling experiences which will endure in your memory far longer than all the monuments and “magnificent” sights, and which constitute the principal and personal enjoyment of the intelligent traveller.


  Living in Paris


  It is one of the peculiarities of this city that whereas the foreigner feels at home almost instantly in the street, at the cafés, etc., he feels strange and uncomfortable between the four walls of his hotel or apartment.


  Naturally, this does not apply to the great luxury hotels, whose atmosphere is the same all the world over, i.e., un-national and impersonal. Put an experienced traveller on an aeroplane with bandaged eyes, and remove the bandage in a medium-class hotel room at your destination, and he will immediately tell you, by the furniture, the wall-paper, and a hundred and one typical trifles, what city you are in. But set him down in a room at a luxury hotel and, unless there is other evidence, he will never be able to determine whether he is at the Ritz in Paris, Berlin, London, Vienna or Warsaw. Of this type of hotel we mention here:


  Meurice in the Rue de Rivoli, where King Edward VIII as Prince of Wales used to stay;


  The Ritz in the Place Vendôme, where you will still encounter what used to be described as the “international aristocracy”;


  The Crillon, with its famous view over the Place de la Concorde;


  The George V in the street of the same name, which is the youngest among the large hotels in the international class;


  And Claridge’s, the Bristol, Majestic, etc.


  Next to the exclusive luxury hotels there is in Paris, as elsewhere, the type of hotel that is defined as “first in the second class”; that is to say, large establishments like the Lyons’ hotels which provide the greatest possible comfort without possessing the exclusive note of the first-named category. However, the English traveller ought to know from the outset that French hotels of this category have not attained the high standard as their English equivalents. The service is not so prompt and unobtrusive as in the English hotels, the house telephone does not function so accurately, the head porter is not a walking encyclopaedia, while the maids are less “ladylike” and the waiters less gentleman-like than on the other side of the Channel. On the other hand, the traveller has a greater measure of personal freedom in the French hotel, in that he is accorded unrestricted control of his room or suite, and is entitled to receive visitors of either sex at any hour of the day and night. This is regarded as a matter of course, and neither the head porter nor the rest of the staff take any notice of it.


  Medium and Small Hotels


  As examples of the category defined above we mention the following hotels: Ambassadeurs on the Boulevard Haussmann (which is not to be confused with the famous restaurant of the same name in the Champs Elysées); Regina in the Rue de Rivoli, and Lutetia on the Boulevard Raspail.


  In addition, there are countless medium-class and small hotels which you will find in any district, and which it would be impossible to enumerate. This category is recommended to those who propose to spend several weeks or months in Paris without paying too much for accommodation. But you will not be paying “too much” if you are charged from £2 to £4 per week—according to district—for a medium room with bath at a medium-class hotel. As regards the various districts, the foreign tourist centres are naturally the most expensive, while the purely Parisian districts are the cheapest. The districts round the Opera and the Madeleine, the Champs Elysées and the Montparnasse, are comparatively expensive. The Quartier Latin, which is inhabited by students with traditionally slender purses, and the Montmartre, which many foreigners visit but few stay at, are somewhat less expensive. The hotels are cheapest in the quarters inhabited by the lower middle-class, such as the 14th and 15th arrondissements, that is to say round the Porte de Versailles and in the vicinity of the Porte d’Orleans, where in recent years many modern new buildings have been erected; these are occupied by many artists and intellectuals. The working-class districts round the Porte d’Italie, Belleville and the Bastille, are naturally cheap, but are hardly of account to foreigners in the matter of comfort and cleanliness.


  As a general rule the differences in hotel prices in the various districts are accompanied by almost equal differences in standard and quality. If, in a “cheap” neighbourhood, you wish to have a fairly decent bed and bathroom at a fairly decent hotel, the price will go up in proportion with your increased requirements.


  Bathrooms


  In particular, the question of a separate bathroom is decisive in this connection. The desire to take a daily bath is regarded by the medium-class French hotel-keeper as a crazy foreign foible, and a separate bathroom as a luxury for which the foreigner must pay a luxury price. There is a large number of new hotels in Paris where every room has a separate “cabinet de toilette” with a wash basin each for the upper and lower parts of the body and a separate W.C. Only the bath tub has been forgotten everywhere. On the other hand, the aforesaid vessel for the hygiene of the southern portion of the anatomy is all the more in evidence, a constant nightmare that pervades every small hotel room and leaps to the visitor’s eye—and olfactory organs—immediately upon his entry, but which the small hotel-keeper obviously regards as an important ornament.


  Burning Fireplaces


  And this brings us to the atmosphere of the small hotel. Many thousands of Englishmen of limited means live at these small Paris hotels, in tiny, loudly wall-papered rooms characterised by a remarkable idyllic hideousness. “Comfort moderne, Gaz, Electricité, Eau Courante,” reads the proud legend on the signboard outside. And within, in the dark hall, ensconced in a glass cage, sit the watch-dogs and dreaded tyrants of the tenants—the concierge and his wife. Another cage, iron-trellised, awaits the visitor further on. It is “L’ascenseur,” the pride of the house, which rises with charming leisureliness up the shaft, wheezing, moaning and creaking as though it were climbing nothing less than Mont Blanc. If there are two passengers in the lift they have the choice of travelling to the upper regions tummy to tummy or back to back—and many a marriage owes its existence to tender beginnings on a journey between the ground floor and the garret. You are disgorged by the lift on to a dark corridor, then you are in your room.


  The first thing that catches your eye is the washbasin, with the aforementioned ominous complement, which is made of enamelled iron and stands on four rickety legs. Then you see the vast French double bed with two pillows, which automatically steer a single person’s thoughts in a certain direction. A third important piece is the false fire-place with the imitation marble mantelshelf and the imitation Venetian looking-glass above it; the awful example of the Englishman who thought that the fireplace was genuine and tried to light a fire in it, whereupon the whole hotel went up in smoke, should serve as a serious warning to the inexperienced.


  Gay Wall-paper


  Finally, we must mention the walls of the room. They are made of plaster and covered with paper, so that, on the one hand, every sneeze in the adjacent room causes your own to shake as though from a fairly violent earthquake shock, while on the other hand the more intimate life of your neighbours becomes an open book to you. After all, people with a clear conscience need have no secrets from the world. As regards the wall-paper, it is populated either by flowers or by birds in all colours of the rainbow, so that you see them even when your eyes are shut; but if you suffer from insomnia you may amuse yourself, gratis and for nothing, by counting the birds or by discovering the profiles of old men or the outlines of strange beasts in the rest of the design, as you do with “nigger in the pile” sort of puzzles. The most charming thing in small hotels is the telephone, which is installed in the concierge’s cage; when the tenant is rung up by a friend he may dash down the dark winding staircase from the third or sixth floor, only to find that the line has been disconnected.


  So much for the small hotels. As we have said, they have their own poetry of discomfort, of ease and unease, which soon ensnares and fascinates the tenant, so that he often remains for years in the same impossibly tiny room in which he at first thought he could not bear it another day. This, too, is part of the magic effect of Paris.


  Of boarding-houses (Pensions de Famille) there are fewer in Paris than in other large European cities, perhaps mainly because the sacred tradition of restaurant meals is too strong and too attractive to the foreigner as well for him to tie himself down to boarding-house meals. Nevertheless, there is a number of good boarding-houses in Paris. Prices are from about 10s. per day for full board-residence. However, as we have said, it is rather fun to feed at restaurants, and unless you prefer quiet or must avoid restaurant food for dietetic reasons, you are advised not to go to a boarding-house.


  Flat hunting for a long stay in Paris is, in view of all this, no simple problem. It is best to read the newspaper advertisements (Intransigeant, Paris-Midi and Paris-Soir daily contain a large selection of Locations meublées advertisements), but there is also an information bureau run for the benefit of tourists by the association of Paris hotel-keepers (La Centralisation Hôtelière Française, 4 Place Vendôme), where information re accommodation, prices, etc., of the individual hotels is supplied free of charge.


  


  PARIS BY DAY


  It takes some time before the visitor is able to distinguish the various parts of Paris, the individual quartiers, according to their peculiarities, and—for his own orientation—to group them in a clearly surveyable manner.


  The first classification that automatically settles in the foreign visitor’s mind after the first few days is a differentiation between the North and South Poles of the city, that is to say, between Montmartre and Montparnasse. Each lies on a hill, a mont, and they are connected by a main artery of the Metro, which is known as the “Nord-Sud” line.


  Then, gradually, the centre of the city becomes crystallised in the mind as a complete whole. It forms an almost rectangular square block, bounded at the upper edge by the great boulevards and at the lower end by the Rue de Rivoli, from the Place de la Concorde to Chatelet.


  An extension of this city block, like an arm extended towards the west, is the Champs Elysées and the Quartier de l’Etoile, the smartest part of Paris. And, finally, approximately between the city and Montparnasse, between the centre and the “South Pole,” lie the Quartier Latin and the Quartier du Luxembourg, the strongholds of the students and intellectuals.


  Each of these five centres becomes associated in the foreign visitor’s mind with a definite, specific function. The centre and the first part of the Champs Elysées is linked with shopping. The region comprising the upper part of the Champs Elysées and the Etoile is the place for afternoon walks, for loitering aimlessly, for lounging in the big cafés at apéritif-time, for car parades to the Bois. The two poles, Montmartre and Montparnasse, are the centres of the night life of Paris. The Montmartre, in particular, does not exist for the foreign visitor by day. Finally, there is the Quartier Latin—well, here you meet, at the students’ cafés round the Sorbonne, the type of people who are very intellectual but very impecunious, who withdraw to their beloved quartier as a snail withdraws into its shell and will not be lured to the “smart” districts on any account.


  That, roughly, is the practical geography of Paris from the foreigner’s viewpoint. In fact, 90 per cent. of all the foreigners in Paris will be found in the five centres mentioned here. The rest of Paris is the realm of the natives.


  If you wish to know something about these other parts of Paris, then the best thing to do is to spread out a map of the city on the table and travel round the centre in a clockwise direction.


  The “Chinese Wall”


  Start on the eastern side, that is, to the right of the city, at the eastern extension of the great boulevards. Here, from north to south, runs the Boulevard de Strasbourg and its extension, the Boulevard de Sebastopol, dead straight like a wall, and this is in fact the Chinese Wall that separates fashionable Paris from the poorer districts. Here, in the extreme north-east, you will find the pronouncedly proletarian districts of La Villette, Belleville and Menilmontant, the Whitechapel of Paris, yet very different in character from London’s East End. The difference lies in the southern, Mediterranean tinge of Paris which we have already mentioned and which endows even the worst misery with a remarkable, shimmering picturesqueness that is strongly reminiscent of Italy. A walk through this district is eminently worth while, and in many respects far more edifying than lounging perpetually at Weber’s or at the Dome. But you must not keep to the great outer boulevards; stroll aimlessly through the small streets and alleys, particularly where they go uphill. On the other hand, you may safely omit to visit the Père Lachaise, which is also in this district. You will know more about the great men who are buried here if you read their works, or about their deeds, than if you inspect the memorials that mark their graves. One gravestone is like another.


  The wide strip between the outer boulevards (Boul. de la Villette, Boul. de Belleville, etc.) and the Republique-Bastille line is rather colourless and tedious. On the other hand, the districts between Republique-Bastille and Republique Boulevard de Sebastopol (third and fourth arrondissement) are most lively and colourful. There is, for instance, the modern ghetto round the Rue de Temple with its indescribable misery—all anti-Semites who think that the name Jew and financial power are synonyms ought to be taken for a walk here. Then there is the district round the Bastille, one of the oldest in Paris; and finally the Ile St. Louis, a magic sleeping-beauty island in the heart of the Metropolis, a visit to which at dusk has already been recommended in the first chapter.


  The Cité


  Near by is the Cité, the cradle of Paris (since this was the site of the Roman city of Civitas), one of the chief attractions for foreign tourists, with the Notre Dame, the Palais de Justice (and also the Prefecture of Police, with its boring manipulations of residential permits). We will give these a miss, in common with all the typical “sights” which the tourist may look up in an ordinary guide—our object is to describe the less known, less familiar features, of the city.


  For the same reason we will not pause in the adjacent world-famous fifth arrondissement, the Quartier Latin and its environment, the magnificent edifices of the Pantheon, Sorbonne, Luxembourg Palace, etc., and will rather take an aimless stroll in the fantastic labyrinth round the Rue de Mouffetard and the Place de la Contrescarpe, in the small streets east of the Place Saint Michel and behind the Pantheon, that picturesque jungle of medieval Paris. That is the district of the real students, the real garret and Grub Street romance, far more so than the famous Boul. St. Michel itself. Those who sit about here in the big cafés, at the Capoulade, Dupont-Latin and Source, represent the dandyhood of the university with their excessively self-conscious, sham Bohemian manner, their noisy, somewhat arrogant behaviour, their boulevard girls and stuffed shoulders. Do not let them bluff you. They are not the real denizens of Grub Street. The real down-at-heel intellectuals sit in the lecture rooms or in the small bistrots, or walk, absorbed in highbrow talk, in the remoter parts of the Luxembourg Garden. They have no money for the sham grisettes of the Capoulade—there are prostitutes in the Quartier Latin who pretend to be students or the mistresses of students—and they look for sweethearts among the daughters of the concierges or among the assistants of the cleaning and dyeing establishments of their quartier, or try, in a touchingly comic manner, to get off with the governesses in the Luxembourg.


  The Garden of Romance


  The Luxembourg Garden! If you carefully avoid the sometimes abominable statues and plaster casts, you will see many delightful idyllic things. There is, for instance, the big pool where the children sail their wonderfully well-rigged ships. The sailing ships are hired by governesses and mothers at 3 francs per hour from the “Admiral,” a lame ex-soldier of the Great War. Naturally, the adults derive more enjoyment from this game than the children. They stand round the pool and exchange expert remarks about tacking, port side and lee side, the force of the wind and tacking. The children themselves are fairly blasé and one is inclined to suspect that they are only engaging in the show for the benefit of their elders. Then there are those famous old gentlemen with their croquet games. They have their own playground and no one under fifty is allowed to join in the game. Most members wear beards and the ribbon of the Legion of Honour. They never cease quarrelling but only come to blows very occasionally, and they are masters of croquet. There is also a “Long Thumbs” club, membership of which is similarly confined to gentlemen of mature years. They play a sort of tennis with a high net, featherweight balls and enormously long rackets, the rules of which are a mystery to all but themselves. The game is not played anywhere else in the world, though experts assert that this comic sport is the ancestor of tennis. The famous Guignol is a puppet show, where the children take their elders as a reward for good behaviour. Then there are the three famous goats, with their gay bells, on which children from three years upwards can have a ride. However, as far as the students are concerned the chief attraction of the Luxembourg are the governesses and the girl students. It is amusing to watch the tragi-comedies that take place here at every turn, when, for instance, a pretty girl sits down on a hired chair and is within five minutes surrounded by earnest-looking young men.


  Close to the Quartier lies the thirteenth arrondissement, which is partly (round the Place d’Italie) purely proletarian, but has small islands of art, such as the Boulevard Arago, where there are many cheap studios to let.


  The Chelsea of the World


  If we continue, still in a clockwise direction, we now come to the Montparnasse, which is also a centre for artists and foreigners in Paris. The heart of Montparnasse is the corner by the Métro Vavin, with the famous cafés Cupole and Dôme (the third of these famous cafés, the Rotonde, closed its doors in 1935). The more outlying parts of the fourteenth and fifteenth arrondissements are mainly inhabited by the lower middle class, but there are a large number of new buildings here which, particularly round the Porte d’Orleans and the Porte de Versailles, have developed into strongholds of the foreign element. Farther out, on both sides of the Porte d’Orleans, and round the very lovely Parc de Montsouris, an entirely new town has grown up—the Cité Universitaire, in which many countries and French provinces have erected veritable palaces for their students; a second, new Quartier Latin, though for the present lacking in colour and tradition.


  If we return to the inner belt, we will find that here too, on the left bank of the river, the city becomes more “middle class” the farther west we go. The Boulevard St. Germain and its immediate vicinity, in particular, are famous for their patrician palaces. Close to this district are the political and diplomatic quarters of Paris, centring in the Chambres de Deputés and the Quai d’Orsay. The “Institut de France,” stronghold of the “forty immortals,” is also here, embodying (and perhaps also ossifying) the oldest French tradition and attracting both admiration and ridicule. For the Academy of the Immortals has long ceased to represent the intellectual flower of the nation, and its cult of tradition has to a considerable extent degenerated into a conservatively reactionary mentality.


  The “Right People”


  Our circular tour has brought us to the Seine once more. We see before us the vast area of the Eiffel Tower, the Champs de Mars and the Dôme of the Invalides, a very modern upper middle-class district. But if we cross the Seine we shall be entirely in the realm of the upper middle class, among the “right people,” in the exclusive residential district of Auteuil and Passy, which adjoins the Bois de Boulogne in the west, and, in the north, the Champs Elysées and the Avenue de la Grande Armée, its extension beyond the Etoile. Still further north the dignified restfulness and peace of this specifically residential quarter is relieved by the gay life of the Ternes district, whose smartness naturally also has its seamy side. For just as in Montmartre (but not in Montparnasse), the amusement industry in this quarter comprises a large quota of a certain element, and if to the superficial observer the Ternes district appears to be dominated by ladies of the “half-world,” to the initiated it is clear that it derives its characteristic tone from their male protectors, which is naturally one of the least gratifying aspects of Parisian life. During the Stavisky case, in particular, a great deal was said and written about the “gangsters of Ternes,” of “Joe le Terreur” and his gang, and the whole unwholesomely glamorous agglomeration of shady financiers, impresarios, unsuccessful boxers, sinister men-about-town, film hangers-on, and members of the “upper underworld.”


  But all this is only evident to the initiated, and it should not be assumed that the district is “dangerous” to the foreign visitor; to say that would be utterly ridiculous. The romantic age, when the underworld held up individual persons demanding their money or their life, is as distant as the post-chaise and wigs. These people operate on a large scale and in an up-to-date manner; they do not worry about trifles.


  Champs Elysées to Montmartre


  On both sides of the Champs Elysées there are high-class residential areas, which, as you proceed along the Champs Elysées, merge into the shopping district, continuing along the Nord-Sud line from the Gare Saint Lazare as far as the Place de la Concorde, bordering on the centre.


  The whole of this middle-western part of the city is still in the sign of the Second Empire and the famous Monsieur Hausmann, Prefect of Napoleon III, who built the wide avenues and boulevards.


  To the north of the city, beyond the Boulevard Hausmann and the great boulevards, is a business quarter which, however, is already palpably under the influence of Montmartre, which towers above it. The small shops so typical of Paris, the little stationery, hardware, provision and other shops, alternate in colourful variety with the places of amusement in the Rue de Faubourg Montmartre, the Rue Pigalle, etc. The Casino de Paris and the Folies Bergère are here, in addition to countless establishments which by day modestly conceal behind a modern, respectable façade their anything but respectable nocturnal functions.


  East of this we come upon the large railway station, Nord and Est, to the Boulevard Strassbourg—the “Chinese Wall”—at which we began our circular tour. To the north lies Montmartre itself.


  “Gents” in Bowlers


  What is the Montmartre like by day? A hill crowned with a vast, fortress-like church; a late medieval village with narrow streets, steps, corners, cats, children, sleepy prostitutes, bumpy pavements, and refuse boxes at every turn. That is the enchanted panorama of the slopes which were formerly covered with luxuriant vineyards. But the southern slope of the hill looks down on the famous series of northern boulevards (Clichy, Rochechouart and La Capelle); and upon these are strung, like coloured pearls, the Place Clichy, Place Pigalle, and Place Blanche. It is true that many respectable citizens live on Montmartre, and it is equally true that the majority of its inhabitants belong to the industrious, hard-working part of the people of Paris. And yet the people here give the impression that they have not had sufficient sleep and as though their real existence only began when the lights blazed up in the evening.


  You also see in the cafés, particularly in the vicinity of the Place Pigalle, from early afternoon onwards, those peculiar men who seem to have been born with their hats on their heads and a cigarette stuck into the corner of their mouths, men who, in some indefinable manner, betray at a first glance that they belong to the class that supplies most of the material for the more thrilling columns of the daily papers.


  Finally, still farther north, on the other side of Montmartre, there is another belt of miserable proletarian quarters, from Batignolles to La Chapelle, and it is here that, at the Porte de Clignancourt, you will find the famous “Flea Market,” with which we will deal in greater detail farther on.


  And the centre, the heart of the city, the quarter situated round the Opera?


  During our circular tour we have been travelling round this quarter without touching it. And, in fact, the City of Paris, in spite of its monumental historical buildings—Louvre, Palais Royal, the Opera, the Madeleine, Pont Neuf, Place Vendôme, etc.—has become the most un-Parisian portion of this wonderful city. Except for the buildings, everything is here intended for foreigners and by foreigners. And with the exception of the small streets between the Bourse and the Halls, the febrile, pulsating life of the centre is an undigested foreign body in the real Paris. The great boulevards—Md. Madeleine, Italiens and Capucines—are, despite their strident, excited turmoil, just as colourless and tiresome as Piccadilly Circus, the Kurfürstendamm in Berlin or the Kärntnerstrasse in Vienna.


  So we repeat our advice—if you really wish to know Paris go to the native quarters. The central parts of all great cities in the world increasingly tend to assume the same dreary metropolitan character; they appear like the tedious, over-technical reflection of the metropolis of the future, somewhat, like Everytown in Mr. H. G. Wells’s film or, more horrific still, like the penetration or the dreadful thing called Americanism.


  Small Pleasures


  Of all the arts that thrive in Paris one has attained the highest perfection—the art of idleness. In no other city in the world are such varied, subtle and strenuous methods of idleness practised as in Paris. For real idleness is a difficult business demanding knowledge and experience. But with the Parisian this cheerful art is innate. The geographical scene for the practice of this art is the café.


  There are many kinds of cultivated idleness and many kinds of cafés. What they all have in common is a certain railway waiting-room aspect, with long upholstered seats along the walls and narrow avenues of chairs. The rainbow colours of apéritifs and liqueurs behind the desk also represent a common feature. So does a certain easy arrogance of the waiters, the acute discomfort of the seating and the extreme cheeriness of the atmosphere. Again, typical of them all are the small saucers marked with the price of the refreshments served, from which the visitor may build pretty castles, rising to various heights according to the number of drinks consumed by him.


  The hours of the café and of the sacred idleness of which they are the scene, are evenly distributed. Shortly before 12 midday is the time for the apéritif, while shortly after 1 o’clock begins the hour of the after-dinner coffee. The “hour” lasts till 3 or 4 o’clock. But 5 o’clock is already the time for the evening apéritif, which lasts till 7, and 9 o’clock sees the commencement of night business at the café. You will observe how strenuous idleness can be.


  In the warm season people sit on the terrace of the café, which is designed to impede pedestrian traffic as much as possible and therefore occupies half the pavement. In the cold season the big cafés have brasiers on their terraces. There is a terrific stench of coal gas, which naturally adds to the cheeriness of the atmosphere.


  Café Life


  There are various types of cafés. There are, in the first place, the vast luxury establishments of the Champs Elysées, like Triomph, Colisée, Select, etc.; then the famous Weber in the Rue Royale, which is the rendezvous of the business world; the noisy big cafés along the Grandes Boulevards, like Maxeville, Madrid, and all the rest, where at the time of the evening apéritif there are crowds of unescorted young ladies, so that the innocent foreign visitor may quite easily find himself arriving alone and departing à deux. On the Boulevard St. Michel are the big students’ cafés Capoulade, Dupont-Latin, etc., which we have already mentioned in another connection. On Montparnasse there are the Dôme, Coupole, Napoli, Paillette and other cafés which were formerly the meeting-places of artists from all over the world, but are to-day the haunts of sham Bohemians who would like to be taken for artists, though they have nothing in common with real artists beyond their impecuniosity. But these are merely signboards rather than real Parisian cafés. The cafés round the Place Clichy, the Place Blanche and the Place Pigalle on Montmartre approximate more to the genuine article. With the exception of the respectable middle-class Wepler café, where respectable citizens take their families, the majority of the Montmartre cafés have a very mixed clientele—and none but the keen observer will be able to distinguish the right kind from the wrong.


  The old Parisian custom of after-theatre suppers is only maintained to-day by a few cafés, such as Wepler’s, Weber’s, and the Café de la Paix by the Opera, which used to have a resounding reputation but which has now become far less distinguished.


  But the really genuine Parisian café is the small establishment that is called not café but bistrot. It has few tables, and most of the patrons stand round the counter, for the price of refreshments consumed standing is only a third or a quarter of the “sitting” prices. The most important features of the genuine Parisian café include the gambling machines and the telegraphic tele-writer.


  Parisian Punters


  The endless strip of paper that creeps all day long from the apparatus bears the Havas bulletin with political reports and Bourse quotations and, above all, racing results. The Parisian of the lower middle-class is a passionate punter, but he does not go to the race-courses, and places his bets with the local bookie. And while the races are run, he stands at the counter in his bistrot and follows with intense excitement the strip of the tele-writer recording the results. On Sundays, in particular, there is brisk business at the bistrots during racing hours.


  The idea that he might pay a visit to the race-course would seem too adventurous to the genuine bistrot frequenter.


  It is both fantastic and moving to sec how keen the Parisians are on playthings. And the trade is making constant strenuous efforts to provide ever new toys, for they go out of the fashion very quickly and must be replaced.


  But automatic roulette survives all these modes. Here the player throws a 5-sou piece into the slot and has the chance of receiving back 10 or 15 sous in the form of a free refreshment voucher. Only the most conservative Frenchmen adhere to the good old game of dice, with the aid of which they decide who is to pay for the apéritif.


  Fairs


  This passion for games and amusement is also catered for by the great foires, one of which is sure to be proceeding in one quarter or another at practically any time of the year. On such occasions the city streets suddenly change into a country fair ground with teeming crowds and countless tents and booths in which you can see or buy the most improbable things, from honey cakes to radio apparatus, and from recently patented tin-openers to framed oil prints. Soothsayers and suburban fakirs erect their tents side by side with rifle ranges. Flower vases and canaries, petrol lighters and gramophone and a hundred other things merge into a chaos of sound and colour. But here too it is the gaming booths that play the principal rôle. There are huge roulette and Japanese billiards sets, jeu de massacre and lotteries; there’s something to be won everywhere, yet in the end you lose your last sou. And overtopping all the tumult, there is the blare of giant loudspeakers as they pour out the latest song hit over the whole fair ground, and the people feel like children on holiday.


  In addition to these seasonal fairs there are also permanent markets that you can visit any day in the year, such as the fantastic bazaar for second-hand cars at the Porte de Vincennes. But foreigners should be on their guard—to buy a second-hand car in Paris is a most risky business, as some of the dealers are sly scoundrels, worthy successors of the horse-dealers’ guilds, from which the garage guilds are historically descended. The cars are doped, just as horses used to be doped, in this case with a misleading new coat of paint or with a faked speedometer or by the use of specially heavy motor oil for the test drive, and so on. If you require a second-hand car, your best course is to apply direct to the makers, who usually sell little used test cars or returned cars at reasonable prices after a thorough overhaul.


  The “Flea Market”


  A second permanent market is the world-famous Marché de Puce, or “Flea Market,” at the Porte de Clignancourt. There you will find absolutely everything, from rusty nails and second-hand hairpins to complete house furniture, pictures and antiques. A stroll through the “Flea Market” on a Sunday is one of the most amusing things Paris has to offer. However, you will have to forget about the romantic illusion that you may discover among the grimy lumber a genuine Rembrandt or Picasso. That really used to happen on the Marché de Puce formerly; but to-day the antique dealers, art dealers and their agents are far too keen and alert to miss such bargains, and the market dealers also know how to conceal behind an innocent expression a great deal of expert knowledge. However, it is still an iron rule of good manners in this market to offer a third of the price you are asked to pay, and then come to terms at about half.


  Having visited the “Flea Market,” you simply must not omit to patronise the big café of the Cité d’Occasions, the Ritz of beggars, second-hand dealers and the like. You sit on a rough wooden bench and order either frites or fritures at the unit price of 30 sous, with half a litre of Vin Rosé, and enjoy the rare pleasure of studying types and typical scenes on the spot. At the same time, you are advised to take a little bicarbonate of soda after your meal at this café.


  What the “Flea Market” represents in the field of discarded lumber, is embodied by the bouquinistes in the intellectual world. The bouquinistes are the second-hand shops of the intellect, and strolling and browsing among the billions of printed pages can be an adventurous pastime. Of course, in this case too, you must renounce all hope of discovering a genuine Daumier or a particularly valuable etching and securing possession of it for a few francs: but these shops are still a veritable mine of precious finds and curiosities. You can still purchase leather-bound classics at low prices, as well as early prints, atlases and etchings of all kinds. The vast second-hand and remainder stores, where you can buy works which were fashionable and popular yesterday but are completely forgotten to-day, symbolise the transient nature of the things of the spirit. The paper jungle of detective novels is a veritable Eldorado to those who like this kind of literature. There are more murders, poisonings, stabbings and miraculous escapes to the square yard in these places than even the most sensation hungry reader can digest. And side by side with death there is Love, books with more or less unambiguous frontispieces which the foreigner inspects furtively and with a blush, but which the Parisian browses in with frank delight. By the way, there are special shops for such books and illustrations all over Paris.


  The Parks


  The big Paris parks also provide some of the “minor pleasures.” Each of these places has a character of its own. The Parc Monceau is the typical “pitch” of the children of well-to-do middle-class families. If you spend half an hour in this park with open eyes you will observe the pale faces and listless expressions of the middle-class children of Paris, how carefully they are smothered in clothes in order to guard their bodies from an access of fresh air, and how intolerably unpleasant the governesses are.


  The Buttes Chaumont is a working-class park which is particularly crowded on Sundays. The Tuilleries, with its magnificent view of the Louvre and the perspective of the Champs Elysées, is a typical city island—a few cubic yards of ozone in a sea of petrol fumes. The Luxembourg Garden we have already mentioned. The Bois de Boulogne is no longer a park, but—as its name shows—a proper wood. In the morning you can go boating there or you can feed the swans, and at midday you may lunch at the delightful island restaurant. At night, however, walking in the Bois is a somewhat delicate matter. It goes without saying that the silent avenues exercise a magnetic attraction on lovers who lack normal facilities for courting, and if they happen to own a car the attraction extends to the vehicle as well. Unfortunately, the Bois also attracts those elements who derive profit from these idylls in various ways.


  Opposite the main entrance of the Bois, near the Porte Maillot, lies the Luna Park, a paradise of innocent amusements on a fine summer evening. Here, at last, technical progress is divorced from all constraint and is exclusively in the service of nonsensical fun, nonsensical fun with many subtle tricks. There is the scenic railway, the laughing cabinet, the haunted house and other things that appeal to the child in grown-ups. But there are also great terraces and dance halls, gay throngs and many girls and, particularly on Saturdays and Sundays, you can still see here a type that is fast dying out, namely, the Parisian seamstress, the typical midinette, who otherwise can only be met occasionally—and singly—on the Metro.


  The Paris Zoo was for a long time treated by the City Fathers in a most step-fatherly manner. However, to-day Paris nevertheless has a modern zoo at the Porte de Vincennes which is worth a visit.


  It is really impossible to recount all the “minor pleasures” that Paris has to offer; opportunities for them crop up everywhere, just as the grass pushes through along the tram-lines.


  There are the numerous passages, each a little bazaar-world in itself. Then there is the famous Musée Grévin on the great Boulevards with the comic chamber of horrors; the Detective Museum on the Boulevard des Italiens, which will make you shudder; the Cabaret de Néant on the Boulevard du Clichy, where patrons eat from coffins, listen to their own funeral oration and, with the aid of a clever lighting effect, can see themselves as corpses in a mirror; the Kermesse in the Berlitz Palace, near the Opera, where you can go motor-boating on an artificial lake; and finally—to conclude on a note of exclamation—the Eiffel. Tower itself, which you must ascend at least once in your life, partly in order to enjoy the view, partly in order to satisfy your own conscience.


  But if you do go up the Eiffel Tower keep it a dead secret and do not mention it to anyone, as, for some unfathomable reason, such an undertaking is regarded as ridiculous and provincial, though of course the Eiffel Tower belongs to the past and has something grandfatherly about it.


  


  EVENING IN PARIS


  Let us begin with the simplest and most respectable evening entertainment, to wit, the cinema.


  In silent film days French production was far behind German and American film production. Pantomime alone does not suit the French temperament, which demands a combination of speech and gesture as a medium of expression, and so, just as the most famous French chansonniers have failed on the wireless and on the gramophone because their inimitable gestures are necessarily absent, so French stage-craft failed on the silent screen.


  But since the film acquired speech French film production has received a tremendous impetus and has, for instance, far outstripped German production. There are to-day some great French directors who, as far as artistic merit is concerned, though not in the matter of equipment and financial means, are fully equal to the American directors, as, for instance, Duvivier, Feyder, René Clair, Lherbier, Renoir and Benoit-Lévy. There is a large number of French actors who have greater depth and power than the Hollywood stars who usually become petrified after their initial successes and thereafter only act themselves. We may mention at random Annabella, Claudette Colbert, Simone Simon, Danielle Darieux, Gaby Morlay, Florelle, and, among the men, Charles Boyer, Harry Baur, Armand Bernard, Max Dearly, Larquey, Raimu, Fernandel, and Jean Murat. The list could be extended almost ad infinitum.


  English Films


  A number of Paris cinemas show English films in the original versions. A list of them will be found each week in the Semaine à Paris, a programme periodical which is indispensable both to foreign visitors and natives wishing to know their way in the labyrinth of theatrical, cinema and variety entertainments.


  If you wish to see English films do not allow yourself to be misled into visiting a small cinema, as at such places the films are shown in a synchronised form, and this destroys their entertainment value. Thus you must always find out beforehand whether a version originale is being shown. But for French films you may go even to the smallest cinema, though the big cinemas are the most convenient, in that performances are continuous till 2 a.m. Seats at night and at matinees are considerably cheaper than at other times. (Matinees, by the way, take place in the morning.)


  The Theatre


  The Paris theatres might be better than they are. If you will promise not to repeat this, we will advise you, in confidence, not to see serious plays in Paris, unless, of course, you are prepared to be bored in the sacred name of tradition. In that case, however, you may go straight to the Odéon or the Comédie Française. These are two State theatres, and they have truly great traditions dating from the time of Molière, but in recent years they have been just carrying on and living on their past fame.


  The Opera


  In addition to the Comédie Française and the Odéon, the Opera and the Opéra Comique are also State theatres. As regards the musical standard of the Opera, certain criticisms might be made in connection with the orchestra as well as the singers; but the opera ballet is still unique of its kind and possesses in Serge Lifar, for instance, a young dancer of considerable talent. But in the case of the Paris Opera the merits of the performance do not count so much as the monumental setting and the atmosphere of immortality that fills its foyer, its halls, and under its famous suspension lights. The Opera as a whole is one of the most notable places on earth.


  There are a great many private theatres, more or less good. Successes and flops alternate according to the season. There is, for instance, the “Gymnase,” which belongs to Henry Bernstein, the great master of dramatic technique, who writes the plays for the theatre; whether you like him is a matter of taste. The plays written and performed by Sacha Guitry are always roaring successes and are patterns of French comedy wit, though with a heavy admixture of sheer routine workmanship. This year he was at the. Théâtre de la Madeleine.


  The smaller theatres of the type of Michel or Mathurins, which used to be very good at one time, have considerably weakened. On the other hand, the Athenée, under the management of that actor of genius Louis Jouvet, has received a strong impetus and has this year had sensational and well-deserved successes with two plays by Giraudoux.


  The Théâtre de la Michodière is managed by Victor Boucher, one of the great comedians of the old school, whom it is worth seeing even in second-rate plays. Then there are a few theatres which, more or less successfully, engage in pioneering experiments and aim at a high literary standard. These include the Atelier, the Vieux Colombier, the Théâtre Montparnasse and the Oeuvre.


  The great Pitoeff, unfortunately, has no theatre of his own, and, of course, the theatres with literary aims are continuously beset with great financial difficulties, for Paris theatre-goers are conservative and prefer to see the plays of the successful craftsmen like Henry Bernstein and Sacha Guitry rather than the works of a Crommelynck or an O’Neill, which are far above them from the literary point of view but are not “hits.”


  Among the great comedy craftsmen we include Louis Verneuil, whose latest play is now running at the Théâtre de Paris. The Théâtre Pigalle is in a category of its own. It was built by Henry de Rothschild as a real luxury-bijou theatre, with the sly idea of having his own plays produced in it. The ambitious millionaire flopped badly with his very first play, but fortunately the theatre survived, and has been carrying on with half literary and half snobbish experiments.


  The musical comedy in the classic Viennese sense has been relegated somewhat to the background in favour of a mixture of revue, vaudeville and musical play, in which form the Paris theatres have sometimes produced excellent pieces; for; generally speaking, the Paris theatre is the better the more it leaves literature and reality behind. The Bouffes Parisienne, for instance, recently scored great successes in this type of play with “Simone est comme ça” and “Flossie.”


  Those who like plays that make their flesh creep still go to the classic Grand Guignol, where one-act plays of horror and obscenity alternate like hot and cold douches, so that the audience may easily leave the theatre with a spiritual cold in the head. The demand for thrills is also catered for nowadays by the Deux Masques and the Capucines, which show real detective thrillers.


  Home of Revue


  The revue is still the most typical Parisian theatrical product, and the only one that has not deteriorated.


  The revue is not a homogeneous form of art and has many variants. Revues are shown by the big music-halls, the small cabarets, and also the legitimate theatres; but they are very different forms of art. Perhaps the most delicious is the small, literary, satirical revue of which Rip is the incomparable master. This year his “Tout va très bien” goes at the Nouveautés. In the Rip revues the scenery and nudity counts for less than the extremely witty, topical and charming book and the musical hits.


  Real Cabarets


  Even more intimate in setting are the miniature revues which are shown in the old literary cabarets, which are called not cabarets but Théâtres des Chansonniers. Scenery and “dressing” are completely ignored here. The first part of the programme is usually filled with solo numbers, then follows the “revue,” which is really a loose sequence of scenes with a common basic idea. Here everything turns on the literary and political-satirical note, with a veritable fireworks of wit. The famous domestic chansonniers of these small theatres, such as the Noctambule, Théâtre de Dix Heures, Lune Russe, Deux Anes, etc., mostly write their own songs. These popular idols of the public include Martini, Jean Marsac, Souplex, and so on.


  These cabarets also have a long tradition. They were fathered—or grandfathered—by the great Aristide Bruant, the singer of Montmartre, the singer of the apaches, the little vamps with the red shawls, the Bohemians, beggars and clochards. Horrible murders and tender love, daggers and roses, hearts and unmentionable parts of the anatomy, mingled in his chansons to a saucily sentimental, strongly revolutionary mixture. Bruant was really a late edition of Francois Villon, a successor of the medieval bandit-poet whose figure was recently revived in the “Opera de quat’ sous.” He was a great poet, this Aristide Bruant, with his black velvet jacket, his, phenomenal necktie, and his colossal black sombrero, and he enjoyed an enormous popularity in the old Montmartre and in the Paris that was the heart of the world.


  A whole generation of chansonniers had sat at his feet. Then, with the turn of the century, came industrialisation, the new world, and apaches and Bohemianism were swept into the dustbin. Those who wanted to continue the old Montmartre tradition at all costs gradually sank in the morass of a sham jollity. This still continues.; the Cabaret Bruant (without the Master, naturally), the Chat Noir, and the Rat Mort still exist, and if you enter one of them the waiters and waitresses will still greet you with some obligatory rude “witticism” like “Tête-croquemort”; but all this is pitifully sad and stale, like beer that has gone flat. Nor are the obscenities dished up to visitors by some ancient female calculated to inject cheerfulness into the gloomy atmosphere.


  The genuine heirs of the French cabaret are those who have kept the old tradition alive by adapting it, to the living spirit of the times and giving it topicality. They are the cabaret-theatres we have mentioned—Dix Heures, Noctambule, etc.


  The Real Real Cabarets


  There is another type of pure cabarets which are also successors to the great Bruant tradition, but with a different tendency; they concentrate not on witty topicality but on the cultivation of the old French chanson and folk-song. There is no stage at these cabarets. The audience sit round plain tables all over the room, and it is they who decide which of their favourite songs should be sung. Two such establishments that are really worth visiting are the Lapin agile in the Rue des Saules on Montmartre, and Caveaux des oubliettes rouges near the Place St. Michel, behind the church of St. Julien le Pauvre. It is best to visit either of these between 10 and 11 at night; it is a tradition of both that visitors should drink cerises, a delicious cherry brandy.


  The big music-halls and variety theatres are very different from these. They do not go “all out” for wit and subtle points, or the charm of old chansons and the intimacy of the old Paris, though the really good big revues contain traces of all these. But the main thing is large-scale production, an impressive mobilisation of light effects, scenery, costume and nudity, a dazzling Niagara of eroticism. Folies Bergère and Casino de Paris still lead in such productions and deserve their undiminished world fame.


  Come to the Circus


  In addition to the Folies and the Casino there are a number of big and medium theatres of this type, with or without a specific character. There is the Alcazar, which specialises in nude revues, but this is by no means so exciting as it sounds, for too much nudity renders the spectator indifferent. The Alhambra, under its new management, has recently experienced a tremendous revival; it specialises in variety, and the careful selection of the best international artists and turns has raised it to the level of the famous Hamburg Alcazar and the Berlin Scala. The A.B.C. is a happy mixture of cabaret and revue theatre with excellent solo turns. And, finally, the Empire, in the Ternes district, is a cross between circus and variety and generally has very good programmes.


  The Paris circuses will also attract those who like this sort of entertainment. There are two large circuses, the Cirque d’Hiver and the Cirque Medrano, where the Fratellini Brothers, clowns of real genius, have been scoring their triumphs for years.


  That completes the most important directions for “Paris After Dark.” For concerts, lectures, etc., it is best to consult the daily press or the Semaine à Paris. Generally speaking, club life is far less developed in Paris than in London.


  However, there is a very curious semi-public debating club which meets at various places and at irregular intervals. This is the Club du Faubourg, which organises debating evenings on all possible and impossible subjects, from the question of “Franco-German rapprochement” to the problem “Should wives be beaten or not?”


  However, you need not necessarily go to a theatre, cinema, cabaret or music-hall every evening in order to enjoy yourself in Paris. The most pleasant evenings are often the result of an improvised programme. But the right mood for such improvisation can only be adduced by a good dinner consumed in congenial surroundings. That produces the necessary inspiration, and on a fine spring or summer evening a stroll through a quarter you have not yet visited, or a bottle of wine consumed in the garden of the Mère Catherine on the enchanting Place de Tertre, with the glittering diadem of the city at your feet, is just the right thing, and better than a predetermined programme for the evening.


  


  NIGHT LIFE OF PARIS


  It has become the fashion, wherever the subject of “Paris After Dark” is mentioned, whether in novels, travel descriptions or newspaper articles, to begin, figuratively, with a heavy sigh and say: “Ah, the real night life of Paris is a thing of the past! To-day everything is only stage-managed for the benefit of foreigners and the whole place is flooded with Americans!”


  Strangely enough, those who wail so much about the foreigners are foreigners themselves. There is nothing more contemptuous in the way of accents than that with which a foreigner in Paris refers to a foreigner as a foreigner.


  The Parisians themselves know very well that the real night life of any city exists for and by foreigners, that that is in the nature of things and could not be otherwise. Paris, in particular, is much frequented by foreigners, and it was just the same in our grandfather’s time, the time of the alleged “real” Paris.


  The changes which have undeniably occurred in the night life of Paris are not due to the naughty Americans and Mr. Cook’s charges—without them there would in fact be no night life at all, only general bankruptcy. The alterations in the general aspect of nocturnal life in Paris are a direct consequence of the great upheavals in the social structure of the city itself, which have come to pass since grandpa’s time. The romantic apaches and Bohemians were driven out not by the foreigners but by industrialisation and capitalism, in the economy of which there is simply no room for these romantic classes. The Bohemian artists have either starved to death, or risen to success by talent and grim industry, or merged with the parasitic class of the gigolos. The romantic and individualistic apache has given way to the brutally sinister gangster type. The war between the underworld and the world and the war of the underworld cliques among themselves, has become just as horribly modernised and industrialised as society as a whole. And the Parisienne, who lent fragrance and magic to the old Paris, has also passed through the same process.


  The Parisienne of To-day


  The former type of Parisienne, about whom our grandfathers used to rave, who was glorified in novels and operas and who was the embodiment of Paris to the passionate youth of those days, the little seamstress, the midinette of Montmartre, the sweetheart of artists and students, is no more. What has happened to this enchanting creature? The answer is simple. With the general industrialisation she had to abandon her airy existence in the fourth estate; the seamstress became a factory worker, the sweet lower-middle class girl became a bitter proletarian. The whole Bohemian world, together with their sweethearts, who were not really poor (they had no money, but that is something different from being poor) were crushed by the febrile rhythm of booms and crises. Of course, as a section of the middle class they still exist, and in France they are even more numerous than elsewhere, but the girls of this class do not become midinettes but mannequins, and that is something quite different.


  Mimi’s Granddaughter


  The type of girl who to-day takes the place of Murger’s “Mimi” is no importation from America but a logical product of our age—were charming, but cold, calculating, a careerist; her femininity, her girlish sweetness, are no longer an end in themselves but only a means to an end.


  To return to our muttons after this necessary digression, this change is particularly evident in the establishments upon which the world fame of Parisian night life was founded, the so-called bals. The famous bal in the Moulin de la Galette and, if we ignore the programme of turns, also at the Moulin Rouge and the Tabarin, was formerly completely dominated by fascinating young girls. To-day these establishments, with the old, glorious names, are rather colourless, and the youth who goes to them in the childish hope of picking up a girl friend for himself, goes empty away. The last great and really popular bat, the Bal Ballier in the Quartier Latin, closed its doors last year for ever.


  Nevertheless, there still are a number of little Bal-Musettes with a genuine “local colour,” where you dance to the traditional accordeon, a very sentimental and very squeaky instrument, paying for every dance. When a dance is over the attendants enter the hall roaring Envoyez or A vos poches, and not until you have paid up are you allowed to go on dancing.


  At other places dancing is included in the price of refreshments. The most colourful and temperamental among these Bal-Musettes will be found in the Rue de Lappe (near the Bastille), and in the other poor districts round the Place d’Italie, the Père Lachaise, and also in the Rue de la Huchette, behind the Place St. Michel; but the Rue de Lappe, establishments are the best.


  But, as we have said, you must not expect to come upon apache romance at these genuine popular amusement places. The public is composed of working men, small shopkeepers, and girl shop assistants on the one hand, and prostitutes and semi-prostitutes with their male friends or hangers-on.


  Bal-Musettes


  Outwardly this mixture gives an impression of homogeneity, and the foreigner will hardly be able to distinguish between the shady portion and the respectable, hardworking but poor young people. However, it is worth while taking a close look at this strange world; these establishments are not dangerous to the foreigner unless he behaves in a stupid, provoking manner. You can dance with any girl present who accepts your invitation, you may even make love to her in a light-hearted but charming manner; but if you are tactless she will turn her back on you, and if you should become insistent you may be decorated by the young swains present with a lovely black eye.


  The girls at these Bal-Musettes are, as we have said, no longer of the legendary midinette type, but the wonderful charm of the genuine Parisienne has not been lost in spite of all the changes and exigencies of the times. They still possess the same unrestrained, boisterous drollery when in high spirits, the same tender, lightly come-hither expression as they look into the eyes of a partner with whom they are in love, the same natural grace in their style of dancing, with the wonderful short hip movement and the immobility of the shoulders throughout; the same innocent knack of saying the most awful things which they do not mean in the least.


  The corresponding male youth is less pleasant, and they make you wonder, as frequently happens, in Paris, how such charming femininity can exist side by side with such unpleasant types of men.


  The negro bal in the Rue Blomet is in a class of its own. Up till a few years ago it was only frequented by negroes and other coloured people, who revelled there in a racial talent for dancing bordering on frenzy. But then the place was “discovered” and now, on ball days, the Rue Blomet is blocked with cars and white visitors, and has become a rather snobbish affair. Nevertheless, it is worth a visit.


  So much for balls. For the sake of completeness, however, we may mention some of the great representative affairs that occur periodically, such as the Bal des Petits Lits Blancs, which is held once a year and is attended by Paris society, from the President of the Republic downwards, continuing the great tradition of the former Opera Ball. There is also the Bal des Quat’s Arts, the classic affair of the artists, which formerly used to be a rather hectic business but is less so to-day.


  And, of course, there is the national festival on July 14th, the anniversary of the storming of the Bastille, when the whole of Paris—literally—goes dancing in the streets and squares, the traffic being limited and diverted. On that day the people reign supreme, and they dance all day and all night with unparalleled abandon, until they drop from sheer exhaustion. That is still the genuine, the truly genuine Paris, which will probably continue for at least another century.


  “Night Clubs”


  The night establishments proper, the Boites de Nuits, crop up afresh in Paris every season like mushrooms after the rain. Many of them go broke after the first season and are obliged to close their glamorous doors. Most of the boites have a more or less good programme of turns, some have special lighting effects, while others boast a famous host or a famous clientele or a good supper cuisine, or merely gaily decorated walls. Preferences and vogues change from season to season.


  A Brief Directory


  It would be impossible to give even an approximately complete list of the boites, and we will only mention a few typical representatives of this kind of establishment. There is the Lido on the Champs Elysées, where you dine on the edge of a swimming bath and where you can indulge in a swim yourself or, if you choose, you may confine yourself to watching the water babies maintained by the establishment. Everything here is brand new, with many technical teasers.


  On the other hand Le Ciro, the Florida and the Perroquet are old established and famous, and still have distinguished clientele. On Montparnasse you will find the good old Jockey, chockful, noisy, colourful, cheap and amusing. The dance hall in the basement of the Cupole is more respectable in tone. The Viking has a decorous, preponderantly Scandinavian clientele, with an excellent Swiss cuisine. The College Inn and the Boule Blanche are quieter places with good pianists and a permanent clientele. The Cabaret des Fleurs, whose star is the famous Kiki, is cheap and mixed.


  In the Quartier Latin the better-off students amuse themselves at the “Gipsy Bar.” On Montmartre the most notable night establishments are the famous Russian boites, “caves,” and dance-halls, which offer good sentimental balalaika music. (But the waitresses are no longer grand duchesses and, according to some, they never were.


  Au grand jeu in the Rue Pigalle has recently become rather popular; it has a good programme of turns.


  So much for the boites; it would be useless to enumerate any more of them, as ultimately you will in any case follow the advice of a personal friend or of the all-knowing head porter at your hotel.


  Naughty Places


  As the night advances and we become more and more enterprising as our spirits rise, we become interested in an aspect of Paris that is not mentioned in the guide-books, and which is referred to by old gentlemen with a wink or with a click of the tongue, an aspect that rises to the mind unconsciously whenever the name of Paris is mentioned. The Parisian’s attitude to the “secrets of Paris” is far more natural; he cannot understand why people distinguish between night clubs which are to a considerable extent populated by cocottes, and those no less traditional establishments which they inhabit completely. The visitor drinks his wine, champagne or cocktail at these places in the same manner as anywhere else, and he need take no notice of the peculiar functions of the house.


  To an Englishman this attitude may appear terribly frivolous and shocking, and from his point of view he is undoubtedly right. But the Frenchman, from his point of view, regards these traditional establishments of his capital city merely as amusing and rigolo, and as such harmless and natural. And this is proved by the fact that he not only talks about them gaily in novels or in company, but also likes to take his wife “on the spree,” just as he would take her to a boite de nuit.


  Thus, those who have a mind for this sort of adventure need not consider themselves as beyond the pale. Any Parisian friend will advise him, with the most natural manner in the world, where they may take their wives and where they had better not take them. If you have no friend in Paris, and are in doubt, consult the worthy copper at the Porte St. Denis, for instance. He will not be surprised at all and will advise you in the friendliest possible manner.


  The traditional conclusion of a nocturnal expedition in Paris is a gratinée or onion soup in the morning. It is most enjoyable in the grey twilight of dawn when you are beginning to feel out of sorts. The place to take the onion soup is in the vicinity of the market halls, the stomach of Paris, with its fantastic mountains of vegetables, flowers and sundry edibles, which in the somewhat unreal mood of “the morning after” strike one as particularly dream-like. But the onion soup may also be taken at the traditional Chop du Negre in the Rue du Faubourg Montmartre.


  At all events, you should visit the market hall at least once at about this hour. It is an unforgettable experience. Besides, such a visit is part of the code of honour of night rovers.


  And after that, before going to bed, you may take a quick ride up to the Sacré Cœur, in order to see the sun rising over the eternal city, to catch a glimpse of the delicate pastel colours that form a halo in the haze enveloping the Seine Valley, and to capture quickly a little more of the secret of the city—before you are overtaken by that nasty feeling of the morning after the night before.


  [image: ]


  


  FRENCH COOKING


  Joseph Conrad once said that what struck him most the first time he visited Paris and became for him henceforth the hall-mark of “Latin civilisation” was not the monuments, statues or parks, nor the Louvre with all its wonderful treasures, but the keen, almost fanatical, devotion the Frenchman has for bonne chère, for good eating.


  That, or something like it, was Joseph Conrad’s opinion of the French, and allowing for a touch of exaggeration, there is nothing to add to it. The French are like that.


  Cuisine Based on Principles


  The underlying principle of French cooking is simplicity. The French cook never aims at making queer and exotic tasting mixtures, though sometimes English people who are only accustomed to roasts, grills and boiled vegetables get that impression of French cooking. The sole and unique purpose of the French cook is to get the gastronomic maximum out of each thing, whether meat, fish or vegetable. That is why the French, to the surprise and disgust of many English visitors, so often serve a single vegetable as a whole course. The Englishman likes his meat, potatoes and vegetables all together on the same plate, and even likes putting a mixture of all three down his throat at each mouthful. To the French, that is merely an insult to good food. They serve vegetables usually with the meat course, but just a few carefully selected vegetables designed to bring out the taste of the meat or fish. How often have I seen English visitors clamouring for more potatoes when they are served a “filet de sole” in a Paris restaurant with two small steamed potatoes!


  Even the Russian hors d’œuvres are already a mixture, a series of salads, whilst the famous French hors d’œuvres consist of one entirely separate element at a time.


  French cooking possesses some fourteen hundred sauces to give the indispensable aroma to the various dishes, and yet no French cook wants to die without giving France at least one more new sauce.


  This reputation of French cooking is no new thing. Victor Hugo once said proudly: “Everything changes, and the only thing which remains immovable across the centuries and fixes the character of an individual or a people, is its cooking.”


  In France, on practically every menu, you will read the wise words: “A meal without wine is a day without sun” (un repas sans vin est une journée sans soleil). For, in addition to its cooking and its sauces, France has the best, and in any case the most varied, list of wines in the world, and has always linked up inseparably the worship of good food and the worship of good wine.


  Gastronomic Centres


  At any rate, what is quite certain is that if the idea came to you in a restaurant or in someone’s home to drink champagne after the soup course, you should drive the thought from you like a pest, as otherwise your reputation of one who knows would be lost for ever. Everyone in France, from the highest to the lowest, knows that champagne is only drunk with a roast or with the dessert. Usually, at what is called a “modeste” meal, you will begin with white wine, continue with red, and finish with champagne and liqueurs. The two main rules of wine-drinking are:


  (a) Delicate wines, with a “bouquet,” should be served before the heavy, coarser, wines;


  (b) The quality of the wines served should go in crescendo.


  To enumerate all the special dishes of French cooking would be sheer waste of time, for you would immediately forget them all. There are too many. Especially when you think that, apart from Paris, the capital of the world in cooking, France itself has ten or so big gastronomic centres, such as Lyons, Marseilles, Strasbourg, Dijon, Rouen, Nantes, Vienne, Grenoble, Castalnaudry, and a whole series of other cities famous for their specialities.


  Strasbourg represents the German influence in France, with its excellent sausages, sauerkraut and lovely Alsatian wines.


  And what about Paris? Hasn’t Paris any specialities?


  The Mecca of Cooking


  When all is said and done, Paris is the quintessence and concentration of all the regional cooking of France and even of foreign cooking too. In Paris, each dish has its special restaurant and its own particular cook. In the old days, the gourmets of Paris used to eat on the run, as it were; they would have their soup in one restaurant, their fish in another, their meat course in another, etc. Even now, if you want a fish meal, go to Prunier; though let me whisper in your ear that if you go to Pascal instead, at the Porte Saint-Denis, you will eat just as well, and instead of paying 50 or 75 francs, will pay 15 or 20 francs. You have certainly heard too of the Tour d’Argent, that wonderful Paris restaurant—expensive though—where each diner who eats duck (naturally they only serve whole ducks ordered in advance) receives a slip certifying to posterity that he had the honour of eating the 7,689th duck cooked there since the restaurant was founded.


  For meat there is not better restaurant than the Ecu de France, and for oysters and hors d’œuvres there is the famous Larue.


  In Paris you can eat the food of any country you like. Chez Korniloff, the former cook of the Tzar, you can taste all the perfections of Russian cooking; while at Little Hungary and the Danube Bleu, you will be served the best dishes of Hungary and Austria. Scandinavian cooking is excellently done, and fairly cheaply, at the Vikings or the Patisserie Danoise.


  There is a restaurant, too, near the Paris wine market called Ducottet, where they serve a perfectly delicious Coq au Vin, and at the top of the Boulevard Saint-Michel a little restaurant, Chez Emile, whose speciality is Escalope à la crème. But the greatest joy of all is to find a favourite little restaurant for yourself, and keep the secret jealously from all but your boon companions. You will have to go through many disappointments and much suffering before you succeed, but when you have done so, how delightful to be able to say to your friends: “I know a little restaurant where …”


  Famous Men Fed Here


  Anatole France has made famous the Rôtisserie de la Reine Pedauque, 6 Rue de la Pépiniére, not far from the Gare St. Lazare. In the centre of Paris there is also the excellent and not very expensive La-Grille (Rue Montorgueil), and in the Latin quarter, on the Place Saint-Michel, the Restaurant Rouzier. The big cafés in Montparnasse, such as the, Coupole, the Dôme and the Select, serve very good meals at moderate prices. You can also eat well at the Café Versailles, opposite the Gare Montparnasse, and at the famous Closerie de Lilas, at the corner of the Boulevards Montparnasse and St. Michel, which used to be the favourite rendezvous of the Paris writers and artists, in the days of Baudelaire, Oscar Wilde and the Parnassians.
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  Afternoon tea, even in Paris, is served much more rarely than in England. But in Paris at any rate you can get excellent tea with all the accessories at Sherry (Rond-Point des Champs Elysées), Rumpelmayer (Rue du Faubourg St. Honoré), Au Danube Bleu (Rue Royale), and at the Pâtisserie Danoise (Avenue de l’Opéra). And, of course, in the tea-room in Smith’s bookshop, Rue de Rivoli. Tea is quite good, too, now in most of the big cafés on the Champs Elysées or the Grands Boulevards.


  Good eating is certainly one of the main attractions of Paris, which I doubt it will ever lose, and you will certainly not be the only one to say, with a smack of the lips as you tell of your visit to France: “And then … the food is so good.”


  But take care and remember the quip of Alain Laubreaux: “The more you love, the more you love loving; and the more you eat, the more you love eating.”


  Is it then a passion, a dangerous rival to other delights?


  As Voltaire said: “The love of good food is the last love, which consoles one for all the others.”


  


  CLOTHES AND THE WOMAN


  Despite the devaluation of currencies, despite the dressmakers abroad who cleverly get away with sketches of Paris models before they even come out, Paris is still a paradise for women who like to dress well and in the latest fashion. It is full of subtle temptations which Eve can never resist, and poor Adam raises his eyes to heaven and takes his note-case, from his pocket for the hundredth time.


  Dressing and clothes may be looked at from two quite different angles: the wearing of the clothes and their making. Paris is a delight from both points of view, though I have often heard visitors refuse to admit that the Frenchwoman dresses any better than the women abroad or in his own country.


  “Chic” is in their Blood


  Personally, I think that the failure to admit the excellence of the Frenchwoman’s taste comes from a fundamental misunderstanding. The Englishman or American is probably right when he looks round him in the streets of Paris and says or thinks that in his country the girls are far smarter. So they are, on the average. The girl who works in an office or factory in America or England is far better paid than the French girl. The standardised level of taste is therefore higher. But where France wins every time is first in the highest domains of dressmaking, where only the rich may tread, and secondly whenever the less fortunate Frenchwoman has time to think out and maybe make her own dresses.


  Every Frenchman who visits New York or London is struck by the high standard of neatness and even chic he sees in the girls going to work or coming home from work in the subways or tube. But he is also struck—and Frenchmen have an eye for these things and for women which the English and Americans find rather shocking in a man—by the sameness of it all. In Paris he is accustomed to seeing each woman dressed quite differently, even if utterly failing in her effort to be smart in an individual way, and to seeing every now and then something almost perfect in conception, though perhaps not in quality of fabric, on some quite poor little working-girl or harassed mother. That is Paris. A rather low standard of general elegance, but absolute perfection in the heights and flashes of genius even in the depths!


  As far as dressmaking is concerned, let us start with the “Haute Couture” and the well-filled pocket books. The dressmaking centre, dressmaking being essentially a mobile art, has followed the general movement of decentralisation in Paris from the Opéra towards the Etoile, and everyone with a name in the creation of fashions can be found somewhere between the Madeleine and the Champs Elysées: Rue Royale, Rue du Faubourg St. Honoré, Avenue Matignon. It is in that small radius of a mile or so that the wonderful creations, which make women dream the world over, are planned and carried out.


  Famous Dressmakers


  If you are very young, very slender, and are not afraid of being a little unusual, get yourself dressed by Marcel Rochas, the youngest of the advance-guard dressmakers of Paris. He will leave you youthful and svelt, while at the same time giving you some ingenious and paradoxical touch as tenuous and as hard to define as an intuition. If, on the other hand, good dame nature has made your lines sculptural, go rather to Mme. Besançon de Wagner, the artist who presides over the destinies of the House of Maggy Rouff, and whose models are always so lovely and have such a noble bearing.


  If you are looking for something to wear at tennis, golf or skating, there is nowhere else to go than to Madeleine de Rauch or her neighbour Vera Borea; for a smart and yet slightly unconventional afternoon tailored costume, the best house is Molyneux. Evening dresses are a speciality of a Madeleine Vionnet, for whom the art of draping has no secrets. Your evening wraps and day coats should be made at Worth’s, where the taste is so absolutely sure, both respecting the established traditions and yet open to the adventurous fashion of to-morrow.


  Finally, if you are fond of the throw-back to the fashion of 1900, go chez Schiaparelli, that marvellous creative artist who has just revived the tulle train and who reigns over the dresses of Hollywood from the Place Vendôme to which she has remained faithful.


  And you shouldn’t forget either Jeanne Lanvin, that remarkable little seamstress who has climbed to the front rank of creative dressmaking, or Chanel, to whom we owe, among other things, the fashion of short hair, or Jodelle, or Robert Piguet, two of the younger dressmakers with a great future ahead of them, or Jenny or Louise Boulanger.


  Many of these dressmaking establishments have opened special hat departments; others present their models with hats specially created to accompany them by Maria Guy, Jane Blanchot, Suzanne Talbot, Gaby Mono, Rose Descat, Reboux, those fairy-fingered artists who make a success of everything they touch.


  Fashion Parades


  The long established division of labour among the establishments of fashion has quite ceased to exist, and all the dressmakers now, show fur coats. They work these precious skins into infinitely graceful shapes, without a thought for their value, and the time is over when the fur coat which the bride receives as a gift on her marriage-day lasts, often mended, but never changed, a whole life-time. The furriers have naturally replied in kind to this trespassing on their territory, and Révillon—to mention only the greatest—adds each season to his department of wraps, sport costumes, etc., completely or almost completely denuded of fur.


  Each season sees the renewal of the ceremony of the presentation of the new collections. A group of beautiful girls files backwards and forwards in the salons of the dressmakers showing off all the perfections of the latest creations. And the type of mannequin is itself a sign of the house they serve; the slight and disdainful mannequins of Marcel Rochas, the tall graceful women of Maggy Rouff, the charmingly impudent mannequins of chez Schiaparelli with their curls imprisoned in hair-nets of a former age.


  But what are you going to do if you can’t afford these subtle refinements and the prices charged in these world-famous dressmaking establishments? Is there nothing in Paris for the new poor?


  Yes, Paris has something for everyone. The big department stores all have excellently equipped dressmaking departments. For instance, at the Trois Quartiers you will find just the gay little dress you want; at the Printemps, the loveliest blouse; at the Galéries Lafayette, the hat that just suits you; at the Louvre, the comfortable and elegant coat which will make you beautiful at very little expense.


  Some of the big dressmakers, too—for instance, Lucien Lelong and Callot—have recently opened a special department of models reproduced in a limited number of copies which, although they are perhaps less sumptuous than the models of their main departments, carry none the less the mark of their genius and talent.


  You should go also to the Samaritaine de Luxe on the Boulevard de la Madeline, that recently built and brilliant offshoot of the old “Samar” of Père Cognac-Jay, which has been for so long the store of the worker and small shopkeeper.


  Then you have the alternative of going to the many establishments on the Champs Elysées, where dresses are sold for 50, 150 or 250 francs and to which more than one smartly dressed Parisienne has recourse when she finds she hasn’t got just the dress she wants at that precise moment.


  Important Etceteras


  Gloves and handbags for sport should be bought chez Hermès, the saddler of the Rue Faubourg St. Honoré, and for the afternoon and evening chez Alexandrine. If you have more modest tastes or less money, remember that Grenoble is the fatherland of beautiful gloves and buy at one of its Paris representatives on the Avenue or Place de l’Opera.


  In the Rue Royale, at the Grand Frédéric or Henri à la Pensée, you will find, together with their lovely knitted pull-overs, the thousand and one accessories which go to make, or unmake, an otherwise perfect dress; a well-placed clip, a smart belt, etc.


  For your more fanciful and artistic jewellery, go chez Lancel, who by the way also sells lovely little handbags—or take a walk along the Rue de Rivoli under the arcades and drop into any of the hundreds of little shops which sell unusual and charming stones that can be renewed or lost without financial disaster.


  But if you want to make other people feel that you are a real Parisienne, you must absolutely scent yourself with her perfumes. There is plenty of choice. Guerlain makes for her those subtle and discreet perfumes, which no one notices but which make just the whole difference. There are Coty’s perfumes and those of Molinard, which summon up all the flowers and all the springtime of Grasse and its colourful fields. And finally, the dressmakers themselves, those magicians of Paris, have their own special perfumes, cleverly adapted to go with each dress they offer, with each fashion they create.
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  FRANCE AND SPORT


  At present, in practically every branch of sport, French players are well up to the level of their foreign competitors, and the youth of France, although perhaps with less military discipline about them than in some other countries, are just as enthusiastic and keen sportsmen as the youth of England or the United States. The primitive stadiums of former times have long been ousted by up-to-date sports grounds where every day, and particularly on Saturdays and Sundays, hundreds of thousands of girls and young men, as well as men and women of every age, are the spectators of big sporting events or themselves practise some kind of sport.


  Football


  If you are keen on football, you will already know that in recent years France has made immense progress in this sport, and that the French teams are to-day worthy rivals of the best teams in Europe. Should you be intending to stay some time in France and want to carry on with football, you will find any club in Paris or the Provinces only too glad to welcome an Englishman.


  When going to a football match in France you should keep in mind the fact that, just as in England, the capital is far from being the centre of French football, and that among the sixteen teams of the first professional league, only two belong to Paris: the Racing Club de France and the Red-Star Olympic. Those two names alone should suffice to show you how deeply England has influenced France in the field of football and for that matter in every other field of sport as well.


  The Racing Club is one of the leading football teams in France, and every year organises several big international matches at the Stade Olympic of Colombes (built at the time of the Olympic games in Paris, in 1924). For instance, there is the famous match Arsenal v. Racing, which usually takes place in November. Then, it is at the Colombes stadium that the biggest national event of the year takes place on the first Sunday in May, the final of the Coupe de France, played in the presence of the President of the Republic.


  The popularity of football has cast rather a damper on that of rugby. This, I believe, is equally true in England.


  However, the real centre of French rugby is not in Paris, but in the Midi and Basqueland: Perpignan, Toulouse, etc. The capital only plays a secondary rôle. The big matches, as in the case of football, take place at Colombes or at the Parc des Princes or at the Jean Bouin stadium or at the Buffalo stadium.


  Tennis


  There was a time—between 1927 and 1932—when French tennis was practically unrivalled throughout the world. No Englishman interested in sports will ever forget the names of Lacoste, Borotra, Brugnon, Cochet or Suzanne Lenglen, difficult as her name is to pronounce for the English tongue. Their brilliant exploits drew on the youth of France to take up this comparatively new sport, and in a few years the number of men or women playing tennis in France has increased by about a million! Paris and its surroundings alone have several thousands tennis courts, both open-air and closed, most of which are at the disposal of club-members or visitors at quite reasonable prices. At the same time, I must add that the Englishman will probably find sport a much more expensive pastime in France than in his own country.


  The reputation of the Roland-Garros Stadium (Bois de Boulogne), often referred to as the French Wimbledon, needs no advertising. That was where the American and British teams struggled in vain, from 1927 to 1933, to wrest the Davis Cup from France, and where finally Perry and Austin at last succeeded in winning back this precious trophy. Since the French have lost the Davis Cup, French tennis has not yet been able to find any successors for the star players of former times, and with the Challenge Round, Paris has also lost one of its greatest sporting and social events of the year. However, the international championships, organised every year in May, the heats of the Davis Cup and a large number of other tournaments, most of which are held at the Roland-Garros stadium, still constitute a first-class programme of tennis attended by a large number of English and American visitors—not to speak of the players!


  Athletics


  French athletics has been going through a period of acute crisis since the Ladoumégue affair. You will probably remember that Ladoumégue, the greatest runner in France—perhaps even in the world—was disqualified by the French Federation for failing to keep to the rules of amateurship. The lack of great champions and even the boycotting of official events by the public has taken away practically the whole attraction of this branch of sport in France, and it has become pretty well impossible to organise any really big championships.


  However, there are a dozen or so stadiums in Paris and its suburbs with more or less up-to-date equipment, and if you want to train yourself, you have only to join one of the men’s or women’s clubs and you will be able to work at any sport you like under the supervision of competent trainers. Among the women’s clubs, I would particularly recommend the Elizabeth stadium; at Montrouge, and for the men, again the Racing Club at Colombes, the Jean Bouin Stadium at the Porte d’Auteuil or the Pershing stadium at Vincennes.


  Although France has such an immense coast-line, swimming is still the “poor relation” of French sports. Despite the French swimmer Taris, who counts among the best swimmers in the world, swimming events are fairly rare in France, and Paris has perhaps less swimming baths than any other capital in Europe.


  In recent years the gap has been filled to a certain extent by the opening of some new pools, such as the Pontoise (Rue de Pontoise) and the Lutetia (at Sèvres).


  Among the older swimming pools, the Molitor at the Porte d’Auteuil is the smartest, and the Tourelles, at the Porte de Lilas, the biggest and cheapest.


  Winter Sports


  Thanks to the energy of the young American manager and organiser, Jeff Dickson, and the modernisation of the Palais des Sports at Grenelle, winter sports, particularly ice-hockey and skating, have gone ahead very fast in Paris.


  You can still skate at the old Palais des Glaces in the Champs Elysées, which used to be one of the world’s marvels at the end of the nineteenth century, or in winter you can go to the Molitor swimming pool.


  The Palais des Sports, mentioned above, is the temple of Parisian boxing, and has already seen many world championships and international fights.


  A more popular ring, and more picturesque too, is the Central (57 Faubourg Saint-Dénis), which is, as it were, the antechamber to pugilistic glory, where the young provincial fighters show what they are worth before going on to bigger matches at the Palais des Sports. The boxing at the Central has therefore kept all its liveliness and enthusiasm and the public goes into a wild ecstasy of cheering, hissing and whistling, even at times going to the pitch of driving boxers, referees and managers out of the ring.


  A visit to the Central on a Thursday evening or Sunday afternoon is absolutely essential if you really want to know Paris. It isn’t on the list of entertainments usually given to tourists, but you will never forget that high-pressure atmosphere if you do go there.


  Rightly enough, cycling is considered to be the national sport in France. France has no less than four million young men who go in for cycling as a sport. In the circumstances, it is not surprising that the biggest road cycling event in the world is held in France: the Tour de France.


  The Tour de France is reserved to professional racers, and every year lasts at least a month, covering a distance of some 3,500 miles across the whole of France. Organised by the newspaper L’Auto, which makes annually several million francs out of it, it is gradually losing its sporting character and becoming an immense spectacle advertising the various makes of cycles and their accessories.


  The big racing tracks in Paris are the Palais des Sports, the Buffalo and the Parc des Princes.


  The Paris automobile track is about 15 miles outside Paris through the Porte d’Orleans, at Linas-Montlhéry, and, thanks to its excellent construction and surface, a large number of world records in motor and motor-cycle racing have been beaten there.


  Since the War, golf has become far more widely played in France, though it has not attained the popularity it has in England.


  The best golf courses are probably those of the American Golf Club at Ozoir-la-Ferriére (Seine-et-Marne), the Chantilly Club, the Golf de Paris à la Boulie at Versailles and the Fontainebleau Club.


  Auteull and Longchamps


  Finally, you will probably not want to leave France without going to some of the race meetings at Auteuil or Longchamps, and without putting your shirt or part of it on a “dead cert.”


  As far as betting goes, there is not need for you to risk catching a cold in the rain at Maisons-Lafitte. At every corner of the street there are small cafés which are at the same time branch offices of the P.M.U. (Pairs Mutualité Urbaine).


  These little cafés are thoroughly typical of Paris, with the table shoved against a window, behind which the daughter of the house or the “patronne” herself books bets for hurried people up to the very last minute before the race. Taxi-drivers, actresses, very respectable business men, and less respectable and far more attractive girls, press round the table feverishly trying to decide which horse is going to lose their savings for them this time.


  Special dailies and weeklies will give you all the information you need as to the form and chances of the various horses, and at the same time generously give you absolutely infallible “tips.” But before putting your money down, think over the words which Alexandre Dumas, son, author of La Dame aux Camélias, pronounced just before he died: “My last desire is to begin my life over again twice. Once to win back the amounts I have lost betting on horses, and the second time to lose them once more.”


  


  THE ENVIRONS OF PARIS


  Nature has been far less generous to the environs of Paris, as regards quaint or picturesque spots, than is the case with certain other European capitals. But where nature has been ungenerous, or even niggardly, man has built mansions, laid out parks and avenues which render this region so attractive from the tourist’s point of view that even without the proximity of Paris it would have become world famous.


  Versailles


  The expression “environs of Paris” immediately recalls to everyone a name that is universally known, even in the most distant corners of the globe. Hugo Victor once said:


  “I am not rich, but I offer 100 francs each to all those who, having visited Versailles, truthfully declare that they have not been enchanted by it.”


  This town of 70,000 inhabitants, which lies some 11 miles from Paris and is the capital of the Seine et Oise Department, has little to offer that is of interest to the tourist.


  But there is the Palace!


  I will assume that you have three days at most, and we shall therefore go through the magnificent residence of the last of the French kings in top gear, so to speak. It is perhaps unnecessary to remind you that Versailles was a simple hunting-lodge during the reign of Louis XIII and was transformed and extended according to the grandiose plans of the architect Mansart, the man who gave his name (“mansard”) to the special Parisian type of garret. It is said that the construction of the Palace cost 60 million francs, but Voltaire was the first man to suspect that this amount was increased to 100 millions out of the “secret fund,” which was then already in existence; but in either case the amount was colossal for the seventeenth century.


  Louis XV continued the embellishment of Versailles, but his successor, Louis XVI, was already driven out by the Revolution, and the Palace never regained its former grandeur except under Napoleon, and particularly under Louis Philippe.


  It is not our intention to enumerate here all that there is to be seen at Versailles. No doubt you will visit, first of all, the famous Hall of Mirrors where, on January 18th, 1871, the King of Prussia was proclaimed Emperor of Germany and where, on June 28th, 1919, Germany and the Allied Powers signed the Peace Treaty.


  Historic Rooms


  You, Madam, will probably leave your husband in the Hall of Mirrors and go round to the Queen’s apartments, the “petits appartements de Marie Antoinette,” and also to the room where, in October 1780 Marie Antoinette sought refuge, half clad, from the revolutionary mob. Marie Antoinette’s apartments were originally appointed for Maria Theresa, then for Marie Leczinska, the wife of Louis XV.


  Up the magnificent “Queen’s staircase” you will reach the apartments of the notorious Madame de Maintenon, including her all too famous bedroom. After passing through countless other rooms and ante-rooms and up a number of stairs, you will end up in the Salle du Congrés, where every seven years the two French Chambers meet to elect the President of the Republic.


  The Park of Versailles is quite as famous as the palace itself. It is undoubtedly the most perfect masterpiece of a “French garden,” and was designed by the architect Le Nôtre for Louis XIV. On great festivals, as well as on every first Sunday of the autumn months, the “Grandes Eaux” present one of the most enchanting spectacles in the world. You will roam for hours round the fountain pools and statues of this truly royal park, and you will always come upon spots you have not yet discovered or upon avenues that you have missed so far.


  Close to the Palace of Versailles you will find the two Trianons, which are a kind of annexe to Versailles. The Grand Trianon was also built by Mansart at the order of Louis XV, who went there to rest from the tedium of the court. It was here, in the Great Hall, that in June 1920 the Peace Treaty between Hungary and the Allies was signed. The Petit Trianon, built during the reign of Louis XV, was a favourite retreat of Marie Antoinette. Its gardens are famous for its charming little Temple of Love, which alone has more visitors each year than the whole of Versailles.


  Saint Germain


  Less famous than Versailles, but better situated from the panoramic point of view, the Palace of Saint-Germain-en-Laye, about 13 miles from Paris, with its museum, its terrace, and its wood, is a first attraction for tourists.


  Before you reach the palace itself you will come upon an association with your own country—the church of Saint-Germain contains the tomb of the Stuart king James II, who died in Saint-Germain in 1701, where he fled after the revolution of 1688.


  Saint-Germain, too, was the scene of the signing of a Peace Treaty, that with Austria.


  What will delight you at Saint-Germain will be not the palace itself but the terrace, which is more than 7,000 feet long and 90 feet wide. It is supported by a high wall and extends from the Henri IV Pavilion to a wide bastion upon which the gate leading to the wood opens.


  The wood is one of the finest in the environs of Paris.


  Malmaison


  A few minutes’ journey from Saint-Germain is the Palace of Malmaison, which is one of the most strikingly historic, and at the same time artistic, relics of the Napoleonic era.


  It was built by Napoleon’s first wife, the Creole woman Josephine, and was for a long time, particularly during Napoleon’s long absences, the scene of social and artistic events that gave ample food for scandal. It was the witty Saint-Beuve who said: “Napoleon the soldier was conquered at Waterloo, but Napoleon the husband was defeated at Malmaison.”


  It was here that Josephine lived in retirement after her divorce, and that she died in 1814.


  In the Emperor’s bedroom you will see the iron bedstead in which Napoleon slept on St. Helena, as well as his death mask. The ladies like to pause for a long time in the bathroom on the first floor, which contains Josephine’s dressing-table, a masterpiece of its kind of the period.


  Rambouillet


  Rambouillet, 10 miles from Paris, is older than Versailles and was already famous in the sixteenth century. It was here that Francis I died in 1547 and Charles V abdicated after the revolution of 1830.


  To-day Rambouillet is the summer residence of the President of the Republic, and the great presidential hunts in the vast Forest of Rambouillet are world famous.


  The palace itself contains a few historic rooms, such as the bedroom where Napoleon spent the last night before going into exile on June 25th 1814, Marie Antoinette’s boudoir, and the Emperor’s bathroom.


  Fontainebleau


  Fontainebleau is some 40 miles from Paris and, like Versailles, has little of interest to offer to the tourist, its fame lying in its palace and forest. The former is one of the oldest of the great palaces in France and already existed in the twelfth century. It was a favourite retreat of Catherine de Medicis, and it was here that Pope Pius VII stayed when he came to Paris especially to crown Napoleon. Napoleon spent more than 12 million francs on redecorating the palace, and by an irony of fate it was here that, on April 5th 1814, he abdicated.


  The different wings of the palace include the apartments of Napoleon, Marie Antoinette, the Pope and Madame de Maintenon respectively, and rival even Versailles in point of luxury. As to the forest, it is the largest in the environs of Paris and would take several days to explore even superficially. Heinrich Heine, the German poet, boasted that he knew every tree “by name” in this forest.


  Chantilly


  Chantilly, the French Newmarket, is about 25 miles from Paris, and is the French centre for training race-horses. The town also has a magnificent palace that is a veritable art museum and a famous railway station and forest. Also, it was here that the French General Staff had its headquarters from 1914 till 1917.


  The Palace, which consists of the Great and Small Palaces, has been rebuilt several times since the thirteenth century. It comprises the magnificent “Condé Museum,” with pictures by Rembrandt, Poussin, Titian, Watteau, Raphael, Veronese, Van Dyck, Botticelli, etc.


  Senlis


  Is a quarter of an hour’s journey from Chantilly, and was the most advanced position on the way to Paris that the Germans occupied for a few days in 1914, devastating and burning it.


  Senlis is famous for its eleventh-century palace, its thirteenth-century Notre Dame cathedral and its Gallo-Roman arenas.


  Compiègne


  Compiègne is close to Senlis and also has a famous palace. But you must first of all visit, in the annexe of the Town Hall, the Virenel Museum, with its famous collection of 30,000 lead soldiers of all types.


  The palace, built by Louis XV, was occupied by the English in August 1914, by the Germans in September, and finally by the Allied General Staff from March 1917 until May 1918. It contains several hundred rooms, which you will probably not have the time to look over, but you will like its wood, which is almost as large as the Forest of Fontainebleau, and was the favourite rendezvous of the “great lovers” of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. If the trees of this wood could talk, they could tell us a great deal about the loves of Madame Pompadour, Josephine, Georges Sand, Alfred de Musset, Chopin and the young Victor Hugo.


  Before returning to Paris you must look in at Enghien-Les-Bains, about eight miles from the capital, on the shore of a charming lake. The place has thermal springs, and the casino nearest to Paris.


  Two miles farther on, at Montmorency, you will find many reminders of Rousseau. The Rousseau Museum and L’Ermitage contain a great deal of material that recalls the strange life of this great romantic of the eighteenth century.


  


  PROVINCIAL FRANCE


  France is essentially a country of variety, more perhaps than any other country in Europe. You can find practically anything you want there, if you only know where to look, so wide is the range, of climates, scenery, products, and even races and languages.


  You can’t go anywhere in France without finding something to amuse, interest or startle you out of yourself.


  This variety is not only one of place and history, but has taken root too deep down in the customs and mentality of the people.


  Frenchmen All


  The Frenchman of the south does not see life and society with the same eyes as his compatriot of Flanders or Brittany, and even in the south itself there is very little in common between the talkative and braggart people of Marseilles and the cold and taciturn men from the Bordeaux or Basque provinces.


  And yet these people who seem so different, and who are so different, share certain very definite characteristics which mark them out as Frenchmen from all the other peoples of Europe and which you must know if you are to understand them at all.


  Provincial France particularly, as compared with Paris, has a number of features of its own which you will always find in any of the thousands of small towns which go to make it up.


  The small provincial town is grouped around a few main buildings: the principal church or maybe the Cathedral with its Bishop’s or Archbishop’s Palace alongside, the Prefecture where the Prefect of Police appointed by the Government has his headquarters, and last but not least the “Mairie,” the Town Hall where the Mayor presides. The latter buildings usually date back to the end of the last century, as is obvious from their architecture. And then, finally, there is the railway station, more often than not located some little way from the centre of the town.


  The whole business of the town goes on around this centre—which is frequently no more than a single street, square or promenade. The hotels, cinemas, cafés, restaurants and shops are all there, a few steps from the Church, the Préfecture and the Town Hall. At certain times of the day the people of the town assemble there with the regularity of monks at office—and woe to him or her who dares to transgress the unwritten law!—they exchange news and weave rumours into the fabric of the town’s daily gossip.


  Turn into a side street now and let the contrast soak into you. There is no longer any bustle or movement. The pavements and cobble-stones are practically deserted, and the blank faces of the houses look down at you with that grave and sleepy look which only the houses of a provincial town can give.


  At the gates of the town begins a kind of small scattered suburb, where the manufacturers and craftsmen have their workshops and the workmen their dwellings. It is in these suburbs that you will usually find the garages and petrol stations.


  Café Life


  The cafés play an important part in French provincial life. They take the place of clubs, which are entirely unknown.


  Every day at the same times the same clients, what the French call the “habitués,” can be found in the same cafés, playing billiards, or dominoes or cards. The usual card games are “piquet” or “belotte,” the latter being almost the national card game, and finally, in the last few years, bridge, which is still only played in the well-to-do classes. If they are not playing games, they are discussing business or—the inevitable politics.


  On Tips


  Politics is by far the favourite subject of discussion in the small provincial towns, and each café has its own particular colour. The people of the “Right” would never think of frequenting the “Left” café and vice versa.


  The thing that worries the foreigner most in the French café is certainly the thorny problem of the “tip.” The café waiters, according to a tradition which the French are the first to criticise, are not paid by their employer but live exclusively by their tips. That is what makes it so important for the foreigner to know exactly what is expected of him.


  In principle, as everyone knows, the tip is supposed to be 10 per cent. of the amount paid. But at cafés 50 centimes is the minimum tip. For a drink ranging from 5 to 10 francs, you have to give a 1 franc or 2 franc tip. Only when you get beyond the 20 franc limit can you fall back on the strict 10 per cent.; and even then it is usual to give a little more.


  I might mention in passing, particularly for English visitors, that in France drinks are paid for when you leave and not when you are served, as is the case in England.


  The French are far more friendly to foreigners in the provinces than in Paris, and it is comparatively easy to get into conversation with them. Once the ice is broken, they will invite you first to the café for an apéritif, and then, if the acquaintanceship ripens, to dinner in a restaurant.


  The only thing they won’t do, except if you have become real friends, is to invite you home. It is not your being a foreigner that makes them refrain from inviting you; they treat other Frenchmen in exactly the same way, and they would be the first to be surprised if they thought you took umbrage at it.


  Meals


  The French only eat two meals a day: lunch (Déjeuner) at about midday and dinner (Dîner) between seven and half-past. Lunch is hardly the word, of course, for a French déjeuner, which is usually a much bigger meal than the English lunch. But then the French have practically nothing for breakfast (which is called petit déjeuner); as a general rule just a cup of coffee and a “croissant” and sometimes only a cup of coffee. Afternoon tea is absolutely unheard of, except in the very big centres, and it is better even to avoid asking for it, as tea in France is well known to be utterly undrinkable unless you have it in one of the big hotels frequented by foreign visitors.


  The déjeuner and dinner are both thoroughgoing meals. The first usually consists of hors d’œuvres, then a meatdish served with vegetables—though sometimes the vegetables are served separately afterwards—and finally a salad, cheese and dessert. It is worth noting that in France the cheese comes before the dessert. The bill of fare is practically the same for dinner, except that the hors d’œuvres are replaced by a soup. Usually in the provinces the wine is included in the price of the meal, unless you want something special from the wine-cellar.


  Friendly to Foreigners


  I suppose that the real reason why, as I mentioned earlier on, the provincial Frenchmen is easier for a foreigner to get on with than a Parisian is that the latter is no longer attracted by curiosity for the unknown. But to the provincial the foreigner has still got the flavour and prestige of a man who has arrived from distant places, and when he enters into contact with a foreigner he feels that he is venturing into new and unknown territory.


  The French, let it be said in passing, have more respect for the English than for any other foreigners.


  But if the provincial Frenchman is more communicative than the Parisian, his communicativeness is purely relative.


  The famous “wall of private life,” so much talked about in French literature, remains an insurmountable obstacle.


  Be Tactful


  Never ask a Frenchman how much money he is making or earning; never try to find out what his religion is; he will merely think you a tactless bore.


  On the other hand, being a Frenchman above all else, he will talk to you without the slightest embarrassment about subjects which in other countries are discreetly ignored or talked round. If you ever get him going on the eternal subject of women, and there are no ladies present, he will enter into the most delicate details with the greatest complacency and directness of language.


  The provincial Frenchwoman is just the opposite. Although there is nothing in the least prudish about her, and she is always extremely reticent and perhaps even stiffish in the presence of strangers, you will find it very difficult to get to know her. All this applies primarily to the women of the small towns, for in certain middle-class circles of Lyons or Marseilles they make a point of being more Parisian than the Parisians themselves, and even adopt foreign customs and manners, particularly those of England and the United States.


  THE CÔTE D’AZUR


  Everywhere in the world, in Tokio as much as in London or New York, the words “Côte d’Azur” summon up to all and sundry the enchanting picture of a country of everlasting sun, of the Mediterranean with its peculiarly intense blue, of a cloudless and radiant sky, of the Carnival of Nice with its fairy-like fancy-dress balls, its battles of flowers, of Cannes, Mentone, St. Tropez, of a land of laughter and gaiety, the crowning beauty of Provence and indeed of the whole of France.


  What can I possibly say then of the “Côte d’Azur,” or French Riviera, which is not known ten times over to my foreign readers, and particularly to the English-speaking peoples? However, to say nothing would be worse, so let those who know already please skip!


  NICE


  The fame of Nice is nothing new. Already, many centuries ago, in the time of the Phoceans of Marseilles, it was the most important town on the Riviera. It was founded two thousand years ago in memory of a successful battle won against the neighbouring Ligurians. Hence the name of “Nicaea,” which means “Victory.”


  Nowadays this big town of 250,000 inhabitants is both a summer and a winter resort, a theatrical, artistic and sporting centre, a pivot of social life. And at the same time it is a refuge for those who seek quiet and rest, for the aged and retired, as well as for the artist and writer.


  In Nice, as practically everywhere on the French Riviera, the English or American visitor is utterly at home. English is spoken in almost all the shops, restaurants and hotels, and at every step he takes he runs into someone he knows from home.


  The pride of Nice, the finest avenue on the Riviera, and one of the most famous of the whole world, is even called “Promenade des Anglais.” It runs from the Palais de la Jetée to the Californie, along 5 miles or so of the incomparable Baie des Anges.


  It owes this name to the English colony who in the last century lived preferably around the Croix de Marbre. Their hotels and pensions were all in that quarter; it was there that they built their first church and their cemetery is still there, though to-day no longer used.


  Amusements in Nice


  Nice is much more than merely the favourite spot on the Riviera for foreign visitors from all over the world; it is also an important town which offers its own inhabitants as well as its visitors innumerable pastimes, distractions and amusements.


  All that is best and latest in the way of shows and plays can be seen at the music-halls and theatres of Nice; they come on there immediately they appear in Paris, and sometimes even before. Every day the “cercles” and big hotels give tea-dances and gala-balls.


  But perhaps the most powerful attraction of Nice is, and always has been, its casinos, the most cosmopolitan places for gambling on the Riviera. You may think that it is only in Monte Carlo that gambling goes on. This is quite a wrong impression. Nice alone has no less than five big casinos.


  The first of these, the Palais de la Méditerranée, is considered to-day to be one of the most luxurious and up-to-date casinos in the world. If you go into the gaming rooms, with their roulette, trente-et-quarante, baccarat, écarté tables, any time between January and March, and look round at the people playing there, you will probably see, among other famous personalities, princes and even reigning sovereigns, H.M. Gustav V of Sweden seated democratically between a cotton merchant from Sydney and a Polish engineer or Japanese student. You can see there the greatest names in industry, finance, literature, art or science, standing behind the players, or trying their luck either with the modest green counters of five francs or perhaps with the more imposing “plaques” of 100, 500, 1,000, 5,000, or 10,000 francs.


  Another Casino


  Then in the Place Masséna you have another casino, the Casino Municipal, meant for a wider public, which has not only the usual roulette and baccarat tables, but the additional attraction of a number of tables of “boule” at which the, lowest “mise” is one franc!


  Those are the two biggest casinos, but there are three others which are just as suitable for those who want to try their luck with or without “systems”: the Casino de la Jetée Promenade, looking out on the sea, the Nouveau Casino, and the Eldorado Casino which was destroyed by fire in March 1936 but will probably be rebuilt and in full swing again soon.


  To give an idea of the popularity of the casinos, you have only to remember that every year hundreds of millions of francs change hands over the green tables, and that in 1935 the French Treasury was the richer by more than thirty million francs of revenue from the tax on gambling in the Nice casinos.


  You needn’t be surprised, then, if in the very hall of your hotel a man, speaking English or French, usually with an oriental accent, comes up to you—just as in Monte Carlo—and tells you that he has got THE secret of winning at roulette, in half an hour and without any risk, a hundred thousand francs with only five hundred francs to start with.


  He would be delighted to place his “system” at your disposal. All you have to do is to buy his booklet of thirty-two pages, in thirty-two languages, among which Esperanto and Yiddish, for the small sum of 127 francs 95 centimes.


  Hotels


  In Nice you can easily find the room to suit your taste and your pocket. If you can pay a lot, there are plenty of first-class hotels, and if you can’t, there are “pensions” without number where you can get simple but cleanly lodging and food for the lowest prices. Prices have dropped enormously everywhere in the last few years, and even at the Negresco—the meeting place of the very highest cosmopolitan society, of the Spanish Royal Family, of the biggest cinema and stage stars (and also the favourite hotel of Léon Blum, the leader of the French Socialist party!)—you can get rooms from 40 francs a day upwards and full board and lodging for 90 francs upwards. The Ruhl is even cheaper (30 and 80 francs). Its clientele is more specifically French. For instance, it is patronised by most of the French statesmen and by the higher ranks of the French army—among whom General Gamelin, Chief of the French Headquarters Staff. At the Hôtel d’Angleterre, where the King of Sweden has stayed every year for the last twenty-five years, the prices of the rooms start at 20 francs and those of full pension at 50 francs. The Beau Rivage, Imperator, Luxemburg, Méditerranée, Plage, Royal, West End and Westminster fall more or less into the same category.


  As for Cimiez, the very elegant quarter perched up on the hill some little way from the sea, most of the big hotels there are only open in the winter season. At the Hermitage, the Riviera Palace, and the Winter Palace, where the British aristocracy come to winter, prices range from 40 francs without pension and from 80 francs with pension.


  For those who cannot afford these prices, there are plenty of cheaper hotels, both near the sea and up in Cimiez. Near the sea you can choose between the Haller, the Prince et Bellevue, the Suisse, the Château Ferber, the Everest, the Le Minaret or the Trois Epis, all of which have rooms from 12 francs and full pension from 30 francs upwards. The same prices are charged in Cimiez at the Alhambra, Grand Hotel, British Hotel Faletto, Floride, Helios, Petit-Palais and English Hotel Montmorency.


  Finally, on the Monte Carlo road, there is the Grand Hotel de Mont-Boron, the favourite retreat of writers, where rooms can be had from 20 francs and full pension from 40 francs.


  Apart from these hotels there are a good hundred “pensions” and small hotels where you can have full pension for between 25 and 30 francs a day, and rooms from 10 francs a day.


  Ten per cent, has, of course, to be added to these prices for service, and then the special “taxe de séjour,” which is only levied on the first twenty-eight days of your stay and ranges from 65 centimes to 3 francs 90 centimes a day, according to the type of hotel at which you are staying.


  You can get all the particulars you want concerning hotels, and even villas and furnished flats and apartments, from the Syndicat d’Initiative de Nice (13 Place Masséna). If necessary, they will answer you in English.


  Restaurants, Dance-Halls, Cafés


  Practically all the hotels of any size have restaurants where you can get “table d’hôte” or “à la carte” meals for prices ranging from 10 to 35 francs (wine included). But if you want to try the local dishes, you should go to one of the restaurants of the Quai des Etats-Unis (for instance, La Pergola) or Chez Buteau in the Old Town, whose dishes, particularly the fish and the raviolis, are famous throughout the whole of France.


  When you feel like dancing, you have only to drop into one of the big hotels of the Promenade des Anglais (particularly the Negresco and the Ruhl, or the Palais de la Méditerranée) round about tea-time, and you will find a thé-dansant in full swing, with a magnificent floor and band at your disposal. The drinks need not cost you more than 10 francs apiece. In the evenings, the same hotels give gala balls with special numbers put on by the leading French and foreign film and stage stars. In the season there is also dancing at the Casino de la Jetée and the Casino Municipal. The most cosmopolitan cabarets and dance-halls are at present the Perroquet and the Plantation, where drinks will cost you anything from 15 or 20 francs upwards. The latter seems to have a particular attraction for writers and artists, and you will often see there, among many others, the famous German writers Heinrich Mann and Walter Hasenklever.


  Most of the big cafés are on the Avenue de la Victoire, but some of the others are worth visiting too: the Café de Paris, for instance, on the rue Pasterelli, which has an orchestra and is mainly frequented by the French themselves. There is the Massena too and the Albert 1er. The Albert 1er seems to be particularly popular and crowded nowadays, perhaps because of its orchestra. Then you can pass a very enjoyable and refreshing hour or two sitting outside the big cafés of the Promenade des Anglais, such as the Café de France and the Montparnasse de Nice with its medley of writers and artists of every nationality.


  Something for the Ladies


  Now that you know pretty well all there is to tell about hotels, restaurants, casinos, cafés, and places to dance, I shall go on to talk about more serious matters, such as clothes for the woman!


  Perhaps you are not aware that in Nice and on the French Riviera in general, the average standard of elegance and chic is far higher than in any European capital.


  At the gala balls of the Negresco or the Ruhl, presided over by Maurice Chevalier, Mistinguett or Marlene Dietrich, you will see more examples of the very latest fashions than even Paris or London could show you, except two or three times a year.


  And you mustn’t forget that the famous Promenade des Anglais is really and truly a promenade, somewhere to stroll and lounge about in, as the Avenue de Bois in Paris used to be before the War, or the Kärtnerstrasse in Vienna, or the Corso de Danube in Budapest. Between 11 and 12 o’clock in the morning no self-respecting Nicoise, or even Nicois, would think of failing to take a stroll in the Promenade des Anglais so as to get a glimpse of the latest thing worn by the Baronne de Rothschild or Madame Titulesco or Mrs. Morgan. In a single morning, if that kind of accountancy happened to interest you, you could count a dozen or so genuine princesses, marchionesses, countesses and grand-duchesses, with or without their princes, marquises, counts and grand-dukes, seated in arm-chairs or stretched out in deck-chairs along the Promenade.


  Chit-Chat


  Let’s sit down here on the terrasse of the Café de France, sip a drink, smoke a cigarette and chat idly about the people around us and passing us.


  “Talking of duchesses, whoever is that darling little Japanese opposite? I’m sure I’ve seen her before in Biarritz.”


  “Nothing more likely. She’s the new ambassador—or should one say ambassadress—of Japan in X … She’s a first-class golfer and has even been woman golf champion of Japan three times.”


  “And that attractive young man over there, with his brief-case crammed with papers, talking so earnestly to the older man beside him?”


  “That, my dear lady, is the Archduke Francis Joseph; one of the most assiduous visitors of the French Riviera, and at present a publicity agent. He is talking to the Director of …”


  “And those two girls, dressed like a couple of sisters, with such typical Slav faces?”


  “You’ve hit it first guess. They are two Greek princesses, cousins of the Duchess of Kent. You’ll find them tomorrow presiding over the Carlton Gala in Cannes, which has been organised for the benefit of the Russian widows and orphans of the War. I believe the Queen of Italy is going to be there in person.”


  Shopping


  “There is a great deal to see and do in the afternoons. There are fashion shows, the International Horse Show, in which the finest riders in Europe take part, the races, the regattas, not to speak of the casinos which open at 2 o’clock in the afternoon.”


  “But perhaps you will manage after all to get an afternoon free. In that case, you’ll just have to do some shopping, won’t you? You’ll find all you can possibly want in the subsidiaries of the big Paris shops. The shopping centre is the Avenue de la Victoire, while the Nice’s Rue de la Paix, with its dressmakers and jewellers, is the Jardin du Roi Albert 1er, just behind the Hôtel Ruhl.”


  “Well, it’s ever so kind of you to give me all this useful information. Just before I go, do tell me who that old man is over there, just getting into that lovely limousine. I’m sure I’ve seen his photo in the papers.”


  “I should say you have! That visitor, who as a matter of fact is very rarely seen in public and prefers to take solitary walks between Mentone and Monte Carlo, is none other than Sir Basil Zaharoff, the most mysterious man in Europe.”


  Some Hints for the Sightseer


  By now you will certainly have come to the conclusion that Nice is just nothing more than a collection of dance places, restaurants, casinos, theatres, cafés, and fashion shows. Are there no museums, churches or historical monuments worth seeing in Nice? Quite a neat answer to that question has already been given by Paul Valéry when he said that “Nice’s richest museum, finest monument and most beautiful statue … is the sea!” But that is not, of course, the whole story or the only answer.


  Nice has plenty of museums, monuments, picturesque sites, and curiosities of art or nature to be seen, and perhaps I am not going beyond what my rôle of guide warrants when I add that you really should see them.


  “But whoever wants to shut themselves up in a museum on such a marvellous day?”


  “There’s something to be said for that too. And yet, perhaps you don’t know that a few years ago an American woman crossed the Atlantic with no other end in view than to see a single picture in a Nice museum.”


  “You’re beginning to make me curious.”


  “… and that, inspired by the same picture, a Japanese professor composed a poem of three thousand verses which had a striking success in Japan when he got back.”


  “Curiouser and curiouser! Or rather, call a taxi and take me off immediately to look at this extraordinary picture.”


  “Here we are now. This is the Villa Cheret. Don’t jump out in such a hurry, you’ll bang your head! It’s on the first floor. This is the room. You see, the Salle Marie Bashkirtcheff, and over there is the famous self-portrait painted by the unfortunate Moussia whose ‘Journal’ has been translated into thirty-two languages.”


  “It’s not bad. But really, I don’t see what all the fuss is about!”


  “Look more closely. The lips still carry the marks of a revolver bullet fired by Marie Bashkirtcheff herself. She was seriously ill, only twenty-four years old, and a few weeks before her death she tried to destroy this unrelenting effigy of her lost beauty with a revolver.”


  “You got that out of a novel by Elinor Glyn. If you don’t stop, I’ll cry.”


  “Come along then. To cheer you up, we’ll go round to the Nice Lawn Tennis Club, which is quite near, and if you have any luck you may even get a game with the King of Sweden. Oh, wait a minute, though; I’m afraid your game’s off. I forgot that this week there is an international tournament on and the King will be playing in the doubles with your champion Perry. But come along anyway. We shall see some good tennis, even if we don’t get a game ourselves.”


  “That was a lovely afternoon. First art and then a first-class tennis tournament. Now, before going home to change, just tell me what that church or castle is up there on the heights in the distance with that enormous dome. For the last three days I seem to be seeing it wherever I am, from the Promenade des Anglais as well as from the window of my hotel.”


  “Oh, that! That’s the Nice Observatory, the cupola of which is one of the marvels of the world. It was built by the famous Eiffel and weighs about a hundred tons. And by an amusing application of Archimedes’ law, it simply floats on water like a boat. Your Queen Victoria, when she was in Nice—and she was here fairly often, as you know—used to visit it each year on foot, although it is about 4 miles outside the town. If it weren’t already 6 o’clock I’d suggest running up to see it in a car.”


  “I’ve got an appointment at 7, but perhaps we might fill in the time by going to the Old Town, which I have heard so much about in London.”


  The Old Town


  “The Old Town is as picturesque, with its winding streets, its washing hanging out of all the windows, and its innumerable children tumbling over each other between the wheels of the passing cars, as Palermo, Naples or Marseilles, and far cleaner too. The dark passages, the old churches, and even the street fountains are full of historical legends and memories. Oh, look! We’re in the Rue de la Préfecture. Do you see number 14 over there with the plate fixed on it? That’s where the famous violinist Paganini died on May 27th, 1840—‘the devil’s pal’ as they called him, whom the Bishop of Nice refused to bury ‘for having preferred women to the Mass,’ and whose body lay for three years on the slab of Villefranche before being buried in Genoa.”


  “You certainly seem to know all the gossip of the Riviera.”


  “Pretty old gossip that! As far as the gossip of the town to-day is concerned, the best spot to pick it up is at the golf club.”


  “I thought Nice had no golf clubs.”


  “Of course it has. The Nice Golf Club is not in the town itself, but about 7 miles out at Cagnes-sur-Mer. It was the favourite golf club of Edward VIII when he was living at Golfe Juan in 1935.”


  “We’ll go there at the very first opportunity. To-morrow afternoon if we can. My friends in London will get positively ill with jealousy when they hear I’ve had the same professional to teach me as the King.”


  A Good Story


  “No difficulty about that. If I were you, I’d go at the same time to the Auberge de Cros in Cagnes where he often used to lunch after a game of golf. As a matter of fact, there is rather a good story about his first visit to the Auberge. He went there with a few friends and the innkeeper, a woman, hadn’t the remotest idea who he was.”


  “‘I want a Bouillabaisse,’ he said, ‘I’m just dying of hunger.’”


  “‘A Bouillabaisse, sir!’ exclaimed the inn-keeper, ‘I couldn’t give you a Bouillabaisse to-day, not if you were the President of the Republic. Why, I haven’t got any lobsters or any other fish in the house.’”


  “‘And if he were the future King of England, what then?’ joked the Prince’s private secretary, Major A.”


  “She suddenly recognised who her guest was and grew pale. An hour afterwards they all sat down to a wonderful Bouillabaisse Nicoise.”


  “Not a bad story! You must take us to this inn of yours to-morrow at the latest.”


  “Yes, but the funniest thing of all is that since that day the poor woman suspects every foreigner of being a prince or a queen incognito, and if you only go there with that new hat of yours she’ll probably take you straight off for the Duchess of Kent in person.”


  Rise and Fall of the Carnival of Nice


  Whatever corner of the world you may come from—Birmingham, Sidney, Chicago or Shanghai—you will certainly have heard or read times out of number of the Carnival of Nice.


  And one day you will arrive at the Place Massena, the porter of your hotel having given you a little booklet of tickets (the last, he says, in the whole of Nice) for all the spectacles of the Carnival. With guide-book in hand and camera slung over your shoulders, you take your place with a little thrill of pleasure in one of the best rows of seats just opposite the Casino Municipal.


  The immense square is crammed full. The neighbouring streets too are just a mass of people, and not a window in sight is empty. Several bands of the local firemen and infantry regiments are playing waltzes, cacaroudchas, and Provençal tunes. You feel more than a bit excited, and have already started to think of what your best friends at home will say when you describe the unforgettable scene.


  Then suddenly a shout rises from the crowd:


  “Here they come!”


  And there at last is His Majesty Carnival the 57th, or is it 63rd? preceded by heralds, children and the grotesque carnival chariots.


  The bands strike up. Children and grown-ups alike shout with joy.


  The procession enters the square and goes round it. three times. A few confetti drift down on to your coat. And then, without any warning, it is all over. The musicians are wrapping up their trombones and putting their violins into their cases. The people are moving slowly out of the rows of seats.


  On your way back to your hotel, as you cross the magnificent Jardin du Roi Albert 1er, you can’t help feeling a bit disappointed. You murmur that nowadays, at a peak-period of technical achievement and consummate showmanship throughout the world, what you have just seen is just a little thin for a Carnival of Nice. You’ve seen better at the cinema, music-hall, or even theatre. There was nothing very unexpected or terribly impressive about that.


  A Good Excuse


  The Carnival is an excellent excuse for escaping from the office, for seeing the sea and listening to the restful murmur of the waves on a bench in Nice or Cannes, for being “together.” But as far as the solemn and long-awaited entry of His Majesty Carnival is concerned, take my friendly hint and don’t expect to be carried away to the seventh heaven of delight and amazement.


  Even the flower battles are full of fun, ragging and humour, but there is nothing grandiose about them … at Hollywood they do them far better.


  The Beach—Winter and Summer Sports


  Nowadays Nice has practically as many visitors in summer as in winter. A dozen or so beaches have been arranged and thousands of bathers prefer the reliable sunshine and calmness of the Mediterranean to the capriciousness of the Atlantic or Channel.


  The most elegant beaches are the Plage Beau Rivage and Le Ruhl Plage, the most popular and crowded the Aquarium Beach and the Grande Bleue.


  But for all that there is one big disadvantage in Nice, and that is the entire absence of sand. If you want real sand you have to go to Juan-Les-Pins or Cannes. It would be sad for Nice, but from the bather’s point of view I don’t suppose you would regret for a moment the change over to Cannes or Juan.


  Nice has a come-back in any case, which makes up a great deal for the lack of sand. It has the unique privilege for a summer and winter resort of offering you bathing and winter sports simultaneously.


  If you want, you can take a bathe in the morning (from March 15th onwards), then shoot up to Beuil at two and a half hours’ distance in a car, and there have a bout of ski-ing at a height of nearly 5,000 feet. Or you can go to Peira-Cava, which is even nearer. In the afternoon you can come down again to the warm shores of the Mediterranean and look in at the Negresco to find out who are the latest arrivals from Paris.


  There is plenty of scope for yachting too. In the port there is the Club Nautique; or you can go to Villefranche or Cannes, a yachter’s paradise, where any of the old sailors in the port will be delighted to give you full particulars should you suddenly be filled with longing to hire the yacht of the ex-Kaiser, the Tsar, a dethroned Sultan or the Dolly Sisters. They’ll offer you a cruise if you like to the Ile Sainte-Marguerite opposite or even to Madagascar. But be careful! These historical yachts are pretty old and may reserve some nasty surprises for you when you’re out at sea. It even happens that the captain gives you a price per day, and then adds, with a perfectly serious face, that if the boat sinks on route the price is only payable up to the day you go down.


  VILLEFRANCHE


  If Nice is the sea, then Villefranche is its port, and the most beautiful and picturesque of the whole coast along with Cannes and St. Tropez. This little town of 6,000 inhabitants, not quite 4 miles from Nice, was discovered, thanks to its particularly valuable location, first by the French Navy, which made a naval port out of it, and then by a few Parisian painters and writers. The big Italian liners call at Villefranche on their way to the United States or South America.


  The first writer to discover it was Jean Cocteau, and he and his followers established their headquarters in the Welcome Hotel (rooms from 15 francs upwards, pension from 40 francs). They mixed with the picturesque and cosmopolitan population of the ports (there are two of them), and began building their own boats and canoes. Then a swarm of American, Chinese, Hungarian, Portuguese and even French painters invaded the town to sketch and paint the French and foreign naval officers, the colonial soldiers and sailors, dancing at eleven in the morning in the small bars and cafés of the port with handsome Italians, Nicoises, or the beauties of Villefranche itself, while the poets and writers wrote feverishly, in a dozen or so different languages, novels, odes, tragedies and picturesque tales culled from the life of Villefranche.


  There are some famous names among these writers and artists: Michael Arlen, Foujita, Picasso, the decorator Vincent Korda, Van Dongen. Sometimes even the aged Kipling himself would leave his retreat at Mentone to join the group in Villefranche. Sooner or later a legend grew up around this set of artists, and in Paris, London and New York they were dubbed the Villefranche School.


  Unfortunately, the depression has scattered this curious community of writers and artists, and to-day only Cocteau and a few friends keep up the tradition of the Welcome Hotel and the Villefranche School.


  The climate of Villefranche is the hottest of the whole Riviera. If you like to eat your bananas freshly picked, you can do it easily enough in Villefranche, where there are almost as many banana trees as orange trees.


  As for the famous Naval Battles of Flowers, look up what we have already said about the Carnival of Nice … and don’t fail to see them, preferably accompanied by a friend.


  FROM VILLEFRANCHE TO MENTONE AND VENTIMIGLIA


  About 3 miles from Villefranche, going in the direction of Mentone, you come into Saint Jean-Cap-Ferrat, where you will find one of the smartest hotels on the whole Riviera with restaurant, dancing, tennis courts, and swimming pool: the Grand Hotel Cap Ferrat. Full pension can be had there from 50 francs.


  Not far from the Cap lies Beaulieu-sur-Mer, part of which is very appropriately called “Petite Afrique,” where the climate is nearly as hot as in Villefranche (Hotels Bristol and Bedford, rooms from 30 francs).


  I’d have to write whole pages if I merely wanted to list all the famous people who possess, or have possessed, one or several villas around Cap-Ferrat and Beaulieu. The great Spanish writer, Blasco Ibanez, whose charming villa, where his widow still lives, is just a little farther East, once said that “with the wealth of the people living between Villefranche and Mentone you could buy half Europe.”


  To realise that this is merely a very slight exaggeration you have only to remember that the king of armament vendors, Sir Basil Zaharoff, lives not far from Beaulieu, and that going round the Cap you are as likely as not to run into at least one of the Morgan or Vanderbilt families, not to speak of the big writers and artists like Maurice Maeterlinck. One of the loveliest estates on the Riviera is the only too notorious Château Thompson at Cap-Ferrat, which Pola Negri is said to have bought last summer for the bagatelle of over £300,000.


  Political Associations


  Before reaching Monte Carlo you are bound to fall in love with the charming Cap d’Ail and Eze, from the heights of which you get a unique view of the whole Riviera.


  Beyond Monte Carlo there is Cap Martin to be reckoned with. This used to be the favourite spot of the Empress Elizabeth of Austria, and even the austere Emperor Francis Joseph came to join her there from time to time. At present the luxurious Hôtel Cap Martin has been turned by Mr. Titulesco into the chief meeting-place of the diplomatists, a kind of Riviera offshoot of the League, where Sir Samuel Hoare (when he was at the Foreign Office), accompanied by Baron Aloisi or President Benes, would talk over the grave problems of the hour from an angle, and under a sky too, quite other than at bleak Geneva.


  Three famous and magnificent roads lead to Mentone, the most important town of the coast after Nice: the Grande Corniche, which has the most beautiful view, the Moyenne Corniche, which is the most modern, and, oldest of the three, the Petite Corniche.


  Mentone


  In recent years Mentone (25,000 inhabitants) has lost a good deal of its world-wide fame to its younger competitors, particularly Juan-Les-Pins and St. Tropez. For all that, this frontier town is wonderfully located, and with its calm avenues, beaches and streets, and despite its casino, cinemas, and dance-halls, remains almost the ideal place for a rest cure. Being less fashionable than Nice or Cannes, it has become a kind of retreat for the older generation, and especially for the older aristocracy.


  The town is built in Italian style and full of old churches, ruins and monuments, such as the ancient Palais des Princes de Monaco, the Church of Saint-Michel, the house in the Rue Bréa (No. 2) where Pope Pius VII once lived and where the Catholic sovereigns, the Queens of Spain, Portugal, Italy, etc., came each year in pilgrimage.


  Most of the hotels in Mentone still date back to the time of its prosperity. The smartest and most luxurious are the Hotel Imperial (80 francs), Winter Palace and Riviera Palace (30-50 francs).


  The Hôtel Annonciata (pension from 50 francs) is where the famous French statesman, André Tardieu, has retired during the last few years, and he can be seen quite frequently with other leaders of the French Right parties taking long walks or drives towards the fine golf course of Sospel.


  About 2 miles from Mentone the Pont Saint-Louis already marks the Italian frontier. It is a fascinating spot for the visitor. Constructed of a single arch of some 70 feet, it spans a savage ravine at a height of more than 200 feet.


  To the Pont Saint-Louis and back was one of the favourite walks of Rudyard Kipling, whose villa was not far from Mentone.


  FROM NICE TO CANNES


  It is currently said that in the last few years whilst the towns and beaches between Nice and Menton have slightly declined in popularity, those in the other direction from Nice to Cannes and even further have become more and more fashionable.


  Whether that is really true or not, it is certain that the younger generation prefers Juan-Les-Pins or St. Tropez to Cap-Ferrat or Monte Carlo, and that whereas the King of Sweden spends a large part of his annual stay on the eastern coast of the Riviera, King Edward VIII, when still Prince of Wales, passed two successive seasons in Cannes and Golf-Juan.


  We have already referred to the fine golf course of Cagnes-sur-Mer, but even if you are not a golfer, spend at least one afternoon in this unique spot on the Riviera which the great French painter Renoir may be said to have discovered and which, since the War, has remained the favourite town of the artists and writers. Built on a hill, Haut-de-Cagnes, with its old castle of the Grimaldi, its century-old street, its terraces and overhanging gardens, its old church and its cosmopolitan society, is an island of sheer beauty, cut off from the rest of the world and from the noise of the big towns. Its charm can only be equalled, perhaps, by the most picturesque villages of Andalusia or Sicily. The view from its heights, the vivid colours, and the sudden glimpses of outline and shade at the corners of its streets, have such an attraction for painters that last year a journalist was agreeably, though justifiably, surprised to see Winston Churchill sitting opposite the Old Town Hall busily engaged in finishing a painting.


  A dance in the evening, in the open air, Chez Jimmy, on the Place du Château, with a moonlit view of the Alps and of the sea, will certainly be one of the memories you will treasure up from your stay on the Riviera.


  From Cagnes let us leave the Mediterranean a moment and strike inland up through Vence, where the peasants, at harvest time, will gladly give you a few of their excellent grapes to taste; through Saint-Paul to Grasse, the town of the great painter Fragonard (at all costs visit the Musée Fragonard!), the capital of the French perfume industry. You can buy on the spot a few bottles of the leading marks of perfume after seeing the flowers bought, the ingredients checked and the liquid composed before your very eyes. The various factories of Grasse, which is a town of some 20,000 inhabitants, sacrifice about 10,000 tons of flowers each year on the altar of sex-appeal! Would you have believed, dear lady, that it is the flowers of the Côte d’Azur which add that fatal touch of sorcery to your already irresistible charm?


  The Gorges du Loup


  Come with me just a few miles further inland and you can claim to have seen one of the most amazing natural spectacles in the whole of the South of France: the Gorges du Loup. Even the road is worth seeing, dug, as it is out of the rock, through the valley of the Wolf to the Wolf’s jump (Saut du Loup). Then another winding road will lead you up to Gourdin, a small village located at an altitude of nearly 3,000 feet. When the famous American millionaire Gould saw the view from this village, he was so carried away that he asked an architect how much it would cost to reproduce the same countryside, with the view over sea, valley and gorge, in California!


  But we must get back to the sea. If I take you any further inland I shall soon be describing Paris to you! Just after Cagnes, there is Antibes. A very peculiar place indeed. This is nothing to do with its fort, handsome and impressive as that is; but Antibes has the unique privilege of having more cats than anywhere else in the world. And since you have no doubt come to the Riviera as a visitor, and you might find it difficult to get around with half-a-dozen cats (Antibes has thousands of them), we shall pass on hastily to Juan-Les-Pins.


  I’m sure you must have had this charming beach described to you already; perhaps as the most immoral, or at any rate least respectable, of France’s post-War resorts. This may, for all I know, have been the reason which impelled you to come and see it. It is always best to check up these rumours first hand!


  A little earlier I pointed out that unlike Mentone and even Nice, Juan is essentially a beach for the younger generation. You will find ten times as many less-than-thirties there than more-than-sixties. And I may add, for what the information is worth, that despite a decree of the prefect of police stuck up on all the walls, but which nobody reads, you needn’t be afraid of any gendarme coming to check up the length or weight of your swimming suit. And since the sand on the beach is soft and of excellent texture, do not fly the very innocent temptations of Juan-Les-Pins, but come and see for yourself that besides being a famous centre for all forms of water sports (for instance, water-ski), it is really no less virtuous a spot for lounging and bathing than anywhere else in Europe. At Le Provençal, one of the most up-to-date hotels on the Riviera, you can get full pension from 50 francs upwards.


  Golfe-Juan, between Juan-Les-Pins and Cannes, became famous last year when the then Prince of Wales came to spend his holidays there in the magnificent Villa Le Roc.


  I should need a whole chapter to tell all the stories going around concerning the last holidays of King Edward VIII, who spent most of his time either sailing about in his yacht or at Cannes, where I need hardly add he was accompanied at every step by hundreds of journalists, photographers and sightseers.


  Cannes


  Cannes, which has been nicknamed the most silent town in the world, has always been a particularly popular resort for English society people. It has a casino, several dance-halls, a number of first-class hotels, a magnificent promenade called the Croisette, and has none of the noise or other drawbacks of a big town. That is why many people prefer it to Nice.


  Its beaches are the smartest on the Riviera—the famous Palm Beach, which used to be the favourite beach of the Prince of Wales, heading the list. If the Promenade des Anglaise in Nice gives you in winter a panorama of “all Europe,” the Croisette of Cannes offers in summer an admirable selection, and none the worse for being a selection, of all those who really count in the capitals of Europe or America.


  Hullo, Georges!


  In August you’d think you were in Paris when the season is in full swing. The barman of the Malmaison of the Grand Hotel is none other than the famous ex-heavy-weight champion of the world, Georges Carpentier; big advertisements announce the arrival of Antoine, the king of hairdressers; that slim negress, with the perfect back, coming out of Miramar, is Josephine Baker, the Black Venus, and the automobile which has just drawn up in front of the Carlton belongs to Lord and Lady Mountbatten, cousins of King Edward VIII. The hotels on the Croisette are all luxurious palaces. Each of them, the Martinez, Miramar, Carlton, Majestic, Grand Hotel, have lowered their prices in the last two or three years by at least 30 or 40 per cent. In all of them you can now find rooms for 40 or 50 francs and full pension for 80 or a 100.


  There are plenty of cheaper hotels too, in Cannes as well as in the suburbs or adjoining towns. For instance, you can stay at Cannet up on the heights, where you have wonderfully fresh breezes and a perfect view, or again at Super-Cannes.


  Cannes is also an ideal centre for the golfer. You can get an excellent game at the Cannes Golf Club at La Napoule, or if you prefer more picturesque surroundings you can run up to Mougins, an ancient Roman village, where there is another golf course. At Mougins, after or before the game, you should climb the tower of the monastery and see from there the immense coast-line of the whole Riviera. With a good telescope you can even make out Corsica.


  There is no longer any need to advertise the excellences of the Cannes tennis courts. Their reputation has already gone the round. There are myriads of them, and you have only to follow the example of the Prince of Wales, who played one day at the Cannes Lawn Tennis Club, the next at the Gallia Lawn Tennis Club and then in succession on the courts of the Hotel Metropole, Carlton and Beau Site.


  Most of the clubs have international tournaments at least twice a year, and the very best French and foreign players take part in them.


  Distinguished Refugees


  Cannes shelters an immense colony of political refugees. There are former members of the Russian nobility everywhere. They take an active part in all that is going on around them, though some of them prefer to live almost exclusively among themselves. There are refugees from other countries as well. Venizelos lived in Cannes for many years (his name has even been given to one of the streets), and the other exile from Greece, King George II, was often to be seen there too. Queen Amelie of Portugal, the former Queen of Rumania, the family of the former Sultan of Turkey, and of course Alphonse XIII of Spain and his followers, are all assiduous visitors to the big hotels of the Croisette or to the magnificent villas on the outskirts of the town.


  There is one visit that you absolutely must make before leaving Cannes; but only if you are a man, or unless women readers are prepared to dress up in one of their husband’s suits, tuck their hair under a wide trilby and carefully wipe the lipstick from their lips. For I am referring to the famous monastery of the Iles de Lérins, opposite Cannes, and no feminine foot is allowed to cross the threshold. Even apart from the monastery, the islands are themselves lovely places, and on leaving Saint Honorat you should also visit the Ile Sainte Marguerite to see the fort and the prison of the Iron Mask.


  By now you have only a few days left, so we had better hurry away from Cannes before you lose all chance of seeing the many charming and interesting places that still remain to be seen on the French Riviera. If you leave via Bocca, perhaps you will see Maurice Chevalier at the window of his villa, with the beautiful Kay Francis and Lilian Harvey (whose own villa, I forgot to mention, is at Cap d’Antibes).


  You will pass in succession La Napoule, Theoule-sur-Mer and La Trayas, three small but attractive resorts which are becoming better known and appreciated each year. Then the magnificent Riviera road, the Corniche d’Or, will carry you towards Saint Raphael and Sainte Maxime.


  Saint Raphael (10,000 inhabitants) is both a winter and a summer resort, but the growing reputation of Sainte Maxime, and especially of St. Tropez, has rather put it in the shade in recent years. Sainte Maxime is a thoroughly gay and lively place, frequented more by the French than by foreigners, and gaining in popularity every year. Along with St. Tropez, which was discovered just as Villefranche and Cagnes by painters and artists owing to the incomparable quaintness and charm of its old port, Sainte Maxime is gradually becoming one of the most fashionable resorts of the French Mediterranean coast and is competing seriously with Nice and Cannes.


  St. Tropez


  When you get out of your car or bus at St. Tropez Ville, on the Place du Quinzième Armée, which is such a banal square, like thousands of others in the small provincial towns, and when you set out to see the beach, after visiting some of the finest beaches in the world, you will be utterly unable to understand the ever-increasing popularity of St. Tropez. “What, you will exclaim, is this hole-in-the-wall all that some people can find to prefer to Monte Carlo or Deauville? But it’s sheer madness!” You are just making up your mind to leave immediately and never set foot in the place again, when by chance your wandering footsteps lead you through some narrow and dark street out into the old port, the port of St. Tropez.


  In the twinkling of an eye, you will understand what Signac, Segonzac and other painters who discovered the place meant when they said that from the artistic point of view the port of St. Tropez is worth Cannes, Villefranche and even Marseilles all lumped together. And you will also understand why writers like Colette and Kessel admit that they have found their best inspiration in this crowd crammed with snobs and sightseers, who invade this tiny place of some 300 yards long, which constitutes the port, every year in increasing numbers. On a summer evening, especially Saturdays and Sundays, life in that short span of quay and pavement is as vibrant and intense as in any capital or seaside resort of the world.


  There is something difficult to explain and difficult to convey in this semi-smart, semi-bohemian, semi-Near-East atmosphere which marks out St. Tropez from any other place. Fifteen years ago the town was totally unknown, and even to-day, in view of the lack of good hotels, it is better only to go there after first renting in advance a room or apartment either at Sainte Maxime, or at Beauvallon or again Lavandou. Beauvallon and Lavandou are as a matter of fact quite well-known little resorts themselves.


  Hyéres


  After St. Tropez, which is so very 1936, it is worth while stopping a moment, if only for the sake of the contrast, at Hyéres, the first and oldest of the Riviera resorts, which people were visiting more than a century ago before they had ever heard of St. Tropez. It is still frequented, though not as popular as it used to be.


  Toulon, the biggest naval port in France and the chief town of the Var Department, must also be mentioned among the seaside resorts of the Riviera. It is a town of about 150,000 inhabitants, and its wonderful stretch of waters would make it a place of attraction even if it were an unimportant locality. The constant presence of French and foreign men-of-war gives the town a particular flavour of its own, which is strengthened by the crowds of sailors and coloured soldiers—a youthful, military and exotic flavour. But whatever you do don’t take photos anywhere near the port or soldiers’ barracks, for you may quite easily be mistaken for the spy of a foreign power!


  Even Toulon does not entirely end the long list of interesting places on the Côte d’Azur. There is still a whole series of small seaside villages and beaches, and if you want to spend a really charming afternoon I should advise you to stop at Olliolues-Sanary, which has become since the arrival of Nazism in Germany the Weimar of the emigrant German writers and artists. The two Manns, Stefan Zweig, Joseph Roth, among others, always spend a part of their year there, and have turned this little village, which is not unlike Cagnes, almost into a smart and cosmopolitan centre. They have also brought it wealth, for, among other things, 1936 will see the opening of a casino in Sanary, the final seal setting it for ever in the rank of famous resorts of the Côte d’Azur.


  


  PROVENCE


  Since you almost certainly came to the Riviera through Provence and Marseilles, whether you were too fast asleep to know it or not, we might as well go back to Provence by the same route and drop in for a few hours or, better still, if you have the time, for a few days at that most amazing of the Mediterranean ports, Marseilles.


  Marseilles


  Marseilles is so many things at once that I really don’t know where to begin talking about it. It has the reputation of being France’s breeding ground for gangsters, and I must admit, with all the necessary reservations and pinches of salt, that there is something in that idea. On the other hand, you mustn’t run away with the notion that when you visit Marseilles you are going to see rows and rows of drug-smugglers, white-slave traders, and international gangsters wherever you go, any more than you really expect to meet them when you visit Liverpool or the port of London.


  Funnily enough, from the gangster point of view, there is a great deal of likeness between the port of Marseilles and the port of London. Both London and Marseilles are important ports for trade with the East, and they have both picked up a lot of local colour from that fact as well as plenty of undesirable people whose job it is to see that both East and West, they don’t mind which, are well supplied with narcotics. In both places you would be well advised not to wander about the dock districts at night, looking as though your pocket-book were bursting with fivers!


  As a matter of fact, quite apart from gangsters, Marseilles is one of the most fascinating cities in France. It is the second biggest, with something like a million inhabitants, and is perhaps one of the most cosmopolitan spots in the world. When I say “Cosmopolitan,” I am no longer talking about “cosmopolitan society,” in the sense I used it when describing Nice or Cannes, but about a real mixture of men of all races and nationalities, bargaining, arguing, chattering, gesticulating, and sweating away at the innumerable jobs of work connected with the trade of the world. The port is particularly interesting from this point of view, and perhaps the sun and blue sky and the bubbling temperament of the Marseilles people themselves adds some peculiar flavour to the port of Marseilles which is shared by hardly any other port in the world.


  A Joke Factory


  The people of Marseilles are notorious throughout France for being incorrigible chatterboxes with a real genius for doing nothing busily and doing it gracefully. They are essentially southern and Latin. Constant contact with foreigners—not foreign tourists but the real traveller who spends his life selling and buying in obscure corners of the world—has given them a real taste for adventure. This taste for adventure sometimes takes the form of action, and when it does no one can beat a man from Marseilles for boldness and quick decision, but it usually breaks out in their imagination only and colours their whole mentality and talk with something fantastic and exotic.


  I suppose that is the real psychological origin of those wonderful “histoires marseillaises” which keep the whole of France going in side-shaking laughter from one end of the year to the other. They usually turn round the fantastic adventures of Marius and his wife or partner Olive, and naturally enough a good 50 per cent. of them are only just fit for the smoking-room. They remind me sometimes of the stories told in Ireland, which are so utterly different from the English “jokes.” In England, the snappier the joke the better; the Englishman wants to get the “point,” as he calls it. The Irish and the Marseillais see things quite differently; for them, the story is just a background for the embroidery, and each time you hear one of their stories you will find some new detail added, some excruciatingly funny incident, which has only the vaguest connection with the real “point.”


  As you will see, I am quite purposely not telling you where to go in Marseilles and what to see. It isn’t that kind of town. There are things to see, but you have only to ask your hotel porter and he will give you all the information you want. No! For me, Marseilles is essentially a town to wander in and get lost in and to discover for yourself. If you have any feeling for towns and people at all, you will spend some of the most exciting days and hours of your life strolling through the streets or by the Old Port (why not the new port for that matter?) or dropping in to small bars and striking up conversations with the first person whose face appeals to you.


  Food in Marseilles


  There is just one piece of information I must give you—concerning that most important question of food! Marseilles, and particularly the restaurants of the Old Port and of the Cannebière in the heart of Marseilles, is famous for its Bouillabaisse, and don’t forget it. If you have never had it in your life, have it in Marseilles first. If you have already had it elsewhere, have it again in Marseilles: it will taste quite different.


  AVIGNON—ORANGE—CHÂTEAU-NEUF-DU-PAPE


  Going from Marseilles, the most natural place in Provence to stop at first is Avignon. I won’t for a moment disguise the fact that I am entering here on ground which is sacred to me in more than one sense. To me Avignon, and then Arles and the other Provençal towns, are the most wonderful places in France. I am not asking you to share this impression with me. I know how personal these matters are. But I warn you that if you don’t visit Provence, and especially Avignon and Arles, then you will always be to me, however much you go to other places, the man who has never been to France!


  Arrange your trip so as to reach Avignon in the evening. Then, when you have taken your room and put your suitcase in it and had a wash, go out and wander round in the only main street until you find a restaurant which suits your purse and looks attractive to you, and have dinner with a bottle of Château-Neuf-du-Pape. That wine must be your first introduction to Avignon. It is a rich mellow wine, not as heavy on the liver as most Burgundies are (in fact it isn’t a Burgundy, though many wine lists will insist on putting it with the Burgundies!), and it will put you in just the right mood for taking your first glimpse of Avignon. When you’ve had that wine you’ll probably want to take a day off to see Château-Neuf-du-Pape itself where it is grown, and I would be the last person to dissuade you from that pious pilgrimage.


  When you have your pipe or cigar, or even cigarette, comfortably lighted, take a stroll—you won’t want to do anything else—along the outer boulevards and let the feeling of those lovely fourteenth-century ramparts all round the town sink into you. There will probably be a moon, and those corrugated massive walls will gleam softly at you and give you peace of mind and soul!


  Sit there in a café, any café at all, and have a coffee or liqueur and think a bit of the people who made those walls and who knew so well how to combine sheer beauty of line with the practical and ruthless purposes of war. That is just one thought that may come to you; there will be plenty more.


  The Papal Palace


  Then, if you have time, stroll back gently into the town and up to the Palace of the Popes. You will see it again by daylight, but the night-time impression of those massive perpendicular walls in the utter silence of that part of the town is something worth having and something you will never forget. The only impression I know to equal it is to walk round the whole of the outside of Chartres Cathedral in the pitch dark and feel its big body kneeling beside you.


  In the day-time, your first visit must be to the Palace of the Popes again. Avignon is the Palace of the Popes. You will get again that impression of grimness and terrific power that you had in the evening, but now you will be able to see the wonderful beauty of those severe unrelieved lines and the amazing play of clear-cut blocks of light and shade which their very severity creates. When I was there last the guide was a fascinating person. A real Provençal with walrus moustaches, who told his tale with thoroughness and humour, and every now and then burst into a snatch of Provençal song to ring the echoes of those vast halls. Perhaps he is still there. For your sake I hope he is. He will, of course, try to hurry you too much, but que voulez-vous? He has to earn his bread like the rest of us.


  The Palace of the Popes contains some amazing early medieval mural paintings, attributed—one of them at any rate, if I remember rightly—to one of the medieval workmen who built the Palace.


  When you have finished with the Palace of the Popes, if you can, there is much else to see in Avignon. For one thing, there is the lovely Romanesque cathedral of the thirteenth century, with the gilded statue of the Virgin on the western tower. The view from the tower is worth seeing too, if you can face the rather rickety climb.


  Orange


  Avignon has the advantage, too, of offering you many lovely things to look at in the open air. The walk to Villeneuve-Lès-Avignon is particularly fascinating. Just above the long and rather giddy bridge which will take you across the Rhône, there is the old twelfth-century bridge of Saint Bénézet, only half of which remains, but the ruins flung out into midstream have lost none of their grandeur or beauty. A very small Romanesque chapel is still standing on one of the pillars. Then you are in the country and will slowly climb up the dusty road of Villeneuve and sit down on the grass beside the ruined castle of Saint André, with its round, wonderfully preserved and amazingly powerful-looking turrets. You will enjoy sitting there, and will be almost sorry to have to take the road back again into the town.


  If you like walking, it is worth your while walking to Orange from Avignon. The country is lovely and the silence after the bustle and noise of a Provençal town is just what is wanted to enable your impressions to get sorted out before new ones come piling on to them.


  Orange was a favourite town of Shelley’s and you will see why immediately. Anyone so soaked as he was in classical art is bound to find it irresistible. It is not often one gets the chance of seeing a Roman theatre in really good preservation, and that is one of Orange’s chief attractions. In fact, plays are still given in the old open-air theatre, and if you can arrange to be there when there is a play on, I need hardly say, don’t miss it.


  The Triumphal Arch of Tiberius is there too, and one of the very finest of its kind. Despite yourself, you’ll probably be reminded of the Arc de Triomphe in Paris, and if you’re not careful, you may even find yourself saying: “What a tiny little thing, compared with …!” If you do feel that temptation come over you, remember that Queen Victoria herself, the first time she saw the Triumphal Arch of Orange, exclaimed: “As soon as I get to Paris, I shall go to the Invalides and tell Napoleon that the Triumphal Arch in Orange is infinitely grander than the one he put up in Paris!” She was right, and I’m sure you’ll agree with her, if you really use your eyes.


  ARLES—MONTMAJOUR—LES-BAUX


  Avignon is the town I admire most in Provence. Arles is the town I love most.


  Perhaps one of the agreeable things about it to the man jaded with living in a big capital or big modern city is the fact that although it used to be one of the most important and wealthiest cities in the South of France, it has no longer any importance at all industrially and commercially. The people there just carry on in incomparable surroundings, impregnated with the history of Rome and medieval Europe, doing small jobs and being happy about it. What a relief!


  Arles is another place that I am almost inclined to leave it to you to discover. It is a place to browse in, to stand and stare in. But there are so many unique things of beauty and interest, that I must mention some of them.


  First and foremost, there is the old Cathedral of Saint Trophime, perhaps the finest Romanesque church in the whole of Southern France, dating in parts from the seventh century. The main portal is just a riot of lovely carving, not quite so riotous as the portals of Chartres, but reminiscent of them nevertheless. When you enter, after that first glimpse of intricate medieval carving, the contrast of the interior is like a sudden plunge into cold water. It is utterly plain. Massive pillars supporting squat, rounded arches—the whole church seems to be made up of huge slabs of rounded stone. But the beauty of that simplicity! Sit in that dim, almost grim, atmosphere a moment, and let the inspiration of it get hold of your heart. Then another abrupt contrast! Out through a side door and through a dark passage and you are suddenly confronted with one of the most graceful little cloisters in the world. Again the intricate ornament, and again the sunshine, striking brightly down on the green patch of grass in the middle. You will want to come there again and again, and repeat ad infinitum this succession of sharply contrasting lovelinesses.


  The Roman Amphitheatre


  Another unforgettable impression Arles will give you is of the Roman amphitheatre. I like it better myself than the one at Nîmes, though the latter is in better condition. It is a striking sight, this half-ruined arena which will seat some 25,000 spectators. The best way to visit it is to go there when it is in use, in the evening sometime, when the young men of Arles go there to have a bit of fun with the bulls. I am not asking you to a bull-fight—though there are bull-fights in Arles as well as in Nîmes—but to the swift and thrilling game the Arlesians play when they send the young bulls, or more usually young cows, into the arena with cockades between their shoulders and padded horns, and run and shout and dart around the flurried and angry animal in their efforts to pluck the cockade off and carry it away as a trophy. The arena is only semi-lighted, and the people in the arena and looking on really seem to belong intimately to those old walls and worn stone steps, as if there had never been any fall of the Roman Empire.


  If you have any time to give to Arles and its surroundings, you certainly must go to Les-Baux, and I’d advise you to walk it, if you possibly can. Set out on the road from Arles to Les-Baux (about 11 miles, but the whole of the last 5 miles is fairly steep climbing) in the early morning, the earlier the better, and make your first stopping-place the Abbé de Montmajour. This weird jumble of architectural styles is perched on a hill about 2 or 3 miles outside Arles, or rather part of it is perched on the hill and the rest is at the base. At the bottom there is a lovely bare-walled Romanesque church of the tenth century, with fascinating chapels in the crypt vaguely reminiscent of the catacombs in Rome. Then just a little way up the hill lie the ruins of a twelfth-century cloister; and right on the top of the hill the remains of a Renaissance monastery knocked to pieces in the French Revolution. The whole place is overgrown with a riot of flowers and creepers and clouded with myriads of dancing butterflies. I have spent many a spring day there wandering among the ruins and sitting among the dwarf trees on the hill-top, looking out over the hazy plain stretching away to the Rhone and to the walls of Arles.


  From there you will have a long stretch of flat but pleasant walking, if the sun isn’t too high, until you get near the famous windmill of Alphonse Daudet, which is still a place of literary pilgrimage. It is about there that the winding hill starts, and the country suddenly changes into savage rocky land thick with gorse, heather and thyme. A perfect place for a knapsack lunch if you can stand that overpowering perfume of the thyme.


  Les-Baux


  At last Les-Baux comes into sight, seemingly hewn out of the rock of the precipitous hill on which it stands. There are a couple of hotels there where you can get good food and pleasant lodging, but I would particularly recommend the one at the farther end of the town whose dining-room looks straight out over a sheer precipice on to the Devil’s valley, which is supposed to have given Dante his inspiration for the Inferno.


  Les-Baux is all remains. The population itself is just a remnant. It used to be an important town in the Middle Ages, and is still quite large from the standpoint of the number of houses and streets. But there are no more than a hundred inhabitants in all now, and hardly any of them under seventy years old. They are just the hangers-on of a past age, hoping to pick up occasional scraps from the tourists. All of them almost wear the badges of guides, and sell picture-postcards or souvenirs.


  The whole of the top of the hill consists of the scattered remains of a famous château, one of the principal Provençal courts of love in the Middle Ages, where the nobles and ladies of the time performed their strange rituals of Chivalrous love. Not orgies at all, but love games, with recitals of poetry and gallant and courtly deeds and gestures, all stereotyped into the well-known bowings and scrapings of a vast minuet.


  It is an amazing place though. The castle was in great part burrowed out of the side of the cliffs, and the hill is still punctured with innumerable caverns and passages which were once rooms and halls. The air is invigorating and the view for miles out over the plains of Provence unforgettable. Go there on a week-day, when you will avoid the crowds of charabancs which come snorting up to it on Saturdays and Sundays.


  


  THE FRENCH ALPS


  Quite a lot of people seem to go through life under the fixed impression that all the high mountains of Europe are in Switzerland; and that you have to go to Switzerland if you want snow and ice and winter sports. Yet the French part of the Alps is quite as high and quite as good for winter sports as anything they have in Switzerland; in fact, I add in a shameful whisper that the highest mountain in Europe, the Mont Blanc, is in France.


  Another notion that people seem to be unable to get rid of is that mountains and mountain-climbing are absolute inseparables, and that anyone who goes to the Alps for any other purpose than ski-ing or bob-sleighing or climbing must be crazy. However, mountains have not only ups but also downs, and to me I have always found the valleys one of the most charming things about the mountains. This is all a very roundabout way of telling you that you can’t do better than to see, and stay in, the lovely valleys of Savoie and the Dauphiné, or spend a summer by the shore of one of the many mountain lakes in those provinces.


  For instance, you should try the French side of the lake of Geneva for your summer holidays. It has the advantage of being considerably cheaper than the Swiss side and also of being a bit less fashionable. Its only drawback is that the Swiss side gets more of the sun, but you’ll only notice that in the evenings.


  Evian and Thonon are the two principal French centres of the lake of Geneva. They are beautifully situated, and you can get all the boating and swimming you want from their admirably equipped shores. They are practically opposite Montreux, and if the fancy takes you, you can easily run over to Switzerland for a day by the regular boat service which makes the tour of the whole lake. Even if you don’t want to go to Switzerland it is really worth going round the lake in those small steamboats, breaking your journey for lunch at any spot on the shores you happen to find attractive. As far as Evian is concerned, I should advise you to try the Hôtel Gallia. It is a little outside the town, on the slopes, and there is a wonderful view from its windows and garden over the whole lake. I know nothing nicer than to sit on a balcony in the evening, smoking and drinking, watching the twinkling lights on the opposite shore and breathing the cool breezes off the softly shining lake.


  Evian is also an admirable centre for excursions, particularly the tour by the famous route des Alpes.


  Lake of Annecy


  Annecy is another lovely place to spend a holiday or a week in. The lake of Annecy is smaller than that of Geneva, but it gains in intimacy what it loses in size. Personally, I think it is far more beautiful than the lake of Geneva, with the mountains rearing up far closer to its shores and reflected in its immensely deep waters. The town is full of canals, and has even been rather foolishly called the Venice of Savoy; although apart from the mere existence of the canals there is not the remotest resemblance between it and Venice. It is the former capital of the Dukes of Savoy, before the princes of that house settled in Turin, then in Rome as the Kings of Italy. It is an old town, and full of delightful old streets, with covered-in sidewalks. It has a very interesting Archbishop’s palace to be visited after payment of a tip to the concierge, and a small and peculiar castle cut off from the rest of the town by two rapidly flowing canals.


  If you are going there for the sake of the lake rather than of Annecy itself, I should advise you to stay at Talloires or Menthon, on the left bank looking from Annecy. Talloires is a beautiful old village, right at the bottom of a huge mountain, and has a special white wine of its own which is worth trying, though you will probably find it too bitter. There is an ancient abbey there too, half turned into a hotel, where you might as well stay. There are cheaper hotels in Talloires, but I think the Hôtel de l’Abbaye is really the most comfortable.


  Aix-les-Bains


  Aix-les-Bains in the same region is also well worth seeing. If you suffer from rheumatism, the sulphurous waters there have been famous from the very earliest time as a remedy. The town was founded by the Romans. To-day it is unquestionably the smartest of all the French watering places. It has a big English colony of regular visitors, among whom you will often see Mr. Stanley Baldwin. When you go there, don’t fail to sit down on the terrace of the Villa des Fleurs near the casino, which is the really chic place in the town. On the left you will see a little square, and on it the pastry-shop where the Aga Khan met a little sales-girl who has since become the Begum. If I were you, I should stay at the Hôtel International Rivollier, Avenue de la Gare. It is not the biggest in Aix, but is certainly one of the best. When you eat in town, try the Restaurant Belles Rives in the port. They will serve you delicious fish straight from the lake.


  The Lake of Bourget is more savage than that of Annecy, but it is very beautiful in its own way. One shore is quite flat and marshy, whilst the other rises abruptly into the mountains. On the latter shore, between the sheer sides of a mountain and the dark waters of the lake stands the Abbey of Hautecombe. In its crypts lie the remains of the Dukes of Savoy, the ancestors of the present King of Italy. As a matter of fact, Hautecombe is a little piece of Italy on French territory. The religious order which founded it still lives there, and it can only be visited with permission. If you take a boat round the lake (you can hire a motor-boat in the port of Aix-les-Bains), go right up to the end of the lake, as far as the picturesque village of Chalaz, where a canal begins, linking the lake with the Rhône.


  From Aix-les-Bains you can also go up to Mont Revard, another famous watering-place, situated at a height of over 6,000 feet. There is a wonderful view from there over the whole range of the Alps. A recently constructed Telepheric, amazingly planned and carried out, will take you up there in a few minutes.


  Not far from Aix-les-Bains, as you go up a wide and pleasant valley, stands Chambéry, an important industrial town of 25,000 inhabitants. It is rather a dull place. There is hardly anything of interest there apart from the castle and a peculiar monument flanked by four elephants, offered to his native town in the seventeenth century by a Frenchman who had become Nahab in India.


  Chambéry


  The hotels are not up to much in Chambéry. If I were you, I should stay at Aix-les-Bains and have lunch or dinner in Chambéry at the Restaurant du Chapon Fin, Place du Palais de Justice, where you can ask for one of the local specialities, creamed chicken.


  A few miles south of Chambéry opens the fertile and richly cultivated valley of the Isère, the Grésivaudan, where you will probably be surprised to hear there are quite a large number of tobacco plantations. I’ve never smoked the tobacco grown there—as far as I am aware!—and never intend to. But it is an interesting and unexpected fact. On the left there is an immense chain of granite mountains, the Belledonne, with its famous and dangerous peaks, the Megève and the Barre des Ecrins. It would be madness to try to climb them unless you are absolutely sure of yourself, and even then you should take a guide with you. Every year the Megève, the most deadly of the French mountains, claims several victims.


  Before entering the Grésivaudan, if you are fond of wild landscapes and want your nature served to you unadorned and desolate, follow the Isère back up as far as St.-Pierre d’Albigny and the Arc up to St.-Michel. You will be in Maurienne, one of the most curious and isolated parts of Savoie, where the Moors from the Mediterranean came and settled down in the Middle Ages and remained for many centuries. Even now you will find there many absolutely pure Arab and Berber types. The valley, recently industrialised owing to its many waterfalls, terminates in the pass and tunnel of Fréjus and the station of Modane, on the frontier of Italy.


  Grenoble


  If the savage beauty of Maurienne does not tempt you, push on straight to Grenoble, the capital of the French Alps and an important industrial and university town. A great many foreign students come there to learn French (so they say!), especially Scandinavians, and they give the town a gay and youthful cosmopolitan atmosphere.


  The Place de Verdun, where the Préfecture and the University are, is a magnificent square well worth seeing. You should also visit the cathedral and, above all, the museum. In the vast halls of this museum you will find a unique collection of modern paintings. Not even in Paris could you find so many famous modern works grouped together in one building.


  The spot to meet for apéritifs in the evening is in one of the cafés of the Place Grenette or the Place St. Louis, where all the principal hotels and restaurants are to be found.


  While you are in Grenoble, it is a good idea to get in a supply of gloves. It is the principal European centre for their manufacture, and the families of the glove-makers form the very reserved aristocrats of the Dauphiné.


  Apart from the Hôtel des Dauphins, in the Place Grenette, there are plenty of good hotels in Grenoble, among which should be mentioned the Hôtel d’Europe and the Grand Hôtel, the former on the Place Grenette and the latter not far away in the Rue de la République.


  Environs of Grenoble


  Grenoble owes its reputation not only to its own charm, but also to the numerous excursions of which it is the centre. One of the most interesting of these is to the monastery of the Grande-Chartreuse. You can get there by autocar in a few hours. Or, if you should like to make it into a two or three days’ walk, go up the main road about ten miles and then turn off right into the woods and follow the paths right through to Saint-Pierre. It is a marvellous walk, and well worth the struggle up the mountain slopes.


  The monastery is built at the foot of a big grim mountain, the Grand Som. When you see the wildness and isolation of the spot, imagine what it must have been like in 1084 when Saint-Bruno and his companions arrived on foot with no roads or paths to guide them, and built little wooden shelters for themselves out of the pine woods at the base of the mountain. At that time the woods were full of wolves. The monastery has been burnt down three or four times since it was founded in 1084, but the present buildings date back all the same to the late Middle Ages. It is sad to think that this order, one of the most fascinating in the history of Western Christendom, should have been driven out of France by the authorities in 1903. The monks took with them the secret of their wonderful Chartreuse liqueur, and now manufacture it in Spain at Tarragona.


  Another excursion you should make from Grenoble is to the Vizille and its château, the property of the President of the Republic. He never sets foot in it. The château is a fine example of Renaissance building, erected between 1611 and 1620. Uriage is another interesting town near Grenoble, a very elegant watering-place situated in a neighbouring valley and overlooked by an old castle. There are all sorts of other excursions into the mountainous valleys round about to be made from Grenoble.


  In winter Grenoble becomes a big winter sports centre. The most famous resort is Villard de Lans, in the mountains to the south of the town, with magnificent ski-ing slopes and bob-sleigh tracks and a large number of good hotels. Perhaps, though, you will find it more amusing, though less comfortable, to stay at the chalet hotels of the Col de Porte, on the road from Grenoble to the Grande-Chartreuse, or of the Recoin, at the foot of the Croix de Champrousse above Uriage.


  


  BURGUNDY AND LYONS


  My English friends have a very deplorable habit of ignoring entirely the centre of France on their visits abroad. They come to Paris for a time, and then shoot off by a night express to the Côte d’Azur or to the Alps, without giving a single thought to the magnificent country through which they are passing. Personally, when I am going south from Paris, I always travel by day. It is more tiring I know, but I can never see enough of that gradually changing landscape and climate as the train pounds its way right down through the whole of France. And there is one spot which, as I pass it, always makes me long to get out and walk. I don’t know its name, and so far the train has always been going too fast to let me accede to my impulse, but it is in Burgundy in the midst of those wonderful billowing wooded hills: a little village half hidden in a hollow. I have often walked in Burgundy, and to me it is one of the loveliest regions for walking in the world.


  Dijon


  Even if you are not keen on walking, Burgundy is worth a visit, if only to see Dijon, the capital, and Lyons, one of the most important towns in France. For one thing, Burgundy is a place of pilgrimage—or should be—for all wine-lovers; there is no wine in the world to touch Burgundy for richness of flavour, quality and variety.


  Dijon, which is a town of about 75,000 inhabitants, is the former capital of the powerful and wealthy dukes of Burgundy. It still has many beautiful monuments, witnesses of this glorious past. Besides the cathedral and the Church of Saint-Michel, you should pay a visit to the Palace of the Dukes of Burgundy, to the Palais de Justice and to the Museum which contains the tombs of two of the most famous Burgundian rulers, Jean the Fearless and Philip the Bold.


  But the most attractive thing about Dijon is its cooking. It is one of the gastronomic centres of France, and every year the Gastronomic Fair meets there. Among the many hotels of the town, I prefer personally the Chateaubriant in the Avenue du Maréchal Foch. But you should have at least one meal—it will certainly not be the last—at the Restaurant des Trois Faisans where you will drink an incomparable Meursault. All the other wines of Burgundy can be had there too, for the villages with the glorious names of Romanée, Chambertin, Nuits-St.-Georges, Corton, Pommard, Volnay, are only a few miles away. At Dijon itself they manufacture an exquisite sort of gingerbread and the well-known Dijon mustard.


  Lyons, the town with two rivers, the Rhone and the Saone, is one of the oldest towns in France. It was the capital of Roman Gaul and remains the French religious metropolis. With its 500,000 inhabitants, it is an important centre of the silk industry and derives from that fact most of its present prosperity. Despite its wealth, however, Lyons is rather a dismal town, with something mysterious about it and its river fogs. The people have a well-established reputation for unfriendliness and coldness. It is practically impossible for a visitor to get to know them, although their coldness by no means excludes serviceableness or politeness.


  There is nothing much to see at Lyons in the way of monuments. However, if you are there, it is worth having a peep at the Church of Saint-Jean, the Hôtel de Ville, and the sanctuary of Notre Dame de Fourvière, which is built in rather a pretentious style on the top of a hill where the Rhone and the Saone meet. Lyons also has a very fine park, the Parc de la Tête d’Or.


  Although the main streets of the town are all very busy, the centre is the Place Bellecour where most of the big hotels and cafés are.


  Lyons too is famous for its cooking, and contains perhaps the most celebrated restaurant in France, that of Mère Fillioux, 73 Rue Duquesne. Perhaps you are thinking that in that case it must be too expensive for words. Not at all! You can lunch or dine chez Mère Fillioux for between 25 and 40 francs. The menu is always the same: Saucisson, Poularde, quenelles, fonds d’artichauts, with foie gras, vanilla ice covered with a raspberry cream. It is a wonderful meal, and worth eating more than once.


  They say that on holidays in Lyons you will find no one in the streets; they are all at home spending the day eating!


  


  THE CHATEAUX OF THE LOIRE


  The valley of the Loire has often been called the garden of France, and it is eminently worthy of its name. In this lovely garden, with its rich soil, graceful vines, breezy forests, watered by a beautiful river running between the gentle slopes of green hills, the kings of France of the Renaissance period built a whole series of famous castles, almost all perfect of their type.


  The whole way along the Loire from Orleans to Angers, there is not a village in the region, whether it be in the district of Tours, Blois or Anjou, which is not a centre of lovely walks and of good food and drink, for we are now in one of the richest parts of France, not only from the economic standpoint, but also from that of cooking. The climate is mild—if anything you will find it just a bit too rainy. The inhabitants are the most friendly in France, and it is in Blois and its surroundings that the best French is supposed to be spoken, so much so that the labourers, it is said, talk like academicians.


  The Loire is both the political and the geographical centre of France. A few hours from Paris by train or by road, it is particularly convenient for a rapid visit, since you can see everything there is to see in a few days. All you need to do is to follow the course of the Loire, along which all the towns are located, and from there make excursions out to the places of interest.


  Orleans


  You reach the Loire at Orleans, a town celebrated for its delivery from the English by Joan of Arc, after crossing the vast, rather monotonous plain of La Bauce with its rich fields of wheat stretching away out of sight for hundreds of miles. On the outskirts of the town you pass through a district all split up into hundreds of nursery-gardens, for Orleans is one of the best known spots in France for flowers and plants of every kind. The town has about 70,000 inhabitants, and despite recent improvements is a bit cold and grim. The people of Orleans seem to have caught their character from the town, and are rather mistrustful and difficult to get on with. There is very little to see in the town apart from the Cathedral Sainte Croix with its statue of the Maid. But it is worth visiting on May 8th each year, when the raising of the siege by Joan is celebrated in the town by festivals and historical processions which are distinctly out of the ordinary run. You can, of course, go to see the famous vinegar works, Orleans being one of the chief producing centres in the world. The town has some good hotels, particularly the Hôtel Terminus near the station. As for restaurants, I should recommend the Hôtel Saint Aignan on the Place Gambetta.


  Blois


  From Orleans it is worth motoring or walking, if you have the time, to Blois by the lovely road which follows the banks of the Loire. Immediately you come into the town, you will be struck by the big castle and its graceful François I front. The château was built originally in the twelfth century and was changed a good deal between then and the fifteenth century, without in any way taking away from its beauty. That is one of the things which has struck me on my visits to England. In England medieval architecture seems to come to an abrupt stop round about the thirteenth or fourteenth century. In France the art was carried on and developed to a much later period. The Loire châteaux are particularly wonderful examples of this, and I think they will certainly strike you as unlike anything you have been accustomed to associate in England with the word “castle.” Inside the Château of Blois you will see the room where the Duc de Guise, head of the Catholic party, was assassinated at the order of King Henry III of France during the wars of religion. The town is full of twisting and precipitous streets with quaint old houses.


  Have a meal at the Restaurant François Premier near the château. They will serve you food such as the guests of the château must have eaten, particularly the Pheasant and Lark Pâtés washed down with Anjou wines, and as dessert a local sweetmeat of almonds, called “délices.” Alongside there is an excellent hotel, the Hôtel de France, where the cooking is also first class.


  From Blois go on up the right bank of the Loire as far as Vendôme across the green countryside so often sung by Ronsard. In Vendôme there is the most beautiful church in the region, the church of the Trinité, and a château with impressive underground passages and chambers. On the left bank, as you go up the valley of Cosson, you will find the Chateau of Chambord, perhaps the most famous of all the Loire châteaux. Built by François Premier on the edge of a lake, the bell-towers and the massive towers underneath them are reflected in the still water. You can imagine the nobles having a feast up in the château, and then the peasants working all night thrashing the waters to keep the frogs quiet.


  Amboise


  The road stays on the left bank after leaving Blois and passes through Amboise. On the bank there stands another château famous, or rather infamous, for the bloodthirsty executions which took place in it during the wars of religion. In the small town at the foot of the château there is a much appreciated restaurant, where you can get the specialities of the country at very moderate prices: rillons en cassoulette, matelote des tonneliers, geline de Touraine, etc. The best place to taste the Vouvray wine is a few miles farther on, where it is grown, on the right bank of the Loire, just before reaching Tours.


  Only the north section of this town of nearly 80,000 inhabitants has kept its medieval atmosphere. The old houses are grouped around the Cathedral Saint-Gratien and the Basilique Saint-Martin, a place of refuge in the Middle Ages and one of the oldest sanctuaries in France. It contains the relics of the evangeliser of the Gauls. At the Grand Hotel near the station you will be extremely comfortable and will be served excellent food. Don’t forget to ask for the “Rillettes,” which are one of the specialities of the town.


  Going up the valley of the Cher from Tours you should drop in at Chenonceau, which is only about 20 miles away. The château there was owned by the celebrated favourite of François Premier, Diane de Poitiers, and is hardly inferior to that of Chambord in beauty. As you go down the Loire valley still farther, you will come across a small old town named Langeais, with a château dating back to 1464. It is still absolutely intact, and from its towers you can get a lovely view over the whole valley. Opposite, on the other bank, there is another town with another château, Azay le Rideau, the château standing out white against the mass of green vegetation behind it. A noteworthy fact about this château is that it is built on a system of pile-work. Motor-buses will take you there from Tours.


  Still keeping to the left bank of the Loire, you will arrive in Chinon, where, as you will remember from Bernard Shaw’s play, if from nothing else, Joan of Arc convinced the Dauphin of her mission. Unfortunately, the château there is in ruins. At Chinon there is a wonderful red wine, which you can get nowhere else, and some excellent special dishes. To drink the wine and eat the dishes, I should advise you to go to the Hôtel de France, at the foot of the château.


  Saumur, which is the next town down the Loire Valley, is a small place of some 16,000 inhabitants, chiefly famous for its delicious wines. Its only claim to social distinction is the existence of a well-known cavalry school. In the Rue Montcel there is an admirably conserved fifteenth-century house. You will also find the Church of Saint-Pierre of the twelfth century worth a visit or two, and the château is mainly interesting as typical of the transition between the military architecture of the Middle Ages and the Renaissance style. The best hotel in the region is the Roi René, on the island between the two forks of the Loire.


  Finally, bordering on Brittany and outside the valley of the Loire properly so called, there is Angers, a big and beautiful old town of 86,000 inhabitants. Like Saumur, it has kept its old quarters intact amid the houses of the new town, under the protection of its château and cathedral.


  Among the many interesting things to see in Angers, handed down from the days when it was the capital of the Dukes of Anjou, who subsequently became the kings of England, there is the Tour Saint Aubi, which was once the keep of a Benedictine abbey now occupied by the Préfecture. You should also look at the Tour de Villebon, dating from the ninth century, the Gothic cathedral of Saint-Maurice, and the château built in the time of Saint Louis, and which is one of the finest medieval fortresses in France. Finally, there is an interesting museum devoted to the works of the sculptor, David of Angers. For good food and wine and comfortable lodging, I heartily recommend the Hôtel du Cheval Blanc near the cathedral.


  


  NORMANDY


  As soon as the spring really begins to set in and Paris leaves me a few days of freedom, lovely as the city itself is in that season, I like to slip away to some quiet spot in the countryside of Normandy.


  Normandy, “la Verte Normandie,” is truly one of the most charming of all the French provinces. With its green meadows, clusters of trees and wooded hills and valleys, it has something of the same attraction as the typical countrysides of England and conjures up here and there inevitable memories of Sussex, Hampshire and even in certain spots of Somerset and Devon. The analogy must not, of course, be carried too far. Normandy is no mere replica of some other country. It is utterly itself and utterly French. But I have found that my English friends are more at home there and need less effort to adjust themselves to their new surroundings than practically anywhere else in France.


  It is a province particularly rich, too, in works of art, and you will find some lovely or curious building in every little village and corner of its countryside, a silent witness to its long and deeply eventful past.


  For me, of course, who live and work in Paris, it has another and by no means negligible attraction, and that is its closeness to the capital. It is practically at the gates of Paris with modern means of transport, and in less than an hour by train or bus you are already among its fields and woods. The same advantage holds good for the Englishman as well; he has only to cross the Channel to Dieppe and there he is!


  The whole of Normandy turns on the Seine as its axis, and with its wide extent of coast-line on the Channel it is the natural gateway to France, magnificently decorated and embellished by the genius of its inhabitants.


  It was from the coast of Normandy that Julius Caesar set out to conquer Britain. It was up the Seine that the Norsemen penetrated to the heart of France in the Middle Ages. And it was on the banks of the Seine that they finally settled down, tired of their distant raids, and gave their name to the country.


  Nowadays it is possible to trace with almost complete accuracy which parts of Normandy were chosen for settlement by each of the Viking nations, the Danes and the Norwegians (or, if you will, Norsemen). Thus the Norwegian emigrants preferred Upper Normandy and the right bank of the Seine, whilst the Danes fixed on Lower Normandy on the left bank as well as on the peninsula of Cotentin up as far as Couesnon, which is the frontier of Brittany.


  In Upper Normandy, a region relatively drier, more split up into compartments, crossed with forests and moderately high and fertile plains, certain characteristics inherited from the ancient Norsemen still remain. For instance, the farms are usually some way back from the roads and are composed of several separate buildings.


  In Lower Normandy, on the other hand, where Danish elements are predominant, the farm buildings are all adjoining and grouped round a square court, giving directly on to the road.


  Upper and Lower Normans


  The same differences can be seen in the character of the inhabitants. The Upper Norman is essentially adventurous, full of imagination, at times even fantastically so, whereas the Low Norman is more down to earth, methodical and cold. It was from Upper Normandy that William the Conqueror set out, as well as the bold navigators and explorers who later on discovered the Canaries, the islands of the West Indies and Canada. But once these lands had been discovered, it was the Low Normans who peopled and exploited them.


  It is the Low Normans, too, who deserve most the reputation, which all the Normans enjoy indiscriminately in France, of being hair-splitters and makers of eternal law-suits.


  A particular term is used in French to describe the special characteristics of the Norman countryside: “bocage,” which might almost be translated “grove-land” or, with greater banality, “woodland.” On its rich and sea-dampened soil, crossed by innumerable streams, a luxuriant vegetation has sprung up, and at every hand you will see pasture lands thickly covered with the greenest of green grass with their browsing herds of cattle or horses. The fields are all surrounded by close hedges separating them from the roads and from each other, and are crisscrossed with innumerable apple-trees. The cider and meat from Normandy are both famous.


  As I have already said, it is above all in springtime that Normandy attracts me away even from the flowers and trees of Paris, when I can take my fill of the white hawthorn in the hedges and when all the apple-trees are in full bloom.


  The Norman coast is in some ways a separate region, communicating, with the inland countryside by narrow valleys at right angles to the sea. The coast-line is nearly 400 miles long, and is shaped like a widely-opened crescent with the mouth of the Seine in the centre. On either side of the Seine, and particularly to the left looking seawards, there are a number of lovely and famous beaches with very fine sand: Deauville, Trouville, Cabourg, etc., while as you get nearer the two points of the crescent the coast-line becomes more and more precipitous.


  In the North-east there are the enormous chalk cliffs of Etretat, Fécamp and St. Valéry en Caux, something like those of Dover, moulded into natural pillars and arches by the sea. In the region of Cotentin, on the other hand, the coast is covered with immense granite rocks.


  Finally, to the West, on the frontier of Brittany, a row of hills cut by narrow gorges where rivers rush down in rapids and falls has earned for this region the name of “Swiss Normandy.”


  The Gothic Town of Rouen


  Rouen is the capital of Normandy, and I cannot impress on you too earnestly the absolute necessity of seeing it, even if you have to leave out the rest of Normandy to do so. It is a big town, built almost entirely on the slopes running up from the right bank of the Seine, and it positively bristles with spires and towers. It is not very far from Paris. About 90 miles of a very pleasant journey along the winding valley of the Seine. Through trains from the Gare St. Lazare in Paris get you there in a little under two hours.


  On the way, as you pass Les Andelys, you will see on a promontory the towering ruins of Gaillard Castle, an immense fortress with three successive circles of wall each more than 15 feet thick. It was built in 1196 by Richard the Lion Heart.


  Rouen, which is also an important commercial and industrial city of 120,000 inhabitants, has preserved from its past history as capital of Normandy a perfect welter of monuments of the Middle Ages, and it is this which has given it the name of “La cité gothique,” or “La ville musée.” Luckily for you, and I may add for myself too, practically all these monuments of the past are grouped together in quite a small area, as in most old towns.


  The Cathedral


  There is first of all the Cathedral, pure Flamboyant Gothic in style, begun in 1202 and only finished in the sixteenth century, with its spire 512 feet high and its two towers, one of which carries a bell weighing approximately 20 tons. It contains the tomb of Rollo, the first Scandinavian chief of the Normans. Alongside is the Archbishop’s Palace and the Church of St. Maclou, both of which are remarkable specimens of later Gothic architecture.


  The street opposite the Cathedral’s main entrance leads to the Clock Tower, which contains the oldest iron clock in the world, dating from 1389. A little farther along, on the left, you will find the Palais de Justice. I can still remember how surprised I was, the first time I saw it, at the perfection of the style. I used to think that Gothic architecture was almost entirely religious, and that the civil specimens of it were bound to be much inferior to the cathedrals and churches.


  Going up the Rue Jeanne d’Arc, which is one of the main streets of the town, you will come across the Musée des Beaux Arts, sheltered discreetly behind the trees of the Square Solferino.


  This important museum contains a very fine collection of ancient and modern paintings. In particular, you can see there some beautiful specimens of the work of the best painters of the Romantic period, Géricault and Ingres, as well as a whole series of drawings of the French School of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries. But it is on the first floor that you will find the most fascinating collection in the museum: a set of pottery unique in the whole of Europe. In particular, I shall never forget my first delight at the old Rouen pottery, with its warm shades of colour and that wonderful tone of red, characterised by the exclusively floral inspiration of the decoration.


  Leaving the museum by the Rue Thiers, which runs into the Rue Jeanne d’Arc on the left, you will come into the Place de l’Hôtel de Ville, and behind the statue of Napoleon, cast from the bronze of the cannons captured at Austerlitz, you will see the Town Hall of the old Norman City. The building was formerly an Abbey; the Abbey church, consecrated to St. Ouen, is on the right. It dates from 1318 and is considered to be typical of the pointed Gothic style at its very best.


  Joan of Arc


  The whole of Rouen is impregnated with the grand and poignant memory of Joan of Arc. Personally, I can never go there without making a pilgrimage in heart to the places where she passed the last days of her life.


  All the vestiges of the life and death of Joan are centred round the street which bears her name and which crosses the old town from end to end, running from the river up to the Boulevard de la Marne near the “Rive-droite” station. Starting down the street from this boulevard and taking the first turning on the left, you will find the Tour Jeanne d’Arc, the remains of the ancient castle where Joan was tried by the ecclesiastical court. There is a small museum there devoted to souvenirs of the Maid. A little farther down the Rue Jeanne d’Arc, at No. 102, there is a courtyard where you are shown the foundations of the tower in which she was imprisoned, and whence they took her on May 30th, 1431, to lead her to the stake on the “Place du Vieux Marché. You reach this Place by turning to the right down the Rue Rollin opposite the Palais de Justice. A mosaic has been placed in the pavement to mark the exact spot where the stake stood, just in front of a small pavilion set up in 1931 in the style of the fifteenth century to commemorate the fifth centenary of her death.


  When you have seen these witnesses to her trial and burning, go down the Rue Jeanne d’Arc as far as the river and there you will find the Boiëldieu bridge from which Joan’s ashes were flung into the Seine. Every year on May 30th, the day on which the people of Rouen solemnly celebrate Joan’s memory, a bouquet of roses is cast into the Seine from the same bridge.


  The Cours Boiëldieu is the centre of Rouen’s social life. It is a short promenade planted with trees on the right just before you come to the bridge. When you have tired yourself out looking at the old town, and I can assure you you’ll feel the strain climbing up and down the narrow precipitous streets, sit down for a drink at one of the many cafés on the Cours Boiëldieu. I can strongly recommend the Café Victor, the really “chic” café of Rouen. The best hotels are around there too, such as the Hôtel d’Angleterre and the Hôtel de France.


  Hotels


  Visitors who want to be particularly comfortable should try the Hôtel de la Poste, in the Rue Jeanne d’Arc, with its 150 rooms and bathrooms. But there are plenty of other good and moderate-priced hotels in Rouen. You can get any information you want in this connection at the Syndicat d’Initiative, 8 Place des Arts.


  As for restaurants, they are legion, and it is hard to go wrong in Rouen, which is famous throughout France for its cooking. But if you are particularly anxious to taste the special dishes of Rouen—Sole Normande, Canard à la Rouennaise, Gélée de Pommes—washed down with excellent old cider, try the Restaurant de la Couronne at the hotel of the same name on the Place du Vieux Marché.


  If you are looking for something less elaborate, a light lunch for instance, go to any of the “Brasseries de Cidre,” where they will serve you, in more or less genuine medieval surroundings, first-rate sparkling cider accompanied by all the famous Norman cheeses: Camembert, Pont-L’Evêque and “fromage à la crème.”


  Before leaving Rouen you must have a glimpse of the town as a whole. About 2 miles to the south-east of the town there is a hill called the “Bon Secours,” standing about 500 feet above the Seine, from which you can get a wonderful view of the old medieval city. A tram and then a funicular railway (Line Mesnil-Esnard) will take you there in a few minutes. It stops at the Pont Corneille, the first bridge down-stream from the Pont Boiëldieu.


  Rouen is the best possible centre for excursions in Normandy, whether you want to go by rail or by car, but there is one excursion you absolutely must make, and that is down the Seine to the port of Le Havre.


  Down the Seine


  In a straight line from Rouen to Havre, the distance is not more than 50 miles. But by the Seine, which curves in and out continually, it is more like 80. The small Seine steamers do the trip in six hours.


  There is nothing boring about this six hours’ journey down the Seine in a small steamer. The country is beautiful, and at every instant some fascinating or historically interesting site comes into view one side or other of the river.


  The steamers, too, are very comfortable and you can get something to eat and drink at the buffet on board. They run from June 1st to October 1st, departure times varying with the tide. To reserve places you have to apply at the Quai du Havre at Rouen, not far from the Cours Boiëldieu. The steamers call constantly at riverside places along the way and the tickets allow you to break the journey if you want to. The landing place is at the Pont Boiëldieu.


  Within the first mile the steamer calls at Croisset on the right bank, and you should visit there the house where the great Norman novelist Flaubert died. Farther on, short stops, still on the right bank, will enable you to give a rapid glance at Dieppedalle, Biessard and the Val de la Haye, where a column has been erected to commemorate the transfer of Napoleon’s ashes from St. Helena; Sahurs, too, with its strange church.


  On the other bank you can get a glimpse of the square towers of the castle of Robert le Diable, that ferocious ancestor of William the Conqueror. This bank, with its steep white cliffs pierced in places by deep grottoes, has practically no landing places, except at La Bouille, a picturesque village at the foot of chalk cliffs more than 300 feet high. The Seine then pass through a forest region without any interest other than its natural beauty.


  The Norman Abbeys


  About 20 miles or so from Rouen the steamer comes to Saint Martin de Boscherville on the right bank, the ruins of the first of the famous Norman abbeys which are scattered along the whole of the lower course of the Seine as you approach the sea. It dates back to the time of William the Conqueror, and its chapter-house is one of the earliest specimens of pointed Gothic. Ten miles farther down, after the steamer has passed the second of the big bends in the Seine after Rouen, the ruins of another abbey come into view on the right bank: the Abbey of Jumiéges, founded in the sixth century. The remains of this Abbey are considerable, and the Abbey church, the towers, the cloister, chapter-house and guest-house offer a kind of retrospective survey of Norman architecture from the eleventh to the fifteenth century.


  About half-way the steamer reaches Caudebec-en-Caux, which overlooks the last segment of the Seine before it opens out into the estuary. Already you can feel the sea-breeze; in fact, it is at Caudebec that a huge tidal wave more than 6 feet high sweeps the whole 200-yard width of the river, at the rate of 30 feet a second, at the time of the equinoctial tides.


  You should get off at Caudebec and have a look at the old houses in the Rue de la Boucherie as well as at the church. The front of the church and its towers, over 170 feet high, are masterpieces of the Flamboyant Gothic style which has been carried to so high a degree of perfection in Normandy.


  A few miles down the river there is the Benedictine Abbey of Saint Wandrille, whose vaulted refectory, more than a 100 feet in length, built in the thirteenth century, is a famous piece of architecture well worth seeing.


  Then you come to Villequier, known chiefly owing to Victor Hugo’s poem on the death of his daughter, who was drowned there in 1843.


  The estuary of the Seine begins at Quillebœuf. The river here is full of sandbanks, between which the steamer has to pick its way carefully. The barges prefer to reach Havre by the canal which begins opposite Quillebœuf at Tancarville.


  On the spur overlooking the town stands a forbidding-looking castle with squat towers of between 40 and 60 feet in height. From then onwards, the estuary gradually widens out until it is finally more than 6 miles wide.


  Soon the high buildings of the transatlantic port of Havre begin to show themselves on the right, and the steamer finally accosts at the Southampton Quay after crossing the whole of the outer port protected by its two immense stone breakwaters.


  Le Havre is a big modern city of 150,000 inhabitants, and is the first tidal port ever built. It was constructed in the reign of François I, its founder, during the first half of the sixteenth century.


  Havre and the Cliffs of the Norman Coast


  If you are interested in people you will certainly be interested in Le Havre. Any seaport is fascinating to a student of human nature, and Le Havre is no exception. It is an almost entirely modern town and a very busy transatlantic port, and it contains nothing of historical interest except the Hôtel de la Marine on the Place de l’Arsenel, not far from where the Rouen boats stop, which has a Louis XIV façade richly decorated in maritime motifs. Around about the Place de l’Arsenel you will see a certain number of interesting old houses and some sailors’ cabarets full of life and movement.


  If you are anything like me, you will want to see the whole port thoroughly and at your leisure. But the best way of getting a first general impression is either to take a motor-boat at the Place Gambetta, where they are on hire, and go through the twelve immense docks on water, or else to get on the tramway No. 3 which runs alongside the docks as far as the Eure dock on the other side of the port. There, near the gigantic modern transatlantic railway station, you will be able to visit the Normandie if you have the luck to be there during one of its calls at the port.


  As far as hotels go, if you are thinking of staying in Le Havre any length of time, there are plenty of them and of every degree of comfort and price, just as in any other big port. The most famous is perhaps the Frascati on the port, I Rue Duperrey. And for eating you couldn’t do better than try the Filet de Sole, 108 Rue de Paris, where besides serving an excellent version of the dish to which the restaurant owes its name, they will give a succulent “Poulet à la Havraise.” I can’t describe the dish exactly, as I am not sufficiently well versed in the art of cooking, but if you like chicken you will certainly like the Havre way of doing it.


  For those who have a particular passion for fish I should recommend La Petite Tonne, a small sailors’ restaurant, 28 Rue de Paris. I suppose they just have to cook fish well, as otherwise I cannot imagine a sailor going there to eat it.


  An extremely hilly road leads out of Havre and takes you the whole way along the coast as far as Tréport. You are not bound to take it, of course, but if you are not in a hurry, it would be a pity to miss it, as it is an exceptionally lovely coast road.


  Your first stopping place would be at Etretat, which is a well-known holiday resort, famous for its cliffs pierced by immense natural archways. Although living is far from cheap in Etretat, you can get a really good meal at a moderate enough price at the Rôtisserie of the Golf Hotel.


  Fécamp and Dieppe


  After Etretat, you will come into Fécamp. This little town has a fascinating old museum and a lovely church, the church of the Trinité, which is one of the earliest examples of Norman Gothic. If you want a drink, or to stay for dinner, try the Hôtel du Grand Cerf at the entrance of the town.


  Fécamp is followed by a whole series of small ports and well-known beaches: St.-Valery-en-Caux, Les Petites Dalles, Veules, etc., all of them hidden among the trees in the dip behind the cliffs.


  Lastly, there is Dieppe, which is the first place a large number of English visitors see and far more worth seeing than most of them imagine. It is a relatively big town of some 25,000 inhabitants, a busy industrial centre, fishing port and bathing resort. In summer, of course, it is rather crowded for those who like quiet and the absence of their fellows, as it is the nearest beach to Paris and one of the nearest French beaches to England. But for all that, it has all the delightful characteristics of a fishing village, a seaport and a fashionable resort rolled into one, though I wouldn’t lay too much accent on the “fashionable”!


  Dieppe has some lovely buildings too (how few are the French towns which have not!). There is its thirteenth-century church of Saint-Jacques, its early sixteenth-century church of St.-Remi, which marks the passage from the Gothic to the Renaissance style, and then the castle dominating the whole town from the top of the cliff. About 4 miles away there is another castle, the Château d’Arques, which will remind you of the battle fought by King Henry IV at the end of the Wars of Religion. It was built by the uncle of William the Conqueror. Among the many good hotels in Dieppe I would recommend especially the Royal down on the seashore or the Hôtel des Arcades, which is famous for its fish.


  Le Tréport, about 12 miles along the coast, is another very popular resort, and you will see there a very peculiar-looking Hôtel de Ville built in mosaic and another church of Saint-Jacques, this time in the Flamboyant Gothic style.


  Calvados and its Beaches


  All the way from the mouth of the Seine to the mouth of the Orne extends an immense plain of sand, a perfect contrast in yellow to the green fields of Normandy behind it. This is the celebrated Norman coast with Trouville and Deauville as its social and popular centres. They have somewhat lost their popularity and renown in recent years, but there are still plenty of people who go there in summer and for week-ends.


  Honfleur, opposite le Havre, on the other side of the Seine estuary, is a typical Norman port with picturesque docks and a lovely old church. The peculiar thing about this church, the Church of Sainte-Catherine, is that it is entirely built in wood, and yet is one of the purest examples of Flamboyant Gothic. The Hôtel du Cheval Blanc is a good hotel to stay at, but personally I prefer the Hôtel St.-Siméon, on the Trouville road crossing the beautiful forest of Touques.


  Trouville-Deauville, which are only kept apart by the small river La Touques, form for all practical purposes a single vast resort, with everything anyone could possibly wish for a holiday. There are luxurious hotels by the hundred, cafés everywhere, two casinos, magnificent sports grounds, and a hippodrome. Deauville is the smarter of the two, especially along the Boulevard Eugène Cornuché and the famous wooden promenade behind the immense beach. If you want cheaper hotels, I should go to the Hôtel de France in Trouville, 34 Quai de Joinville, or the Hôtel Jouvence in Deauville, 121 Avenue de la République; you could take your meals in the same avenue at the Restaurant Moulin à Vent.


  Lisieux, the holy city of Normandy, is at a convenient distance from Deauville, and even if you do not happen to be interested in Saint Teresa of the Child Jesus herself, and in the many souvenirs of her life, with which Lisieux is crammed, you will find it a charming old town. It has a beautiful cathedral and old church, and there is a simplicity about the people that you will certainly find attractive.


  The whole length of the coast from Deauville onwards is one huge seaside resort frequented mainly by the French upper classes: Villers sur Mer, where the Greenwich Meridian passes, Houlgate and Cabourg. The latter is just nothing but a seaside resort. It was built for that purpose along a magnificent stretch of sand and all its streets point invitingly to the casino.


  Caen


  Caen is the second most important town in Normandy. It is a busy metallurgical and commercial centre with some 55,000 inhabitants, but is at the same time a famous university town. It has even been nicknamed the “Norman Athens.”


  In the centre of the town stands the Church of Saint-Pierre. The two other principal monuments of interest are the Abbaye aux Dames (Ladies’ Abbey) and the Abbeye aux Hommes (Men’s Abbey), built by William the Conqueror and Queen Mathilda, each at opposite ends of the town, to expiate the sin they committed in marrying despite their relationship. Both are lovely examples of Romanesque architecture at its very best.


  Caen has plenty of good hotels. You cannot do better, as a matter of fact, than to stay at the Hôtel Terminus opposite the station, or if you prefer something rather less pretentious and cheaper, go to the Hôtel Malsherbes on the Place du Maréchal Foch, where they make a wonderful dish of the famous “Tripes à la mode de Caen.” Even if you have never been able to bear the thought of tripe, once you have eaten it there you’ll change your mind.


  Bayeux, a small provincial town to the west of Caen, has a cathedral which is considered to be a really marvellous example of medieval architecture. The portal is sculptured with figures representing the life of the English saint, Thomas à Becket. In the neighbouring bishop’s palace, a tip to the concierge will give you the unique privilege of seeing the famous tapestry of Queen Mathilda, usually referred to as the Bayeux tapestry, which consists of fifty-two scenes embroidered on a cloth of over 200 feet long, representing the conquest of England by the Normans. If you look very carefully, but don’t do it when you’re with a party of ladies, you’ll see some very amusing little incidents which are practically never shown on the reproductions of the tapestry. You will find the Hôtel du Lion d’Or very comfortable and a first-class place for a meal.


  Mont-Saint-Michel and Channel


  On the other side of the Cotentin peninsula, opposite the islands of Jersey and Guernsey, just where Normandy runs into Brittany, stands one of the seven marvels of the Western world: Mont-Saint-Michel.


  You get to it through Avranches, a small town perched on a hill overlooking the whole of the famous Mont-Saint-Michel bay. There is nothing much to see in the town itself, but it is a useful place to stay in for excursions. For instance, you can stop at the Hôtel Bonneau near the station, and after taking a quick look at the town, go on to Pontorsaon and Mont-Saint-Michel. The famous abbey of Mont-Saint-Michel is built on a tiny island near the coast and accessible on foot at low tide. The whole construction points sheer up into the sky, and towers over the coast and countryside around it.


  It is a fortified monastery, protected by immensely thick walls with only one entrance. In the whole of history, never once did anyone succeed in capturing it. Inside its walls is a small village of about 300 inhabitants with excellent hotels where they make a speciality of all kinds of wonderful omelets. The Abbey, properly so called, consists of three stories, a perfect warren of stairways, corridors, vaulted halls and chapels, which will take you several hours to see. One of the most remarkable things in it is the church with its “Dentelle” (lace) stairway, named after the light and gracefully carved stonework of the balustrade. There is the cloister too, famous throughout the whole world, decorated with 227 small columns of red granite, and the immense Salle des Chevaliers, with its four naves, monster pillars and monumental fireplaces.


  From Avranches you should also visit Granville, a picturesque town enclosed by an old wall and perched on a rocky promontory. From the top of the church of Notre Dame there is a fine view out to sea, which is particularly worth seeing in rough weather. There is a certain amount of gay life there too in the hotels and casinos.


  


  BRITTANY


  The Breton Peninsula has been compared frequently to a monk’s head. The centre, which represents the tonsure, is almost uncultivated, consisting of waste lands where furze and other wild plants grow, while the jagged and fertile coasts form the luxuriant growth of hair. The sterility of the interior of Brittany, the cutting-up of its coasts into a multitude of cantons, all these factors explain the extreme dispersion of the Breton population which, because of that, has made contact only recently with the rest of the country. This relative isolation explains in turn why this vast region presents an aspect, customs, even a language, absolutely different to those of other French provinces, even of the neighbouring ones. And it is that difference which is the cause of its profound originality and of its attraction. It is almost another country.


  The Bretons are either fishermen or peasants. But whatever their occupation, they present the same characteristics. Generally they are distrustful when first meeting a stranger, retiring automatically behind a wall of silence, and not emerging until after a long acquaintance. It is absolutely futile to try to have a conversation with a Breton peasant who does not want one. Your efforts will come to nothing. On the other hand, once he has confidence, the Breton will prove a joyous companion glad to render service, and very hospitable. One should add that in remote villages there are still elderly people who do not speak French, or who pronounce it in a way unintelligible to a foreigner. Naturally, it is quite another thing in the towns, which are much the same as any other French provincial towns.


  The Departments Côtes-du-Nord and Finistère


  The jagged coast stretching for hundreds of kilometres from the sandy bay of Mont Saint-Michel to the desolate rocks of the Point of Penmarch at the end of Finistère, would be enough in itself to make the Breton coast one of the really beautiful places of the world. It changes with extraordinary abruptness from gay and popular beaches to sheer rocks of a grim beauty all their own. The seaside climate is influenced profoundly by the Gulf Stream, and it is because of this fact that at Paimpol, for example, fig trees flourish in the fields. A robust population of fishermen lives in the large and small ports which cluster around its bays and its deep “rivers,” kinds of fjords which cut far into the interior. But each one has been able to preserve its own physiognomy.


  One of the most famous of these is Saint-Malo, an old town of corsairs originally built on a small rocky island and spreading later on to the mainland to form a large and popular bathing resort. The old town, however, which is almost entirely surrounded by the sea, has kept its rather time-worn originality with its old houses, its picturesque fish market and its ramparts, one of the towers of which has the heroic and humorous name “quiquengrogne,”* its château decorated with enormous towers, and its ancient cathedral, the Church Saint-Vincent, which presents, though quite naturally, a curious assemblage of architectural styles ranging from the twelfth century to the Renaissance. Avoid the noisy and terribly crowded beaches of the new town, and if you are seeking sand and sea, go either to Paramé, to the right of the old town, or to Saint-Servan, to the left. There is a convenient tram service. Finally, on the other side of the “river” Rance, there is Dinard, the exclusive beach and seaside resort of the “Emerald Coast.” A boat service makes the crossing from Saint-Malo in a few minutes. You will find at Dinard an atmosphere not unlike that of Cannes or of Deauville, especially on the promenade des Alliés, with its three casinos.


  At the end of the “river,” which runs inland for some 17 miles and which also has a boat service calling at Saint-Malo and at Dinard, is Dinan. It is a very ancient fortified town built on a steeply sloping plateau dominating the whole region, as in all old feudal towns. You shouldn’t fail to see the chateau where, among other curiosities, are kept some of Napoleon’s hairs; nor the Cathedral Saint-Sauveur with its Flamboyant Gothic nave covered with wood, nor the ramparts nearly two miles long.


  At Saint-Malo I should advise you to stay at the Hôtel de l’Univers, Place Chateaubriand, where they serve a wonderful and unique speciality, angouste à la crème. At Dinard, where there are hundreds of hotels, bars and restaurants, I sugggest the Hôtel Marjolaine, rue Levasseur, in the heart of the town near the English Club. The proprietor of this hotel was once chef at the English Court. At Dinan, the Hôtel de la Poste, opposite the château, is very comfortable.


  Saint-Brieuc


  Saint-Brieuc, a large town of 25,000 inhabitants, has been able to keep intact, as Saint-Malo has, its old quarter in the centre of the modern town. An old bishopric, its principal monument is the Cathedral (Saint-Etienne), which dates from the twelfth century. There are also numerous quaint old houses. Aside from the traditional Hôtel Terminus near the station, there are good hotels at Saint-Brieuc, notably the Hôtel de France, on the Champ de Mars in the centre of the town. From Saint-Brieuc one leaves for the tour of the whole coast as far as Paimpol, the most famous of all the small ports of this region, from which the fishermen set out for Iceland, and the setting of Pierre Loti’s celebrated novel, Pêcheurs d’Islande. A short crossing of fifteen minutes will take you to the red granite cliffs of the Ile de Bréhat.


  From Saint-Brieuc, you can also go to Guingamp, a small inland town in a lovely valley where the Saturday before the first Sunday in July there is an important “pardon” at the Church Notre Dame du Bon Secours, a religious ceremony peculiar to Brittany and extremely colourful. Among the hotels of this town, the Hôtel du Commerce is remarkable for its meticulous cleanliness. You might almost be in Holland!


  From Guingamp, across a somewhat severe but typically Breton landscape, you will come to the calm and austere bishopric Tréguier, with the spire of its magnificent cathedral dominating the entire town. The numerous gardens in the courtyards of the houses give this city a unique atmosphere. To the west, Lannion, a small town situated on a river, has several curious old houses, but the most interesting thing about it is undoubtedly the steep coast near by, the “Coast of Granite.”


  Morlaix


  Continuing along the coast, you next arrive at Morlaix, which has many interesting churches and a gigantic modern viaduct which overlooks the entire town. Well organised autocar tours enable you to visit all the surrounding region. Stop at the Hôtel d’Europe, Rue d’Aiguillon, but take your meals at the restaurant de la Tour d’Argent, Rue des Lavoirs. While going down the “river” of Morlaix, you should visit Carnatec, a pretty and popular beach, Saint-Pol-de-Léon, an old bishopric where the Chapel de Kreisker has an open-work belfry over 200 feet high, and Roscof, a port celebrated for its lobster and for the mildness of its climate. Most of the early vegetables eaten in London are exported from this coast.


  From Morlaix, after heading inland and crossing the Monts d’Arée, the line of small hills separating maritime Brittany from the interior, you should visit the region of Huelgoat. It is wonderfully situated, and its small wooded valleys and maze of rocks are particularly fascinating. The most famous is the Grotto of Artus, which has the same story told about it as in Wales.


  Brest, a large military port and important commercial city, of 75,000 inhabitants, is for all intents and purposes the capital of maritime Brittany. It has few objects of interest for the visitor, apart from its impressive military port whose roadstead, protected by a narrow channel, shelters the French Atlantic fleet. It is the Portsmouth of France. Naturally there are many hotels of all classes, among which I can especially recommend the Hôtel Moderne, Place Anatole France, at the entrance to the city. A sailors’ restaurant, the Restaurant de l’Océan, 46 Quai de la Douane, offers an excellent choice of sea food. But the clientele is rather mixed, While visiting the roadstead, an immense anchorage which could easily hold all the warships of Europe, it is better not to take photographs near the many forts and outworks which defend it.


  From Brest you should go to Plougastel-Daoulas, the picturesque locality on the other side of the roadstead, which has a curious calvary surrounded by 150 stone figures.


  Quimper


  In the centre of the large peninsula, which extends from the other side of the bay of Audierne to meet the great billows of the Atlantic, rises Quimper, the most Breton of all the towns in Brittany, where the Cathedral Saint-Corentin shows all the phases of the historical development of the Breton style, and where the museum of Breton antiquities, installed in the buildings of the ancient bishop’s palace, contains a unique collection of documents on old Brittany. Among the hotels choose the Hôtel de l’Epée, Rue du Parc, where you will find the local gastronomic specialities, filet de sole Saint-Corentin and pâté de perdreau au foie gras.


  From Quimper you absolutely must take the excursion which, by Douarnenez, sardine fishing village and important centre of the canning industry, and Audierne, another important fishing port, leads to the most desolate, but most grandiose, region of Brittany, the Pointe du Raz, the Baie des Prépassés and the wild Ile de Sein.


  A long angular rock whipped by the winds and the sea’s surging, the Pointe du Raz is hollowed by a tremendous funnel, the “Hell of Plogoff,” where the waves, as they are engulfed, thunder like cannon shots. One must be careful in advancing along the bare summit, especially not to be blown over into the abyss by a gust of wind. From the farthest point the view extends across the narrows sown with foaming reefs which separate the mainland from the Ile de Sein. On the right is a bay with the sinister name “Bay of the Dead,” where, according to the Breton legend, on All Souls’ Day all those who have died during the year meet to await the black vessel which will carry them to the other world.


  One reaches the Ile de Sein by a boat service which leaves from Audierne. Two hours are amply sufficient for the visit of the small, windy treeless territory where the women are dressed always in black, where all the men are fishermen, and where almost all the wooden articles, including the furniture, come from shipwrecks. A Druidic sanctuary, Sein has numerous reminders of that distant and mysterious epoch. Its church was built of stones brought from the port on the heads of the women of the island. At its far end rises the lighthouse of Ar Men, near which the sea is always so dangerous that one can never approach it, and the keepers are forced to regain their post by means of a rope.


  Lower Brittany and the Department of the Morbihan


  Sometimes the whole southern part of Brittany is called “Breton Brittany,” of which the most southern city is Nantes. As a matter of fact, it is undoubtedly the part of this province where the customs have remained most individual, perhaps because of its inhabitants’ lack of natural vivacity, which a Breton song describes in these terms: “The inhabitants of Lower Brittany are as lively as broomsticks.” Sown with wastelands, with heather and with furze, deeply infiltrated by the sea, which even on the coast near Vannes forms a sort of small inland lake, the Morbihan, this part of the country is covered with megalithic “menhirs ” and “dolmens ” which are the main curiosity.


  Nantes, a big city and important port of 150,000 inhabitants, is the centre of this region. Situated at the mouth of the Loire, it is particularly important from the commercial and industrial standpoint, with its outer harbour of Saint-Nazaire which has the same relationship to Nantes as that of Le Havre to Rouen. In the centre of the city is the Rue Crébillon, where the citizens of Nantes come to stroll during idle hours, as well as on the Place Graslin, its prolongation. From there, by the Rue Voltaire, you can stroll round to see a graceful little manor, the manor of Jean V, and beside it the Musée Dobrée, one of the richest archeological museums of France. The Cathedral Saint-Pierre, built in 1434, has a magnificent nave some 300 feet long. In the right transept is the tomb of the Duke of Brittany, François II, and of his wife. Stop preferably at the Hôtel de Paris, near the Place Graslin, the rooms are comfortable and you will taste a highly appreciated speciality, croustade aux champignons arrosée de muscadet. From Nantes you can go down the Loire to Saint-Nazaire, a big busy transatlantic port, but where there is really nothing else remarkable to see. North of Nantes stretches a huge swamp where you can shoot water-fowl if you happen to like that sport. It is the Brière made famous by a recent novel by Alphonse de Chateaubriand. But access to it is difficult and it is better to be accompanied by someone of the locality.


  Between the Brière and the sea spreads a whole region of beautiful beaches: Pornichet, le Croisic, la Baule and le Pouliguen, composed of large strips of sand between the sea and the vast salt marshes. Inland is Guérande, an old town fortified by enormous ramparts decorated with large towers.


  Finally, to the north, is Vannes, situated at the end of the small inland sea, the Morbihan, strewn with as many islands, it is said, as the days in the year. Vannes has 25,000 inhabitants. It still has very beautiful old houses, and its cathedral in the Flamboyant Gothic and Renaissance styles is unforgettable. But the town is above all a centre for interesting excursions. The main one leads to Sainte-Anne-d’Auray where at Whitsuntide pilgrims flock to its miraculous fountain. Several miles farther on in the direction of the peninsula of Quiberon, known by the unfortunate landing of the Royalist troops during the Revolution, stand the enigmatic “alignments of Carnac.” In ten rows, each longer than a kilometre, rise 1,099 gigantic “menhirs.” Beyond, at Kermario, 982 more raised stones of large size repeat the same inexplicable alignments. In all the region there are no less than 3,000 of these extraordinary megalithic monuments, some of which bear mysterious hieroglyphics.


  At Vannes, apart from the Hôtel du Commerce et de l’Epée, I would recommend a restaurant with an amazingly genuine atmosphere of antiquity, the Restaurant Gillet, Place des Lices.


  


  BORDEAUX, THE LANDES AND THE PYRENEES


  Practically all the trains going to the Pyrenees and the Basque-land pass through Bordeaux, so it will be no trouble to you to spare a day to this very interesting town. I don’t mean that it is full of historical monuments or beauty-spots, but it will give you an excellent idea of an absolutely typical big French provincial town, the centre of an important commercial and agricultural region for many centuries.


  Bordeaux is one of the biggest towns in France, with a population of 250,000 inhabitants. It is a port town, and the port is usually an extremely busy one, for despite the fact that it is more than 50 miles from the ocean on the Gironde, the wine trade has made it the fourth most important port in France. A bridge of seventeen immense arches spans the 700 yards width of the river, and along the river banks there are more than 5 miles of busy docks. You have to cross this famous bridge to enter the town from the station, which, as in most French towns, is located at the outskirts.


  The City


  The centre of Bordeaux consists, characteristically, of a few streets and squares only: the Place des Quinconces, with its casino surrounded by a large number of restaurants and bars, and the Allées de Tourny. Turning left from the Place des Quinconces, you will find yourself in the celebrated Bordeaux quarter of Chartrons where the big wine merchants live. They form the very exclusive and proud aristocracy of Bordeaux. Unlike this aristocracy, the people themselves in Bordeaux are a very gay and friendly lot, full of jokes and always poking fun at someone. This joking spirit is made even more charming by their sing-song southern accent.


  From the Allées de Tourny you pass through the Rue Fondaguège and reach the ruins of the Palais Gallien, a Roman amphitheatre of the second century, and the Church of Saint-Seurin, with its fourth-century crypt. These are the only really old monuments in Bordeaux.


  On the other side of the Cours de l’Intendance, which cuts the town into two approximately equal parts, there is a twelfth-century cathedral well worth visiting, as well as the Museum of Painting and Sculpture containing more than a thousand works, mainly of the French school, and the Bonie Museum with a rich collection of Eastern and Far Eastern art.


  Among the first-class hotels I should choose the Hôtel de Bordeaux, on the Place de la Comédie, just off the Place des Quinconces, or the Hôtel du Chapon Fin, which lives up to its name by giving wonderful food. If you prefer somewhere cheaper, you should try the Hôtel Bristol in the Rue Franklin. There will be no trouble about finding a good restaurant; they all serve excellent food in Bordeaux. But, whatever you do, don’t make up your mind to try out all the wines of Bordeaux! You would be there weeks, and even then I doubt if you would have tasted them all. As far as wine goes, get one of the Bordeaux people to advise you. They know all about their own wines, and are certain to introduce you to many marvels you have never heard of before.


  Gascogne


  Some 30 miles from Bordeaux begin the Landes, an immense pine forest planted to keep back the encroaching sand dunes of the Gascogne coast. The region is full of picturesque inland lakes, some connected up with the sea by a canal, the others isolated. The most celebrate is the Etang d’Arcachon, which has a very popular beach and rich beds of oysters which you can taste at the Hôtel Victoria, Boulevard de la Plage. Farther on is the Etang de Biscarosse, an important flying-boat base, and the Etang de Soustons with the ancient town of Vieux Boucau.


  Once you have crossed the Adour, you are in the Basque land. They are a strange people, the Basque; sober, sparing of words, always dressed in black, and of entirely unknown racial origins. Their language is hardly understood at all by anyone outside the country, and etymologists are still struggling to assign it to some definite family. Despite their reserve, the Basque people are most hospitable and remarkably clean. This cleanliness is particularly striking to anyone who arrives from the other provinces of Southern France.


  The whole length of the Basque coast is just a succession of smart resorts, full of society people from France and Spain. From Bayonne to the Spanish frontier the coast road runs along a whole series of magnificent estates, hotels, beaches, sport or pleasure grounds. In the first place, there is Bayonne itself, rather a big town of 30,000 inhabitants, the main attraction of which is the busy little port whence in the old days the sailors used to set out whale-hunting. Then Biarritz, the most famous of the Basque resorts, which stands in the same rank as Deauville or Cannes for smartness and popularity. The town has several casinos and a mass of hotels of every class. The most elegant part of the town is to the right of the Rochers de la Vierge, along the immense beach. Just before you come to these rocks you should turn in at the fascinating Musée de la Mer, which has been recently reconstructed and contains an aquarium full of the strangest and most exotic fishes. Among the welter of good hotels you couldn’t do better than to stay at the Hotel Biarritz Salins-Thermes, Avenue de la Marne, behind the big casino. The prices are moderate, and you will find the rooms extremely comfortable, even luxurious, and the cooking excellent.


  The Basque Country


  You should make the excursion from Biarritz to the Spanish frontier either by car or by the picturesque little tramway which runs along the coast road. The trip will take you through Saint-Jean de Luz, which in my opinion is the most pleasant of all the Basque resorts. At the Grille Basque you will think yourself suddenly transported into some strange land, when they serve you their Basque-Spanish dishes.


  But if you really want to feel the profound charm of the country, you must go inland and stay a while among the little white peculiarly shaped houses, scattered over the green hills planted with apple trees. But perhaps you have not got the time to stay in one of the small Basque villages? In that case you must at least make an excursion either by car or by the auto-cars that leave Biarritz every day, up the Nive valley, through Ustaritz, Cambox, and Saint-Jean Pied de Port, right across the whole country into Bearn, or through Mauléon and Oloron, two lovely little sunny towns with steep winding streets, to Pau.


  Pau, the former capital of Bearn and in the old days the residence of Henry IV, who lived in the beautiful château dominating the town, has rather gone out of fashion in recent years. But many visitors still come to it, either to see the château or attracted by its mild and sunny climate. There is a wonderful view of the mountain ranges from the Boulevard des Pyrénées. The clear waters of the “Gave,” at the bottom of the town, are full of fine trout, and with the “garbure,” a kind of cabbage soup, these trout form the gastronomic speciality of the region.


  The best hotel to stay at is the Hôtel Beaumont, 5 Place Royale, and although the cooking is good, I should advise you to take your meals at the Restaurant Café Royal, a few steps away.


  


  LA CHAMPAGNE


  The Champagne district of France has attracted many English visitors since the War, and although the majority originally came for sentimental reasons, they “discovered” the Champagne in the process. Nowadays Rheims, the chief city of the region, is not the only place foreign tourists include in their itineraries when travelling in this part of France, which is not to say that Rheims in itself is not a worthy goal. On the contrary, its world-famous cathedral is still one of the most notable sights of its kind in the country, despite its “war wounds,” while its wine cellars also deserve a visit.


  However, as far as wine cellars are concerned Epernay has the avdantage over Rheims, in that it contains the cellars of the world-famous Mercier brand of champagne. These cellars constitute a veritable underground city, entirely hewn into the rocks. If you can spare the time when in Epernay, communicate with the proprietors, Maison Champagne Mercier, 75 Avenue de Champagne, who will be pleased to let you see this noteworthy sight at any time, both on weekdays and Sundays or holidays.


  The Mercier cellars are perhaps the only new thing the writer can tell you about the Champagne, for nowadays, largely owing to the “publicity” given it by the War, the region is very well known. You have no doubt heard of the wonderful vineyards stretching for miles in the Marne Valley, while every schoolchild knows all about Verdun.


  Sedan, Charleville, Troyes and Soissons are all places with historic associations, and all bear traces of the Great War.


  You will see beautiful churches in every town and village in this region, and grim medieval castles are also not lacking.


  But the scenery of the Champagne, with its rivers, forests and flower-carpeted fields, is truly charming. In addition, the inhabitants, consistently with the chief product of the region, are cheery and friendly, particularly towards English visitors.


  ALSACE-LORRAINE


  Less well known than the Champagne are the two provinces Alsace and Lorraine. Indeed, it would require a whole book to describe their charm and attraction from the tourist’s point of view.


  Alsace and Lorraine are generally thought of as a single unit, which, to a certain extent, they are. In the main, however, they differ from each other in many essential respects, and the difference can perhaps be conveyed best by comparing Lorraine to a dignified, sedate young lady, and Alsace to a gay and mischievous miss.


  But you will like both, of that there can be no doubt. If you enter these provinces by car in the south of Alsace, by the Upper Vosges whose granite slopes no longer mark a frontier, you will be able to read the past and present history of the towns and villages as you pass them, or through them, in the ancient castles, old churches and busy farms, all set amid breath-takingly lovely scenery. You will come upon those strange and beautiful lakes, the Green, White and Black Lakes, which lie 3,000 and more feet above sea-level.


  THE VOSGES


  The Vosges Range, some 70 miles long, from Belfort to Saverne, with its majestic but accessible summits, such as Grand Ballon, Hohneck and Douon, and the green Passes of Schlucht, Bonhomme and Sainte Marie, is in itself worth a trip to this part of France.


  And between the ridges nestle the valleys in which the life of the country proceeds. There is something human about the landscape of Alsace. In an indefinable way it tells the history—past and present—of the inhabitants, just like the eyries of the robber barons of olden times and the luxury hotels of modern times that crown some of the ridges tell a story of their own. Yet the towns and villages, the homes of the Alsatian people tell the most interesting story of all.


  THE CITIES


  Strasbourg, the chief city of Alsace, is an old-new town with an infusion of picturesqueness and colour from the surrounding villages. Its architecture is typically Alsatian when taken as a whole, and if to-day its life is that of a modern European city, it is so in a gay, typically Alsatian way.


  Colmar, Mulhouse and the other Alsatian towns present a similar picture on a smaller scale, while the villages with their striking rural architecture, their hardworking yet always cheery and hospitable inhabitants, are so many gems in the diadem of a beautiful country.


  Lorraine is similar to yet different from Alsace. Lorraine is a mixture of delicate half-tones and industrial realism. We need only mention the gentle poetry of the Moselle landscape, a scene of water, hills and sky. The magnificent panorama of the region of Abreschwiller and Dabo is difficult to forget once you have seen it.


  Lorraine also has its quiet urban charm, as for instance in Metz, which is intensely and charmingly French, despite the many traces of the German régime.


  The gracefulness of Nancy is another aspect of Lorraine’s urban charm.


  Finally, along the Moselle as far as Thionville, the tourist can see Industry in full blast. The geometrical architecture of the factories and blast furnaces is most impressive, and their red glow at night stabs the darkness like a triumphant song of achievement.


  [image: ]


  CORSICA


  Corsica may affect you in one of two ways. You may take away with you the impression of a barbarous island delivered up to a hoard of ruffianly blackguards and murderers, where bathrooms are strange rarities; or you may see it as the perfection of rugged beauty, the home of noble savages of great eloquence and amiability alone capable of producing a man of the stature of Napoleon.


  Not Ev. Mod. Con.


  There is something in both conceptions of Corsica. If you really think bathrooms and cocktails are the hallmark of civilisation, you will be right enough in regarding the Corsicans as uncivilised. Despite recent strenuous efforts to bring the island into line with the requirements of the modern tourist, it remains, considering its accessibility, one of the most backward spots in Europe from the point of view of luxurious accommodation for travellers.


  There is something too in the idea that the Corsicans are ruffians and murderers. On points of honour they are only too ready to shoot, and once the murderer has taken to the “maquis”—the Corsican bush—he takes a lot of finding. In some cases, as anyone who has read the papers fairly recently will know, some of these chance murderers were able to live thirty years in that wild inland bush without ever being found by the police. There have been real bandits too, who held up people, postmen, and others, and shot them if they were not quick enough in getting their pocket-books out. But the gangster-bandit notion has been grossly exaggerated, and in any case the recent clean-up effected by the French police has pretty well cleared the island of that kind of pest. So you needn’t be afraid of going to Corsica from that point of view any more than of going to Normandy or Paris.


  There is only one point on which any stranger has to be careful, and that is not to do anything the Corsican regards as an insult to himself and his family. To put it more concretely, don’t call him a dirty dog in a language he can understand, and above all don’t wink at his wife or daughter. The wife and daughter won’t appreciate it, and you may merely find yourself in the unpleasant position of being the unwilling cause of sending an otherwise harmless citizen into hiding in the “maquis” for the rest of his life.


  What to See


  Well, now that you have screwed up your courage to come to Corsica, and feel a bit more reassured about your pocket-book and your wife’s jewels, what should you see? I warn you that there is a great deal to see, and that the best way of seeing it, if you can manage it, is to see it on foot. No! I forgot. There is an even better way of getting to know it, recommended by Napoleon himself. “The best way of knowing Corsica,” he would say, “is to be born there.” But everyone has not the same luck as he had, so you will have to put up with walking or riding in a car, whichever suits you best.


  Corsica is the third most important island in the Mediterranean, after Sicily and Sardinia, with about 300,000 inhabitants. It has a lovely climate, both in summer and in winter, but I would advise you to go there in spring, when it is not yet blazing hot, and when the roads have become passable on the heights and the snow has melted.


  If you want what is called “confort moderne,” I should stay if I were you at the Grand Hôtel or the Hôtel des Etrangers in Ajaccio, the Cyrnos or the Grand Hôtel de France in Bastia, and in the Hôtel de l’Europe in Ile Rousse. Prices are moderate everywhere.


  Even if you don’t carry a guide-book, you are almost bound to go to Ajaccio first and then to the house on the Place Lactitia, where was born on August 15th, 1769, the most famous of Corsica’s children—Napoleon.


  Ajaccio


  The whole town of Ajaccio is just crammed with souvenirs of Napoleon: street-names, museums, statues, and all. You will land from the ship on the Quai Napoleon, extending on the right into the Boulevard du Roi Jerome (Napoleon’s brother), and opposite the Quai Napoleon stands a white marble statue of the First Consul.


  On the right, again, is the Hôtel de Ville with the Musée Napoleon on the first floor.


  Continuing your visit of the town, you will find yourself going along the Avenue du Premier Consul, with the Rue Napoleon and the Place Lactitia on the right.


  In the cathedral you will be obliged to look at the marble font in which Napoleon was baptised, and a little farther along on the Place du Diamant, the biggest square in Ajaccio, rises the equestrian statue of Napoleon and of his four brothers looking out seawards.


  In Cardinal Fesch’s Palace there is the Imperial Chapel where the remains of the Bonaparte family lie.


  Even the busiest street in Ajaccio, turning off the Place du Diamant, is called the Cours Napoleon.


  If by that time you are not yet tired of Napoleon and determined to take the first opportunity of slipping off to Bastia where no person of such outstanding fame was born, your guide, in addition to feeding you with a number of very doubtfully authentic personal tales about Napoleon, will certainly lead you off to the Grotte de Casone, where the Corsicans say Napoleon used to come and work as a child.


  Château de la Punta


  Thirteen kilometres outside Ajaccio there is a really fascinating château, the Château de la Punta. The peculiar and unique thing about it is that it was constructed almost entirely between 1886 and 1894 out of stones brought from the Palais des Tuileries in Paris, which was burnt down at the time of the revolution in 1871. The north façade used to be on the Place du Carrousel, while the south façade, which faces Ajaccio, comes entirely to the last stone, from Paris. The balustrade of the terraces is the only part that was not “made in Paris”; it belongs to the former Château of Saint-Cloud.


  Anatole France, who at that time (1886) was still at the beginning of his career, was immensely amused by this reconstruction and wrote in an article: “Corsica has just launched a new fashion. Henceforth when the English find that Westminster Abbey has housed the Lords of the Thames long enough, they will burn it down or destroy it … and twenty years later the Hindus or the Canadians will set up the same building in Bombay or Calcutta.”


  In any case, you will certainly not regret your excursion to the Château de la Punta. The big salon and the whole first storey are admirable picture galleries, and a path leads from the château through the “maquis” to the peak of Pozzo di Borgo at an altitude of some 2,000 feet, from which you can get a magnificent view over the Mediterranean, the Gulf of Ajaccio and the mountains of Corsica.


  Bastia (12,000 inhabitants), which is about 90 miles from Ajaccio, is considered to be the most important commercial town in Corsica. It has far less historical souvenirs than Ajaccio, but you will find it perhaps even more attractive as a centre for excursions and walks.


  Calvi is a small town of some 2,500 inhabitants and is one of the innumerable places in Europe which claim the privilege of having given birth to Columbus, much to the annoyance of the people of Genoa. There is a plate up on the house where he is supposed to have been born in 1441.


  Beauty Spots


  It would be possible to fill up pages more with descriptions of the innumerable beauty-spots and excursions of which Corsica, the “Island of Beauty” as it is called, is full and overflowing. But you are bound to see them; the island is not big enough to miss them. And it will be sufficient for you to have received some idea of the atmosphere of the place and the character of the people. In any case, the Corsican is a natural guide, and no one could introduce you more enthusiastically or fluently to his little country than he can.


  
    MONTE CARLO
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  MONTE CARLO


  MONTE CARLO is, to some, the capital of a pocket state somewhere down on the Riviera. Further, it is the place from where your aunt’s cousin’s brother-in-law—suddenly remembering all distant relations—sent you the most absurdly coloured postcards. It is also the finishing point of a very straining motor rally—but it is above all, and in the first place, a casino. The blue sea and the blue sky are nice but a mere setting, a good contrast to that white palace where fortunes are made and lost. I am still speaking from the point of view of the average man.


  That is the reason why I feel wholly justified in starting with the casino. It is still the casino despite the competition France recently begun by allowing roulette and baccarat on the Riviera. And the buses running between Cannes, Nice and Monte Carlo are still as crowded as they used to be with people going there to try their luck.


  I do not know whether many go there in the hope of breaking the bank. Some coming there for the first time certainly do. But I daresay that anyone doing so is bound to feel disappointed. It happens—in films and in books. But otherwise it is only one of the many dreams that never—or very, very seldom—come true. Of course, there is the story of the Spaniard who even broke it twice. But that was in pre-War days when a franc was a franc and people had more money to risk.


  Well, all that was just by the way and not meant as a moralising attempt to persuade you to stick to the narrow path. For the moralist certainly looks upon the way to the casino as a very broad and bad one. Tidy sums are made every day and who knows—you may be the lucky one. Last winter an English lady won about 70,000 francs in an afternoon. She was one of the very few who know the trick how to win. She left Monte Carlo by the next train.


  On the other hand, there are people who actually make their living out of it. They belong to that category who live in cheap boarding-houses either at Monte Carlo or somewhere near on the French Riviera, and come every day for an hour or two to the casino to make the paltry sum they pay for their board. Of course, they are not very welcome.


  It is very easy to find the way to the casino—just follow the stream or the chap in the dinner jacket with a béret. He is a croupier. And it is as easy to slip in. The entrée has been abolished and by showing your passport in the office to the left of the entrance you get your ticket for a day, a week or a month.


  Absolute silence reigns inside that Temple of Mammon. It is only broken by the monotonous voice of the croupiers: “Messieurs, faites vos jeux. Les jeux sont faits. Rien ne va plus.” Do not raise your voice, otherwise you will get furious glances from the people sitting at the green tables, eagerly taking down every coup, carefully completing their own home-made system which is to provide them with bread for the rest of their life.


  The Regulars


  The players are not a very impressive lot. There is little of the elegance, of the wonderful jewels you usually connect with the casino of Monte Carlo. It is on the whole a rather cheap-looking crowd, sometimes so shabby that you cannot help wondering how they can afford to risk even 5 francs. But of course those who have caught that dangerous gambling fever are not to be reckoned as normal people. They are just gamblers, who do not bother about anything so trivial as food, and would rather live on a cup of coffee than miss a chance at the casino. They are sometimes—now I am speaking of the women, and they are certainly not in the minority—so superstitious that you do not know whether to find it ridiculous or pathetic. They would never forget to bow to the new moon, they will dash down the stairs and climb them again if they forgot to step on the first stair with the right foot, and they do not mind starting a row in the cloakroom if they do not get their favourite and of course luck-bringing number.


  Very few ever get to know the other part of the casino building. This contains not only the gambling rooms. The casino is the centre of artistic life of Monte Carlo, and its large and beautifully decorated thearte and concert-hall sees many famous artists during the season, which opens in the middle of January, and the most brilliant performances succeed each other.


  When you stroll out again you come into the marvellous gardens. That is the spot where people are supposed to commit suicide after having lost their money. Which it all mere nonsense.


  Close to the casino is the Café de Paris, the place for an apéritif, and even in winter you can sit outside in the lovely sunshine, hearing almost nothing but English spoken round you.


  As a matter of fact, Monte Carlo may be regarded as part of the British Empire. Ninety per cent. or more of the visitors come from England and its colonies, and many have settled down there for good, preferring to live in a country where they get, apart from the lovely climate, good value for their money.


  There is one point people are generally not aware of. Monte Carlo is not an expensive place. It may be, as indeed any place may. But prices have been considerably brought down.


  Hotels


  In the leading hotel, the Hôtel de Paris, you get full pension for a couple of pounds a day. Some years ago they would have charged you double. The Hermitage, which affords a perfect view, and the Metropole are a little cheaper but still on the expensive side. Then there are plenty of good first-class hotels where you get board for less than a pound a day during the season, and still cheaper during the rest of the year.


  There is Monte Carlo Palace just above the casino gardens, the Mirabeau close to the railway station, with a garden of its own, the Hôtel du Louvre in Boulevard du Moulin, the shopping street of Monte Carlo, the Windsor with almost none but British visitors, the Bristol and Beau Rivage, both a few steps from the tiny harbour. If you go to the latter you will be greeted by a little barking beast. He is a dear little fellow, worth not a penny less than 5,000 francs. He was left there by a lady who could not settle her bill, and the hall porter is still scratching his head over the problem whether the tail belongs to him or the other part. She owed him half the sum.…


  These are only a few of the many hotels. I could not possibly give you a full list. Almost every third house at Monte Carlo is either an hotel or a boarding-house, so you only have to take a walk and drop in and have a look round. And you will discover that you can easily get full board for 25 to 30 francs a day.


  So do not tell me that you could not afford a trip to Monte Carlo. The cost of living proper, as you have seen, is not higher than in London, but rather the opposite. You are not obliged to haunt the fashionable bars and other amusement places. There is so much else to do. A stroll in the tiny medieval streets of Monaco, where the reigning prince lives and which you reach by the Avenue de Monte Carlo, is worth all the bars. The Prince’s Palace is a fine piece of work. So is the cathedral, with a magnificent chapel and crypt.


  “Sights”


  There is also an art gallery, containing a very fine collection of works of the old schools as well as of the newer ones. But there is one thing you must not fail to see—the exotic gardens laid out on the rocks above the picturesque quarter of the Condamine. Its vegetation will simply make you gasp, and wonder whether you are still in Europe or have suddenly been transported by some magic force to another part of our good old world. There are plants you would never dream of, plants of the most fantastic shapes, with or without leaves, sometimes in the most grotesque animal shapes, and sometimes with the sweetest and loveliest of flowers.


  Or you can climb the streets above Monte Carlo—you always have to climb at Monte Carlo, or go downhill, as the town is built entirely on cliffs. You may curse it as a rather nasty job, but on the other hand you will be rewarded by the most perfect view over the Mediterranean wherever you go.


  I mentioned the bars and restaurants. Knickerbocker and May Fair are probably the smartest, and at their gala nights you will feel at home as completely as at the Grosvenor or the Dorchester in London. The night of the Monte Carlo season is of course the opening night of the International Sporting Club, which is next to the Hôtel de Paris and which also has a casino, but this only open for members.


  The opening of this club is the beginning of the season, the first of the many glamorous events which are to follow each other for months without interruption and which have given Monte Carlo its reputation of the most fashionable resort on the Riviera. There is, of course, the battle of flowers—any decent town on the Côte d’Azur has a battle of flowers—the folk-lore festivals at Monaco, the classification tests of the Monte Carlo motor rally, the concours d’élégance, the grand prix of Monaco, sailing regattas and tennis tournaments, and the golf and bridge tournaments. These events go on till the end of June.


  But that does not mean that by July or August you will find Monte Carlo as empty as a desert. If you do not like the heat you should, of course, choose another place. But on the other hand it is never too hot, and you are always sure to get the breezes in from the sea. The bathing is lovely and the beach as fine as any. If you like a game of tennis you have the courts just behind the beach. The golf links are beautifully situated on the Mont-Agel.


  You might even prefer Monte Carlo in summer. Monte Carlo in summer, compared with Monte Carlo in winter, is like a natural flower compared with an artificial flower. You go to the gala nights because everyone does, but you could as well be at the Savoy in London or the Ritz in Paris as at the Sporting Club at Monte Carlo. But in summer when the pleasure-hunting crowds have left for Deauville or Biarritz you will more easily discover the natural charm of this small town, you will see its exquisite beauty, as it really is, its gorgeous environment, its very soul.


  The Natives


  You may even discover the Monegasques. In winter the Monegasque is lost among the foreigners. The waiter at your hotel is either a Frenchman or an Italian, so is your hairdresser and the croupiers. You will never find a Monegasque at the casino—for the simple reason that he is not allowed to go there. This miniature state, which makes you think of a musical film of Maurice Chevalier, looks well after its subjects, and I suppose that they are only too grateful. But in summer, when you have plenty of leisure, you will discover them in the small shops in the tiny streets, either at Monaco or at Monte Carlo, behind the Boulevard du Moulin, which is still stamped with the foreign influence. They will always have a good-tempered word for you as true sons of that blessed sunny country along the Mediterranean.


  Such is Monte Carlo. Artificial on the surface because artificiality is the mark of our days and gala nights, and all sorts of elegant competitions draw much more visitors than the loveliest of scenery. But the real Monte Carlo is a charming little town, a mixture of old and modern, a precious gem in an astonishingly beautiful setting.
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  SPAIN


  To the average Englishman who has never been to Spain the name of the country is merely the first link in a chain of ideas comprising bull-fights, castanets, mantillas and onions. There is also a widespread belief in England that the Spanish people are indolent and lazy, and that mañana, mañana (to-morrow, to-morrow), is the most frequently used phrase in the Spanish language.


  This light-hearted essay is intended not only to enlighten you on all these momentous matters but also to show you that there are many other things in Spain. Above all, there are a great many Spaniards there and, perhaps to your own surprise, you will almost certainly take an instant liking to them.


  But before I go any further I feel I ought to say something about the feature of Spanish life of which, as a high-minded Englishman—or woman—you disapprove most, to wit, the perfectly shocking practice of bull-fighting. You think it is cruel, inhuman, degrading. Perhaps so. We will see when we attend a bull-fight. But lest you enter Spain with a firmly fixed prejudice in your mind, allow me to point out one redeeming aspect of Spain’s favourite sport—the referee is never, never man-handled at bull-fights.…


  Ponder that, and you will no doubt come to the conclusion that Spain and the Spanish cannot be so bad after all.


  In purchasing odds and ends for your journey to Spain you may quite safely omit to consult Mr. Keating, in spite of all you may have heard to the contrary. The hotels listed by the Patronato Nacional del Turismo (State Tourist Department), particulars of which you will be given as we go along, are quite clean, and if you choose to go to strange places Mr. Keating will in any case wash his hands of you.


  Passport and Customs


  You will need a passport to enter Spain, but no visa. You will have to register with the police within forty-eight hours of your arrival, but that formality will be attended to by the staff of the hotel where you happen to be staying.


  With the customs you will have no difficulty, unless you are a drug smuggler, which of course you are not. At whatever point you enter Spain the customs official who examines your luggage will probably apologise to you in English for putting you to this necessary inconvenience. If a customs official should take a fancy to you and desire to detain you for a brief chat, he—or you—may enlist the aid of the uniformed interpreter who is available at most frontier stations, as well as at some other places. There is no charge for this service, though it will not be difficult to persuade the interpreter to accept a gratuity.


  Spanish Courtesy


  You will meet with similar courtesy and helpfulness everywhere in Spain, unless you come up against one of the fat beggars in Madrid and ignore his request for alms. Otherwise the Spanish are charming hosts. But do not think that this is because you are bringing good English currency into the country. The Spanish are not a greedy race, and they do not care a tinker’s cuss whether you visit their country or not, but once you are there they treat you as men and brothers. When travelling on the Spanish railways do not be surprised if a native fellow traveller offers you a cigarette or part of his lunch, and be assured that this is not an empty gesture. They treat each other in the same way, though, for the Spaniard does not consider it “nice” to smoke or eat alone in the presence of others.


  The Best Drinks


  Talking of food reminds me of drink, and here is a tip that holds good throughout Spain. If you want the best red wine ask for Marchese de Murieta; the best white wine can be obtained at the Bodegas Bilbainas; while excellent beer is available everywhere.


  From wine we ought to go on to women, but my remarks on Spanish señoras and señoritas are intended to run like a golden thread through the whole of this essay and cannot be condensed into a single passage. Here, where I am merely endeavouring to educate you to the right frame of mind in which to enter Spain, I will only say that it is best not to be too enterprising with the exquisitely graceful and alluring daughters of Spain. There may be a stiletto lurking in the background and there is certainly no mañana, mañana about the way stilettos are handled. If a mantilla and a tall comb happens to take a fancy to you—well, then it is entirely up to you whether you take to your heels or whether you take the risk of responding.


  In Spain at Last


  I will assume that you enter Spain at the Franco-Spanish frontier station of Irun (fares from London, by the way, are £10 6s. first class, £6 13s. second class, £4 10s. third class, and the time of the journey 16 hours). Being an early bird, you arrive early in the morning, and if you are also a hustler you will take the 8.10 train for San Sebastian.


  On the other hand, you may choose to stop at Irun for a few hours, for a purpose that will be revealed to you below. Irun is in Spanish territory, but it is not Spanish. You are now in the Basque country, among a people whose language is as unlike Spanish as it is unlike any other language. The first thing that will strike you about Irun is the number of berets worn by the people. Here, as well as everywhere else in the Basque country, practically everyone wears a beret, and viewed from a certain height, as for instance from a hotel window, a street crowd looks remarkably like a narrow field of black mushrooms.


  The second thing that will strike you is that the Spanish are “not so black as they are painted.” Black hair and a dusky complexion are not so general here as you might, have been led to believe, for there are many genuine redheads with blue eyes and fair complexions.


  However, it is now time for breakfast. You can have excellent coffee, rolls and butter and pastries at the Hotel Terminus close to the station, or at the Palace Hotel. At the latter the maximum charge is 2.00 pesetas, at the former 1.25 pesetas. You had better learn here and now that all Spanish hotels catering for the tourist are officially graded, and all prices are fixed according to the magnificence or otherwise of the establishment. Thus you need not worry about being fleeced. The fixed charges, as well as the standard of service, are rigidly enforced by the competent authorities, and a hotel-keeper fears nothing so much as an entry in the Complaints Book, which he is obliged to keep and make easily accessible to visitors. Tips are also fixed at from 10 to 20 per cent. of your bill.


  But why stop at Irun at all? Because you simply must visit Fuenterrabia, which is within walking distance of Irun.


  Fuenterrabia is a small city set on a hill above the river Bidassoa on the coast. The streets of this ancient place are too steep and stony for wheeled traffic and the sun is almost shut out by the roofs and balconies of the picturesque old houses. It is here, in the hushed silence of Fuenterrabia, under the bluest of blue skies, with the heat of the day cooled by the breeze from a mother-of-pearl sea, that you first realise what it is to be in Spain.


  The Love Habit


  Fuenterrabia has a beach and a casino, as well as a cathedral and a castle with many historical associations that may or may not interest you. But if you are lucky you will visit this romantic little place one day in July when the people elect the Alcalde del Mar (Mayor of the Sea). Then there is a picturesque procession of Basque fishermen headed by musicians and a lovely señorita dressed all in white. And later there is a banquet at the new Mayor’s house where they dance the Fandango, the Bolero and the Danza Prima, imitations of which you may have seen on the screen, with true grace and abandon.


  I have warned you against being too enterprising with the daughters of Spain; by now you will have realised why. For I am certain sure that within half an hour of your arrival in Fuenterrabia you have fallen “madly” in love at least a score of times.


  But that need not prevent you from enjoying your lunch at the Hotel Concha or the Hotel Penon. You will be served a gargantuan meal for the modest sum of 7 pesetas. As to the cuisine—which we will sample as we go along—it is mainly French at the hotels, though Spanish national dishes are available everywhere, and some of them are bound to tickle your palate, provided you can acquire a taste for oil.


  San Sebastian


  San Sebastian is only 16 minutes by train from Irun. In spite of the fact that the town has been used by international politicians for their meetings you can still enjoy yourself at San Sebastian, which is by situation and architecture one of the loveliest places in Europe.


  The horseshoe bay of La Concha, the fine beach, Monte Igualda and Monte Urgell at either end of it, and the pine-clad island of Santa Clara in the middle of the bay, cannot fail to enchant you.


  San Sebastian, too, is full of bérets. The young men wear trousers that sweep the ground, while most of the señoritas are bare-legged, but otherwise the “local colour” is tucked away in the old part of the town on Monte Urgell.


  San Sebastian has a casino, but nowadays it is only used for tame functions—perhaps mothers’ meetings or the like—roulette being prohibited by law. But to console you for being deprived of this chance of losing your money, I will take you to the top of Monte Iguelda by the funicular railway. However, we are not here for the sake of the undoubtedly magnificent view but in order to enjoy ourselves on San Sebastian’s “Coney Island.” There are all sorts of bars, gambling devices and shooting ranges on Monte Iguelda. You can also dance in a long yellow room with green pillars, have a toboggan ride, win a live duck or chicken and, of course, have one over the eight. Even then, however, the waiter will neither overcharge you nor accept a tip, for—you had better remember this—the Spaniard is a caballero, a gentleman, and he will never try to “do” you.


  As Monte Iguelda is a place where you will probably need a great deal of change, I might mention here one difficulty that you cannot escape in Spain. It is due to the fact that Spanish silver and copper coins are large and heavy, and as the smallest paper money is 25 pesetas, you must always carry a load of metal in your pockets. You will know what you are in for when I tell you that the most popular coin, the 10 centimo piece, is as large as a penny, while the douro, worth 5 pesetas, is a veritable cart-wheel.


  On our return from Monte Iguelda we may visit an open-air café, of which there are many in every Spanish town. San Sebastian’s cafés range from luxury to “so-so” establishments. The most popular drink at the cafés appears to be thick chocolate, which is really delicious, unless you order it at a café belonging to the “so-so” category, when you will get chocolate thickened with flour. The chocolate is served with a roll of sugar which you are supposed to suck. You will also get a hot confection, yellow in colour and twisted in shape, which is quite good.


  Lunch time, by the way, is at about 2 o’clock—and never before 1—all over Spain. You can lunch in San Sebastian at any of the scores of good hotels and restaurants, but for your guidance I will take it upon myself to recommend the Hotel Maria Cristina (maximum charge 14 pesetas), Hotel de Londres (maximum 10 pesetas), and the Hotel de la Paz (7 pesetas).


  Spanish “Eats”


  Dinner time starts between 9.30 and 10.30 p.m. If you wish to taste the best of Spanish cooking dine at Rodil’s in the old town on Monte Urgell. Rodil’s is a picturesque place, with check tablecloths and typically Spanish appointments. Their grilled sardines, caught the same day, are delicious. The locally smoked ham, the sliced sausages and the eggs fried in oil and perched on a mountain of rice, are some of the other specialities you will get here. The portions are colossal and you must have the appetite of a navvy to do justice to them.


  From the fact that dinner is so late you will have concluded that the Spanish do not believe in the “early to bed early to rise” principle. Thus, after dinner you may repair to La Perla del Oceano, which is a dance-hall cabaret overlooking the plage. Unless you arrive somewhere round midnight you may find the place almost empty. At La Perla you may watch cabaret turns, dance and, of course, drink till morning. And if you are determined to disregard my warning, you may also chum up with one of the ladies.


  But you may consider La Perla too tame. In that case go to a music-hall, where you may see some really dazzling turns. Your wife cannot possibly be sufficiently broadminded to accompany you, otherwise her mind would be too broad to be contained in its usual habitat, for the aforesaid dazzling turns are performed by pretty señoritas who either undress on the stage or appear in the altogether. You sit in the auditorium at a small table—as at a café—sipping a more or less expensive drink and watching the performance, possibly through smoked glasses. If you take a fancy to one of the nude señoritas you may “engage” her for as long as you choose.


  The place is thoroughly Spanish, with shawls and all the other etceteras, except that the performing señoritas are generally artificial platinum blondes. There are two or three policemen in the auditorium to see that everybody behaves with due decorum.


  In parenthesis, the guardia civil is also in evidence on the beach to see that your bathing dress is not too scanty.


  After the music-hall you may go to a café. They are open all night, and after a certain hour they are invaded—in a most ladylike manner—by professional ladies who, under the eyes of the police, offer their company to the male patrons. It is part of the etiquette of such encounters to offer the lady a cigarette.


  On Smokes


  Talking about cigarettes reminds me that tobacco is very cheap in Spain, but ready-made cigarettes are not commonly sold at the tobacconists’ shops. Unless you wish to pay fancy prices for imported English brands you must roll your own cigarettes or ask expressly for cigarillos ya hechos. (If you pronounce this thigariyyos yah hechos you cannot go far wrong.) Canarias are not a bad example of the few Spanish brands of ready-made cigarettes.


  To return to San Sebastian, you can indulge in every sort of sport in this lovely place in addition to “star gazing.” There are horse-races, motor races, yacht regattas, tennis tournaments, golf matches, pelota games (about which more anon) and bull fights. But we will not attend a bull fight until we reach a more typically Spanish town.


  Of course, San Sebastian also has some famous buildings, etc., but you will see those in any case, so there is no need to call attention to them. On the other hand, there are countless excursions that can be made from San Sebastian, to some of which I must refer. You can take a beautiful half-day trip to Zumaya, returning to San Sebastian via Tolosa. Loyola, the birthplace of Saint Ignatius de Loyola, is also within easy distance of San Sebastian, and so is the Pass of Azarete, from which you get a breath-takingly lovely view. Details of such trips can be easily obtained at the office of the Patronato Nacional del Turismo, where at least one clerk will be able to converse with you in English. But if you wish to see picturesque and amusing things, try to see the environs of San Sebastian on a Sunday, when the people go to church in their colourful Sunday best, and thereafter enjoy their leisure in various interesting ways. Above all, you will be able to convince yourself that the institution of chaperons still exists in Spain. The chaperons are invariably heavyweights, and they invariably carry a dainty fan which they handle with the skill of a conjurer. But pray do not shed tears over the sad fate of the Madonna-faced señoritas who are thus guarded by their elderly female relations, for the said female relations are more amenable to reason than they used to be, as you will see further on.


  Bilbao


  I assume that your visit to Spain falls in the summer, when it is uncomfortably hot in the interior, so I will keep you within range of the sea breezes from the Bay of Biscay. But before we go on to Bilbao I must tell you a few things about the Spanish railways. Firstly, the stations all over Spain leave much to be desired in the matter of cleanliness. Irun and San Sebastian are no criterion, the former being a frontier station, and the latter the most “Europeanised” city in the country. Otherwise—well, it has got to be said—the railway stations are so dirty that you could not be blamed for assuming that they have been deliberately made so for some obscure and mysterious reason. Secondly, the railways are run by various companies, and you never know what trains have first- and second-class accommodation only, or first- and third-class only. Thirdly, the trains do not run punctually, though that is not a serious matter, since, being on holiday, you are not in a hurry. And fourthly and lastly, you have to wait in a queue for a long time before you can book your ticket, while the booking clerk, presumably, is quarrelling with or making love to his sweetheart. However, it may tickle your sense of humour to know that you are not allowed to use the waiting-room until you have booked your ticket, and you cannot book your ticket until a few minutes before your train is due to depart.


  But apart from the above defects the Spanish railways are perfect.… At all events, they are cheap, probably far cheaper than any other railways in Europe.


  Bilbao is not one of the show places of the country, but it is worth a brief visit. In fact, it is the Manchester of Spain, with a busy port and important industries, excellent hotels and quite a number of beggars, including children. But comparison with Manchester need not deter you from having a peep at Bilbao, which is magnificently situated and has never been mentioned in the same breath with the nether regions. Bilbao has an English colony and an English church—two facts which I mention without comment.


  By the way, if you decide to spend a night in Bilbao and are lucky enough to be staying at one of a chain of hotels, the manager may give you a recommendation to the rest of the chain in other places, where you will then receive a worth-while rebate.


  Before we leave Bilbao—if you decide to go there at all—I must not forget to mention that this city contains the most notable sight in all Spain, to wit, a large number of Spaniards who actually work!


  The train journey from Bilbao to Santander takes some three and a half hours, and as the Spanish railway companies are anxious to enable their passengers to see the scenery, your train will travel slowly enough to allow you to enjoy some truly magnificent mountain scenery on this route. In addition, you will see grapes, grapes and grapes everywhere.


  Santander


  Santander is another of those places that you wish to omit from your itinerary, in this instance because it is the second most fashionable seaside resort in Spain after San Sebastian, and therefore in many respects like the latter. However, to my mind Santander is the more romantic of the two. It really consists of two towns, Santander proper, which is the old part, and the suburb of Sardinero, which is modern and has one of the loveliest beaches in Spain. Santander, apart from glorious weather, and romantic moonlit or starry nights, possesses all the usual amenities of the seaside resorts of its class, including a tennis club which is also a dance club and which the foreign visitor is allowed to join. Another thing that might interest you about Santander, particularly if you come from “ayont the Tweed,” is the fact that although hotels all over Spain are allowed to charge up to 50 per cent. over and above the listed prices during the principal season and on special occasions, Santander hoteliers hardly ever take advantage of this privilege.


  Santillana del Mar


  Among Santander hotels I can recommend the Hotel Real (luxury), the Royalty (medium) and the Continental (inexpensive), but I only mention these by way of example, for all Spanish hotels under the Patronato Nacional del Turismo are really excellent in their respective classes. By the way, there is one thing about Spanish hotels that you ought to know. If on going to bed you put your shoes outside your door, you can be quite certain that they will not be mixed up with other people’s shoes, no matter how small or large the hotel happens to be. Such accidents cannot possibly happen in any Spanish hotel, for the very good reason that there is no one to clean the visitors’ shoes. On the other hand, there are shoeblacks at every corner in every town of any size, and you can have your shoes cleaned for a few coppers.


  But to return to our muttons, you can make some memorable excursions from Santander. The local office of the ubiquitous Patronato Nacional del Turismo will tell you all about the routine side of them, and I need only call attention to the most interesting trips.


  One is to Santillana del Mar and the Caverns of Altamira. Santillana is an archaic little town, and the Caverns, about 2 miles from the former, contain the most remarkable prehistoric paintings.


  If you are interested in mountains and mountaineering, you might also care to visit the Picos de Europa, the highest mountains in Northern Spain, but practically unknown to the traditional tourist. You can reach the Picos de Europa by train and bus combined, as the Patronato Nacional del Turismo office will tell you.


  And by the way Santillana is not just another show place. Firstly, your bus passes under arcades of eucalyptus trees—which is sufficient to indicate that this is a lovely journey. Then, when you reach Santillana, you will see the first lemon trees in your experience and a quaint, small world that is run almost entirely by donkey power. In fact, if you have never seen “the lion lying down with the lamb,” here in Santillana you will see the donkey lying down with his master, for the people live under the same roof with their domestic animals.


  And here is a useful tip. If you know how to handle a camera you can pay for your holiday and make a bit towards the next, by taking photographs at places like Santillana.


  The Marriage Market


  Oviedo and Gijon are the last places you will touch—if you like—along the northern coast of Spain. Oviedo used to be known as a “holy” city, but that need not frighten you away. At the moment it is—or was just after the last revolution which started there—in an unholy mess, and all the sights, except the cathedral, have been smashed up. Gijon is about half the size of Oviedo and is really a lovely place, whose inhabitants are too busy lounging and talking football to start revolutions. Gijon, after all, deserves a visit if you want to know not only Spain but also the Spanish. It is the general belief in England that Southerners are very strict in the matter of morals, that is to say, feminine morals. Well, the following scene, which you may sometimes witness at Gijon as well as at other Spanish towns, may be interpreted either as a contradiction to or as a confirmation of that view. Of a summer evening part of the main street is closed to traffic, a policeman driving a painted stake into the ground at each end of the space to be cleared. All the eligible girls of the town, wearing their best shawls and etceteras, walk up and down the clear stretch, accompanied by their mothers or sisters. On each side there is a cordon of young men, for whose benefit the young señoritas exhibit themselves. The show lasts for about an hour, during which one young man after another detaches himself from the cordon, and walking up to a chosen damsel invites her for er … for a walk. Thereupon the chaperon—didn’t I say that they were amenable to reason?—vamooses. And when the majority of the young caballeros—and señoritas—have been “suited,” the policeman collects his pretty stakes and the traffic restarts. Of course, it sometimes happens that two caballeros take a fancy to the same damsel and walk up to her simultaneously. In such cases one of the young men may gracefully retire, but he may also choose to provide an interesting spectacle for the crowds who, with their hands perpetually in their pockets, spend their time loitering in the streets.


  Spanish Football


  Thus authority in Spain appears to be deeply concerned about the future of the race, and in this connection I am reminded of an interesting story I heard from a Spanish friend. As you will see for yourself in the part of Spain where we now are, there are remarkably large numbers of children of the baby class everywhere, but particularly in the villages. My friend explained that this was due to a rumour that was current among the people a few years ago to the effect that all fathers were going to receive so many pesetas per week for each child. The people were eager to obtain “something for nothing”—and there you were. Then, when it was found that the rumour was only a rumour, the people ceased to take an interest in the increase of their country’s population.


  I do not know whether this is true or not, but it deserves to be true.


  Gijon, by the way, is the home of Spanish football. You will find that football is becoming increasingly popular all over the country, to the detriment of bull-fighting. You can see good football matches each week in most Spanish cities, and the best Spanish footballers are quite good even according to English standards.


  Burgos, in Old Castile, can be reached from San Sebastian in a few hours. If you are interested in art treasures of all kinds—churches, archeological museums and the like—you can spend an enjoyable day, or year, at Burgos.


  But this is by the way, since you will find all the information you require about Burgos in the ordinary guidebooks.


  The Spanish Blackpool


  On the other hand Corunna, which is within easy distance of Gijon, is interesting, in that it is the Spanish Blackpool. It is here that you land if you travel to Spain by steamer from Southampton. Corunna is crowded in the summer by foreign, as well as Spanish, visitors who, naturally, also bring their children. Corunna (or Coruña) is accordingly an inexpensive holiday resort, and the majority of the thirty or so hotels listed by our old friend the Patronato Nacional del Turismo have very low maximum charges. The interesting thing about this place, from your point of view, is the fact that it brings you into close contact with the Spanish people, particularly the middle classes and the lower middle classes. I am sure you will find them charming. If you make friends with a Spanish family and happen to admire one or other of their possessions, they may promptly offer it to you as a gift. It goes without saying that you must refuse. Whatever the subject of your conversation with a Spaniard may be, it will inevitably veer round to lotteries, which you will be offered by vendors wherever you go. The Spanish are great gamblers, though only in a small way, and you are sure to be dragged along to a pelota match (something like tennis), which no one attends for any other reason than to bet on the result.


  If you sneeze in the presence of a Spaniard, particularly a woman, do not be alarmed if you hear the exclamation “Jesús” or “Jesús, Maria y José”; they are not swearing at you, merely wishing you well.


  A more important thing that you must know is that the Spaniard is passionate in his political beliefs, and you had better not discuss politics with your native friends. True, there may be an advertisement of some kind in your hotel room to the effect that this or that political party are traitors but that is not really intended for you but for the native visitor.


  To say that Corunna is a lovely place, particularly in summer, is superfluous; to detail its charms would be more superfluous still. But you may be interested to learn that the women of Corunna are reputed to be the smartest in all Spain.


  When in Corunna you are bound to hear about Santiago, the “Rome of the West” and probably meet pilgrims—probably Irish—going there.


  Santiago


  Now, although Santiago has little more to offer than beautiful architecture and art treasures, you ought to visit this ancient city. It is different from the usual “museum” cities, though it is difficult to say why. It has an atmosphere of its own, and it shows you a different aspect of Spain from anything you have seen so far. It is a city of eloquent silence. The streets are too narrow to allow of vehicular traffic and there is a reverent note even in the echo of your footsteps.


  Santiago is surrounded by mountains, with Monte Pedros on one side and Pico Sacro on the other. The streets are paved with huge, uneven blocks of the same grey granite of which the great cathedral and ancient houses are built. The cathedral is the finest Romanesque church in Spain. In addition, there are forty-six other churches, scores of chapels and many convents. According to tradition Santiago owes its foundation to a miracle. During the reign of Alfonso II a star appeared one night over an oak tree near Padron (a few miles from Santiago) and, followed by devout watchers, revealed the burial-place of St. James, martyred eight centuries before in the Holy Land. The bones of the saint were transferred to what is now Santiago de Compostela (“Field of the Star”) and during five or six centuries attracted pilgrims from all over Europe. Santiago to-day is a characteristic city of Galicia. It has the rainiest climate in all Spain, and its arcaded streets are overgrown with grass and flowers and even cabbage plants. Santiago is also the centre of an excellent trout-fishing country.


  The inhabitants of Santiago—and Galicia as a whole—are of the same race as the Portuguese, but you will see no difference between them and the Spanish. The uniformed guide-interpreter who takes you round the sights is just as voluble, the beggars just as insistent as elsewhere in Spain, and the policeman on the Plaza del Hospital, the finest square in all Spain, smokes cigarettes while on duty just as nonchalantly as in Gijon or Oviedo.


  The new quarter of Santiago is abominable, and you will lose nothing by giving it a wide berth.


  The hotels, as everywhere else in Spain, are good. If you are lucky enough to be at Santiago on July 25th, when the principal pilgrimage of the year takes place and there are colourful ceremonies at the cathedral, you can stay at the Compuesta or at the Suizo.


  As you perhaps know, King Edward VIII, as Prince of Wales, visited Santiago; and the giant censer, which is otherwise only used on July 25th, was swung for his especial benefit.


  Vigo


  Vigo, Spain’s most important Atlantic port, is some three hours by train from Santiago. Vigo is a place of romantic and enchanting beauty, and if breath-taking scenic loveliness means anything to you, you can have your fill of it here. That is all there is to Vigo, and it is not really different from other southern ports. But it has a fish market that is even more picturesque than Billingsgate, and that is saying a great deal. That it is far, far dirtier than London’s famous fish mart is a fact that only adds to its colourfulness.


  But you can make many lovely trips from Vigo, by train, bus or boat. By the way, boating on the rias (small bays) and allowing the Spanish sun and the Atlantic breeze to give you a healthy tan, can be very pleasurable, and costs next to nothing. The Patronato Nacional del Turismo office on the quay will give you all the information you require in connection with boating trips.


  The best excursions include a one-day trip by private car (about £4 for four persons) along the south shore of the Bay of Vigo to Redondela and along the north shore to Cangas, then to Pontevedra, the Isla de la Toya and the small port and fishing village of Villagarcia.


  If you want to stay at Vigo the Hotel Universal will accommodate you as well as any other, and it possesses the advantage that it overlooks the Ria. In addition, it is inexpensive.


  Leon


  I advise you to go from Vigo to Leon by road, no matter how you contrive it. If you can hire a car, so much the better, if not, then walk. The roads are not merely good or excellent, but magnificent.


  By now Spain will have “grown on you,” but if you walk from Vigo to Leon it will get into your blood. You will establish contact with the common people and understand them with the understanding of affection. You will pass through lovely villages and through constantly changing scenery. You will walk for miles and miles through vineyards laden with bunches of grapes such as you have never dreamt of. You will meet peasants driving primitive ox carts, sturdy yet graceful peasant women carrying enormous weights on their heads and stepping along lightly, without a trace of effort or strain.


  And you will realise that ceremonial is not confined to classes but is general throughout Spain. There is a ceremonial in everything, in the way you are greeted as well as in the manner you are received at a humble home.


  The journey from Vigo to Leon will be all the more enjoyable the less you know about it beforehand. It will give you a pleasant surprise at every turn. There is only one surprise you will be spared, and that is bad weather. The road leads up hill and down vale and sometimes you will be walking—or driving—thousands of feet above sea level, where the weather may be rather cool, but most of the time you will have bright blue skies and the sort of heat that is never oppressive.


  And everywhere you will meet with exquisite courtesy and a wholehearted helpfulness that you will be bound to recognise as the genuine thing, for the simple reason that it is genuine, and it often happens that a gratuity is definitely refused even by poor peasants.


  Leon has a cathedral that you must see even if you are otherwise not interested in churches and their architecture. It is the most remarkable cathedral in all Spain and its 13,000 square feet of stained glass is a truly magnificent sight, and when the sun shines through it the whole cathedral is bathed in wonderful colours. All sorts of biblical and other subjects are depicted on the stained glass, and ho matter what your tastes are you can spend many enjoyable hours admiring this fairy tale magnificence.


  The rest of the sights you will find described in the ordinary guide-books, and I will only add here that the Hotel Oliden is an excellent place for meals.


  A few miles out of Leon there is Manzilla, which you must visit if you wish to see a real Moorish village. It looks like a piece of Africa with its baked mud-houses and the open market-place crowded with black-clad women. Manzilla is full of mules and its agricultural community provides endless subjects for the camera.


  Valladolid


  Valladolid is a few miles from Leon. Here, if you are interested in such things, you can visit the house of Cervantes, who wrote Don Quixote, in the Calle de Miguel Iscar.


  Do not be surprised if you meet in the street a group of young Englishmen, or elderly Englishmen for that matter. For Valladolid has an English Theological College! How it came to be there I do not know, but it is there, professors and all.


  You know, of course, that it was at Valladolid that Christopher Columbus died in poverty and squalor.


  Salamanca


  The English students at Valladolid will probably tell you where you can see a portrait of God. There is a library in the city which contains one of the oldest published histories of the world, and it is in that volume that the portrait is contained, together with other interesting pictures of the creation of the world, etc.


  Then on to Salamanca, of which you must have heard in connection with a famous battle fought around there by the Duke of Wellington. Here again the ordinary guide-books will tell you all about the “sights,” and I will only mention one interesting thing about Salamanca—there is an advertisement in its tall cathedral informing the world that you can be confessed within in sixteen different languages.


  Salamanca has a university that you may be interested to see, the more so as it is very easy to get one of the young caballeros who study there to show you round, which is far more interesting than engaging a guide.


  The fact that Salamanca possesses a private wireless broadcast station reminds me that radio is so widespread in Spain as to become a nuisance. You seem to be hearing radio loudspeakers all day and all night everywhere, except in the smallest villages.


  Another much more pleasant characteristic of Spanish cities is the fact that they are beautifully illuminated at night. You have noticed this at San Sebastian and Santander, but these places would be no criterion, since they are fashionable resorts and would be expected to have such displays. But it is the same almost everywhere in Spain, and apart from being attractive it makes it easier for the foreign visitor to get used to the late hours the Spanish keep.


  Salamanca, of course, has many hotels and they are incredibly cheap. For instance, the Hosteria Vasca, where there is running hot and cold water and a telephone in each room—the latter is a rarity in Spanish hotels—will give you full board residence at a maximum price of 15 pesetas per day, or less than 10s.


  “Have a Banana!”


  If you are interested in cheerful “sights” you may visit the Death House, where the Inquisition used to store the dead bodies of their victims pending disposal. The Shell House, which has nothing to do with petrol, is a large building whose walls are covered with large shells or scollops. There is supposed to be an ingot of gold behind each shell, but the inhabitants of Salamanca dare not test the truth of this rumour in case it turns out to be false.


  Salamanca, by the way, is in Banana Land. There are bananas everywhere, and at every turn you are invited by a banana seller to have one.


  Salamanca’s bull farms may be visited by the foreign tourist who has a good guide. They are smallish but vicious beasts that they breed there, and if a record were kept of all the matadors gored by them.…!


  Avila


  Avila is a small city within 40 miles or so of Madrid. It is really too hot in summer to go there, but we are on our way to Madrid—which we simply must see, however hot it is—and it will do no harm to stop here for a few hours.


  Avila shows many signs of the Moorish occupation, which, however, you must see for yourself. The most interesting thing about it is the battlements, and if the weather is only tolerably hot you can walk round them, though you can always do so in the evening. If you are lucky enough to be at Avila on market day you will see picturesque crowds of villagers who bring their goods to market in panniers carried by donkeys. Broad-brimmed hats, long capes, short breeches is the wear of the men; the costume of the women is uninteresting. If your eardrums are quite sound you may walk round the marketplace and listen to the shrill cries of the sellers, which from a distance sound like the screams of a hundred thousand people who are being murdered.


  Before you leave Avila you must visit the tomb of Tomas de Torquemada, the first Chief Inquisitor of Spain, a kind gentleman who was so anxious for the salvation of the souls of the Jews that he burned their bodies.


  And now to Madrid!


  MADRID


  Before you enter Madrid you must know a few things that will save you a great deal of annoyance during your stay in the city.


  First, there are the crowds of beggars, whom even the recent strenuous efforts of the Spanish authorities have failed to suppress. On no account must you give alms to any of these gentry, young or old. If a beggar approaches you you must completely ignore him, as if he did not exist. To speak to him is fatal, even to turn your head and look at him is a mistake. Madrid beggars are very persistent and a special technique is necessary to shake them off. But you can easily acquire this technique if you start early enough.


  You need not be sorry for any Madrid beggar. Begging is regarded as a profession like any other, and you will see that these pests thrive at it from the fact that there are so many fat beggars in Spain.


  Second, beware of Madrid’s shoeblacks. For some unfathomable reason the Spaniard takes pride in brightly polished footwear, and if you sit or stand anywhere where you can easily be approached a shoeblack—or half a dozen of them—will appear from nowhere and start polishing your shoes without a by-your-leave. Of course, the shoeblacks are caballeros as compared with the beggars, and may sometimes even amuse you with their antics, but they are nevertheless a nuisance. See to it that when you go to one of the many open-air cafés you sit somewhere in the interior and not on the edge of the terrace, otherwise you will not have a moment’s rest from the shoeblacks.


  Thirdly, and lastly, there are the cinemas. Although you are not likely to want to visit a cinema in Madrid, particularly in hot weather, it will do no harm to warn you that there are few picture houses in the Spanish capital that you can visit without the risk of carrying away fleas—and worse—in your clothes.


  Madrid is almost in the exact centre of Spain, but although at times it can be grillingly hot, that is not always the case. Madrid lies 2,000 feet above sea-level, and the heat is therefore always bearable.


  Hygiene First


  The Spanish capital is one of those cities about which, when you have been there once or twice, you find it difficult to start your story, but once you have started you do not know how to stop. Perhaps the first thing I ought to tell you about Madrid is that it has good W.C.’s. Up till now you may have cursed the Spanish a great deal for the defective sanitary arrangements almost everywhere, except at the best hotels. Here in Madrid you will have no cause thus to imperil your immortal soul. There are satisfactory W.C.’s not only in every hotel, but also in every private house. It is said that this was enforced in Madrid by a. previous government.


  Let us hope that there will be no revolution when you arrive in Madrid. But even if there is you need not worry. You see, the universally held idea that the Spanish are an excitable race is wholly erroneous. They are calm enough even according to the standards of the traditionally phlegmatic Englishman, and that is precisely why they indulge in a revolution every now and then. It is fun. It wakes them up a bit, even if only for a little while. You, a foreign tourist, may watch a revolution from a café or from a hotel window, without interference from anyone, though the Madrileños do not—as yet—go so far as to organise revolutions for the especial benefit of foreign tourists. At all events, you will find that a little shooting in the streets and a few bomb explosions does not upset anyone, and the idlers at the cafés do not even pause in the act of stirring their drinks at the sound of a nearby explosion.


  So that is one side of the Spanish character you did not know.


  Madrid, next to Berlin, is the youngest of European capitals, and some say that it is the ambition of the Spanish to make it into a replica of Paris. That is not true. Madrid is a far gayer city than Paris, and it is after all the mood of the inhabitants that lends individual character to a city.


  The general street scene suggests that no one is really working, except the beggars and the gentry who peddle shoe-laces, braces, walking-sticks, postcards, and so on and so forth. The rest of the population, with few exceptions, appear to be idling away their time in the open-air cafés, talking politics or “romancing.” In no other city in the world can you hear so many tall stories as in Madrid. Also, you sometimes come up against tall facts, so to speak. For instance, some of the restaurants are closed in summer, just when they could reap a golden harvest.


  Restaurants


  Talking about restaurants reminds me to recommend you a few: Lhardy, on Carrera de San Jeronimo, Tournié on Calle Mayor (French cooking), Molinero on Avenida del Conde de Penalver, and the Buffet Italiano (Italian cooking) on Carrera de San Jeronimo, are all good, while at the Casa Botin, which is a typically Madrileño eating-place, you can either indulge in a memorable gastronomic experiment or lay the foundations of chronic dyspepsia. However, you may find several of the above places, with the exception of the last-named, closed, in which case you will have to feed at the Savoy on the Prado or at any other of the hundred or so hotels and restaurants listed by the Patronato Nacional del Turismo. In fact, if you believe in the safety-first principle you can do no better than ask for a list of hotels at one of the P. N. T. offices. The list will probably include, among others, the Hotels Londres, Florida, and Regina.


  In Madrid, in particular, you will hear that the duros, or 5-peseta pieces, are mostly counterfeit, and you will be advised to ring every one of them when you change a note. There may be something in this, but I have never met any foreign visitor to Madrid who could confirm this from personal experience.


  [image: ]


  The “Sights”


  Madrid being a comparatively modern city, it has few notable sights, that is to say, sights that would be included in a conservative guide-book. But if you wish to do a round of the city you can start from the Puerta del Sol, an irregularly shaped central square from which ten streets radiate, including the Calle Alcalá and the Carrera de San Jeronimo, both of which run into the Paseos, and the Calle del Arenal and the Calle Mayor which will take you to the Royal Palace. The Calle Alcalá and the Gran Via (a general name for three boulevards) are the most modern thoroughfares in Madrid. Of course, you will have to visit the Royal Palace, the Prado and the Armeria Real. At the Prado you will see pictures by Velazquez, Goya, El Greco, Murillo, and so on, but, frankly, unless you can spend several days at the Prado, and unless you are able to appreciate and have a taste for great painting, a visit to the Prado is a waste of your time.


  The Armeria Real contains a magnificent collection of lethal weapons and armour.


  But what may interest you far more is the fact that all the shops in Madrid are open till 10 o’clock in the evening; and you need never hurry with your shopping. There are no luxury shops in Madrid, unless they are tucked away out of sight of the average wideawake tourist. You may, and should, bargain at all the shops. However, Madrid is not such a good shopping centre as, for instance, Paris. If you are taking my lady, see that the Spanish shawl she buys is really Spanish and not imported. If you are out for low-priced antiques, look the article over carefully to see whether its place of origin is not Birmingham. But you can pick up a few lovely things in Madrid at no greater cost than their true worth, such as lace shawls and mantillas of Granadine workmanship, pottery, faience and ceramics, wrought-iron articles, rugs, etc. If you like that sort of adventure go to the Sunday market in the Rastro, which is Madrid’s Petticoat Lane and quite interesting.


  Shopping


  If you propose to spend real money in shopping, it will pay you to engage a reliable guide recommended by the Patronato Nacional del Turismo. You will save a great deal more than the guide’s fee. However, some guides have an arrangement with certain shops whereby they are paid a secret commisssion which, of course, is added to the price. If you notice anything like this report at once to the P. N. T.—for the sake of other tourists.


  On the other hand, if my lady desires a shampoo, trim, wave, singe, etc., she may confidently enter any hairdressing establishment in the principal thoroughfare in the knowledge that she will be served with the greatest possible speed, efficiency and courtesy at a ridiculously low price. Madrid’s hairdressers are true artists and take pride in their craft.


  Barbers are also excellent. It may be accepted as a general rule that although the Spaniard is not exactly a glutton for work, once he undertakes a job he performs it as well as possible.


  Taxis are quite cheap in Madrid, but the foreign visitor has no need to use them. The buses, where you travel in the company of native Madrileños are much better. From their conversation you will gather what lies uppermost in their minds, and even if you know no Spanish, or only a few words, the most frequently repeated words and phrases are bound to stick in your memory. For instance, a foreigner staying in London is bound to hear the phrase “All the winners!” so often that he becomes curious and finds out. And from the interpretation of this cry of news-vendors he will easily conclude that the English are not indifferent to horse racing. The word you will hear very frequently in Spain is corrida or the name of a toreador or a toreadorette, if I may be permitted to use the word. For there are now several lady toreadors in Madrid, which represents the thin end of the wedge in the emancipation of women in Spain.


  Burying the Sardine


  We now ought to go to the bull-ring, but before we do so let us go over the more normal amusements that are available in Madrid. First of all, you must know that the Spanish year consists of so many holidays and a number of working days designed to afford a change for the people of the Peninsula. There is, of course, general merry-making on holidays, in addition to fiestas every other day in the summer. Throughout the week before Lent—carnival week—there is riotous, but always picturesque and charming, merry-making on the Paseos. On Ash Wednesday a boisterous ceremony accompanies the “Burial of the Sardine” beyond the Puente de Toledo on the southwestern edge of the city.


  On working days—or shall we say non-holidays?—you sleep half through the day, then, having eaten the regulation number of meals, you go to a café or to a cabaret. I have already described the Spanish cabarets elsewhere, but in Madrid they are naturally smarter than in the smaller cities. The locale is more gorgeous, the ladies prettier and far better dressed—or better undressed—and, of course, far, far more expensive.


  But lest you should think that women of easy virtue are common in Spain, let me inform you that what I said about the reasonableness of chaperones in connection with towns in Northern Spain does not apply to Madrid. Here respectable girls are always strictly chaperoned and a girl of the upper middle class may not go out alone even during the day.


  By the way, dowries are not part of the marriage customs in Spain. A girl is supposed to receive her share of the family fortune when her parents die, so that if a young caballero falls in love with her he must marry her without a dot and risk it whether his parents-in-law are long-lived or not. None the less, romance still flourishes in Spain, and you may be kept awake all night by the guitar of a young man serenading his sweetheart near by And you would not have the heart to protest, would you?


  The Bull-fight


  Madrid has the largest bull-ring in Spain, with seating accommodation for more than 50,000 people. The average Englishman would refuse to attend a bull-fight, and rightly so. Why should he watch cruelty of a different kind from what he is used to? But we, you and I, are in this dilemma, that unless we attend such a degrading show at least once we shall be unable to tell exactly how degrading it is, or to reflect afterwards on ways and means of converting the Spanish people to our own point of view. Therefore we must join the crowds of people who are streaming towards the bull-ring from all parts of the city.


  You will have received gratuitous advice from your waiter, the page-boy, the man who sat next to you in the café, the barber who patronises you, and from several other people whom you have never met before, what particular bull-fight to attend, what seats to book, and so do. Or, if you are able to read Spanish, you will have read the bull-fighting column of the Heraldo de Madrid or one of the special bull-fight rags. You also know that matadors are heroes, who differ from butchers in that they kill the bull in a fair fight, and are therefore rewarded with huge sums. Perhaps you have been fortunate enough to see one of these heroes with your own eyes, as they whizzed past you in their huge and luxurious Hispano-Suizas.


  Now, on a hot Sunday afternoon, you are sitting on one side, the shady side, of the vast amphitheatre, with the golden sand of the arena below you and serried rows of the poorer class of Madrileños opposite you, on the sunny side, with faces bathed in perspiration. To the right and left of you there are crowds of well-to-do Spaniards, the men in wide-brimmed sombreros, the ladies in white mantillas. Everyone is talking at the top of their voices, yet they are out-shouted by the aguadores, or water-sellers, who with great jars and jingling glasses push their way through the throng. Then there are the people who sell oranges, newspapers, fans, shellfish of all kinds, pictures of the heroes of the day. Talk, laughter, the electric atmosphere of anticipation—they are about to see blood spilt, it does not much matter whose blood. Everybody is here, and everybody shares this mood of excited anticipation. If you stop near the passage way you will see respectable daddies and mummies with their children pass through, as well as municipal or political dignitaries and perhaps some of the ladies you saw at the cabaret the previous night. One must be less than human not to be carried away by the electric atmosphere, which increases in tension as the time of the show approaches.


  Enter the Bull


  There is a long-drawn cry from the crowd, then silence. Suddenly a trumpet call rends the air, then again silence. The arena is cleared and from behind a door in the barriers comes a fantastic and splendid procession. First the three matadores in coloured satin and gold, followed by their cuadrillas, capeadores, banderilleros, with the picadores on horseback, and last of all the chulos, whose task it is to carry off the dead bull. The procession stops before the president and salute him.


  By the way, the president is the person who gives various signals, acting as a sort of conductor of the bull-fight. He may be a prominent politician or a municipal dignitary, and he is generally guarded by an army of policemen. I observed above that the Spanish do not man-handle the referee at bull-fights. That is because there is no referee. But they would man-handle a president who gave the signals wrongly but for the presence of the aforesaid arms of the law.


  The president flings a key into the arena, which the alguacil catches and delivers to the torilero. The latter runs to a great door and flings it open, while the rest of the men in the arena rapidly doff the more gorgeous parts of their splendid raiment.


  Dead silence. Very quietly a bull enters the arena, and looks about him stupidly. He is obviously bewildered by the brilliant light and the medley of colours. A thunderous roar goes up from the vast multitude. They are applauding the bull, but the bull does not understand their applause.


  After this the fight may proceed in various different ways. Usually, however, the bull charges the picadores who, as you will remember, are on horseback. They carry spears with which to repulse the bull, but their real skill lies in swinging the horse aside. Sometimes it happens that they fail, and then the horse—always frightened to death from the first—is gored. If you have never heard a wounded horse scream, and particularly if your nerves are not made of steel, I hope you will never hear it. The wounded horse—it depends on the nature of the wound—plunges, then falls on its knees and rolls over. In that case the chulos rush up, help the picador to his feet, then proceed to beat and kick the poor horse in an effort to make it rise. If they do not succeed, they despatch the horse and later they carry it off the arena. But the picador ought to have drawn blood from the bull, and having missed he is hooted by the crowd. If the horse is not very severely wounded, even then you hear that terrible animal shriek.


  The Matador


  The object of this first round, during which one or other of the picadors is bound to register a hit with his spear, is to excite the bull.


  The second round is fought by the banderilleros, after the picadores with their mounts have left the arena. The banderilleros are armed with darts about 3 feet long, and it is their task to land three pairs of these in the bull’s neck in order to make him angrier still. The banderillero stops a few paces from the bull, stamps his foot and jeers at him; when the bull charges he steps aside and plants his darts.


  When either a picador or a banderillero is in danger the matador will try to distract the bull’s attention by waving his red cloth.


  But it is in the third round that the matador plays his star part, and there is more skill and less cruelty displayed in this round than in the preceding two.


  The matador steps in front of the president, bows and declaims a traditional formula, swearing to kill the bull even at the cost of his own life. The speech is invariably applauded by the spectators who are now in a state of wild excitement that—well, it is not good to see. The women, if anything, are worse than the men, and their sadistic screams are a torment to hear. Some women appear to hide their faces behind their fans, but it is quite obvious that they are thrilled to the marrow.


  The matador, in gold and brocade, steps forward, all alone. His muleta, the red cloth, conceals his sword. The maddened bull charges. Sometimes you think, and so does the crowd, that the matador’s last moment has arrived. At such times the spectators stand up, moan, neigh and exhibit every sign of intolerable excitement. But the matador always manages to fling the muleta over the bull’s head and to step aside. Very brave and all that sort of thing, but if you know anything about showmanship you will immediately realise that the pig-tailed gentleman—all matadores wear a pig-tail—deliberately arranges matters so that he should appear to be in danger of instant death.


  In the end the matador kills the bull with his sword.


  Of course, one bull is nothing. The usual number to be killed in one afternoon is four or five. Also, there are all sorts of trumpet calls and other ceremonial signals. Similarly, there is abuse of the president, or of the picadores or banderilleros if they make a mistake of any sort. And when the last bull has been killed the more courageous members of the audience rush into the ring and kick the dead bull.


  Needless to say, the matador is hero-worshipped by all, something like a cross between a matinee idol and a boxing champion in European countries.


  El Escorial


  When you are in Madrid you must do what is done so far as to visit El Escorial. If you do not, people will shake their heads in disapproval, though if you do some others may shake their heads in pity. El Escorial was built by or for a Spanish king and took twenty years to raise. It is really, at all events mainly, a burial-place, and it contains scores of tombs, both full and empty. It has 120 miles of corridors, eighty-six staircases, eighty-eight fountains and hundreds and hundreds of doors, also a number of tapestries which you may or may not admire. Still, one never knows, you may enjoy a visit to El Escorial.


  Toledo


  But Toledo is a very different matter. You can reach it via Aranjuez by train in less than two hours, and I am sure you will not regret whatever time you spend there. I have no hesitation in saying that Toledo is the most interesting town, not only in Spain, but also in the whole of Europe.


  Toledo’s history is the history of Spain, and you see traces of every phase wherever you look. Toledo is all the more beautiful and impressive because it is in barren country. It stands aloft on a rugged precipitous hill, with the gorge of the Tagus surrounding it on three sides.


  For some reason that no one seems to know you are more likely to meet Spanish gipsies in this region than anywhere else in Spain—at least that is the experience of many people I know.


  It is hardly necessary to tell you what to see in Toledo. On the one hand, you may prefer just to be in Toledo; and on the other, you cannot help seeing majesty, beauty and loveliness wherever you go. As you probably know, Toledo figured very importantly during the Moorish occupation of Spain, when it had 200,000 inhabitants and was the centre of the only important Hebrew civilisation of modern times. Long before that it was a Roman town, the capital of the Visigothic Empire. From the Moors it was captured by the Cid—Spain’s national hero—and was thereafter for 500 years the capital of Christian Spain. To-day, with only 23,000 inhabitants, Toledo reflects all this; and more, in every building, every stone.


  Picking out a few of the sights at random, you will be interested to see the two synagogues, S. Maria la Blanca, founded in the twelfth century, and Del Transito, built by Samuel Levi, treasurer to Pedro El Cruel, around 1366. Both are interesting examples of the Moorish style. The two synagogues were seized by S. Vicente Ferrar in 1405. This saint roused the people of Toledo to fury until they massacred all or most of the Jewish inhabitants. The small but lovely mosque is still in existence, and now an “ancient monument” in the hands of the Spanish Government.


  Toledo Steel


  Toledo has a magnificent cathedral, and if you happen to time your visit for Holy Week, you can witness religious ceremonials of great pomp and splendour.


  Most of Toledo, including some of the churches, bear traces of Moorish influence, and nearly all the houses are Moorish. There is a long entrance passage with an immense door studded with nails. Beyond this passage you come to the patio, or court, in the middle of which you will generally find a well. In the hottest months an awning is stretched over the court, and it is here that the owner and his family rest or sleep during the day. You can easily see the interior of one of these houses if you make yourself agreeable to one of the natives.


  If you wish to carry away a souvenir from Toledo you will probably buy a penknife or a similar trifle made of Toledo steel, which is reputed to be the best in the world, due, it is said, to a mysterious property in the local water.


  On the other hand, if you are interested in art, you may go to San Tome, in the Moorish quarter, and see an organ decorated with stained glass and paintings by El Greco. But, of course, the whole of Toledo is crammed with works of art of one sort or another, and you can see many El Grecos at the Casa del Greco and the Museo del Greco.


  Vehicular traffic is rather difficult in Toledo, as most of the streets are very narrow. On feast days, in particular, the town is thronged with visitors and it is hardly possible to walk in the streets.


  But side by side with all the sacred and beautiful things in Toledo there is also a bull-ring. As you will remember, the first bull-fight of the year takes place at Easter, after due spiritual preparation.


  You may also visit in Toledo the cattle market, where you may sometimes see a bigger concourse of donkeys than anywhere else outside Spain.


  You enter and leave Toledo by the Puerta del Sol (“Gate of the Sun”)—and it is. It is also a fine example of Moorish gateways of Toledo.


  Toledo has a number of good hotels, and although the city is a world-famous show-place, the Patronato Nacional del Turismo has seen to it that you are not overcharged. There are no luxury hotels, but the Hotel Granullaque, where you get food and accommodation of the usual good medium standard, charges a maximum of 25 pesetas per day, and other satisfactory hotels even less. During Holy Week, however, the hotels raise their prices.


  Before we leave Toledo I may mention that the city has a miniature Woolwich and also a miniature Sandhurst, so that the Spanish Army is fairly in evidence in Toledo.


  Back in Madrid


  But we have not yet finished with Madrid. You return to the capital from Toledo the same way as you came, or if you want an alternative method the P. N. T. on the Plaza de Zocodover will advise you.


  It is from Madrid that you will go on to Saragossa, but before you do so you must sample a few specialities. The exasperating efficiency of the P. N. T. in reorganising practically all the hotels in Spain on almost Northern European lines makes it difficult for me to suggest adventures in the matter of food and drink, but here are two things you might like to try. There are cervecerias in Madrid which are so called because of the typical Spanish beer, cerveza del aguila, sold in them. As I have already said, you can get excellent beer everywhere in Spain, but these are not really Spanish beers, as most of the breweries in the country are owned either by foreigners or by Spanish brewers who have been trained in Germany. Cerveza del aguila is quite a good drink, and the cervecerias will also serve you with snacks, including shell-fish, fried potatoes, cold meats and pâtisserie. Cerveceria Inglesa, 28, Carrera de San Jeronimo, is a good place to try the Spanish beer, but there are many other cervecerias all over Madrid.


  The horcheterias sell, among other things, horchata, a Valencian speciality made from a ground nut. But the word horcheteria has become popularised and is now applied to many cafés. At the Bar Flor in Puerta del Sol (already mentioned) the speciality in question is served by Valenciano waiters. Other horcheterias are the Café de Pompo in the Calle de Caretas and the Café de Gijon, and others in the Paseo de Recoletes.


  The Metropolitano or Underground Railway is nothing to write home about, and you will find the trams far more convenient.


  Language


  Before we go on to Saragossa, let me say a few words about the language difficulty and explain why I have omitted—and will continue to omit—to give you a few phrases in Spanish.


  As far as English travellers are concerned the language difficulty in Spain amounts to this, that whereas at the better class hotels, at the important stations and at the P. N. T. offices you always find someone who understands you in your own tongue, if you venture abroad you are reduced to pantomime. To give you a list of phrases in Spanish that would see you through would be impossible in the limited space at my disposal; that would require a whole volume. To give a short list and pretend that it includes all you will require in Spain would be to mislead you, and perhaps lead you into trouble. I have travelled in a number of countries whose language I did not know, and perhaps one experience I had in Belgrade will demonstrate that incomplete phrase books can be a snare and a delusion. I left my hotel alone and went for a stroll through the city, noting down the name of each street through which I passed, in case I lost myself. This was, in fact, what happened, but my list of streets did not help me in the least. I thereupon got out my phrase book, looked up the phrase “Will you please direct me to …” and, not trusting my Serbian pronunciation, I wrote this down, together with the names of the streets through which I had passed. The first person I showed this to gave me a fierce scowl and went away. The second assumed a threatening attitude. I then took a taxi back to the hotel—though I could ill afford such luxuries—and when I asked the omniscient head porter to interpret the meaning of what I had written down I was appalled to learn that I had addressed a most filthy curse at the two people I had accosted in the street.


  You will find elsewhere in this volume a short list of the indispensable Spanish expressions and phrases; but beyond that you must rely on what you pick up as you go along, and, above all, on pantomime and the wholehearted desire of everyone in Spain to help you.


  Saragossa


  If you look at the map you will observe that I am taking you on a circular tour in Northern Spain. In fact, this is a tour recommended by the Patronato Nacional del Turismo as suitable for the summer season, and I know from experience that it is an excellently planned itinerary. It takes account of weather conditions during the usual holiday months, and it includes a great deal of what you will enjoy seeing in Spain.


  Saragossa, or Zaragoza, is one of the most famous cities in Spain. It is the capital of the province of the same name and was the capital of the ancient kingdom of Aragon. Of course, you know about Saragossa from your history lessons at school and associate it with the name of Charlemagne, who, in 777, was invited by Sheikh Soliman, chief of the Berbers of Catalonia and Aragon, to help him against the Caliph of Córdoba. It was as a sequel to this affair that the famous battle of Roncesvalles took place and the Frankish nobles who fell in it included your old friend “Hruoland, warden of the Breton March,” whom you must often have met in the guise of a prodigy of the Middle Ages named Orlando, Roland, etc.


  But to return to Saragossa. You will be interested to visit the Aljaferia, the palace of the Berber sheikhs and of the kings of Aragon. Its Torreta del Trovador is the traditional prison of Manrico in “Il Trovatore,” while the Audencia was once the residence of the Condes de Luna, one of whom was the villain of the opera.


  Saragossa has a university, which is always interesting to the traveller of imagination, for young university students are always pleased to show you round and they know. But if you are not particularly well off see that your visit to Sargossa does not fall between June 24th and 28th or on October 12th, on which dates popular fiestas are held and the hotels, which are crowded out, accordingly charge much higher prices than usual. At the same time, the fiestas are worth the extra charge. The autumn festival is that of the Virgin of the Pillar, patroness of Saragossa.


  There are two cathedrals and a number of other churches in Saragossa, and the river Ebro, on whose banks the city lies, is picturesque.


  The Antiguo de Lac, on the Calle de los Martires, is an excellent restaurant, while the hotels Oriente (Calle del Coso) and El Sol (Calle Don Alfonso Primero) can be highly recommended if you wish to spend a day or two in Saragossa.


  Barcelona


  Barcelona is a few hours’ train journey from Saragossa on the Mediterranean coast. It is the biggest city not only in Spain—bigger than the capital—but also in the whole Mediterranean basin. One of the best things about Barcelona is the fact that its climate is pleasant all the year round. That it is beautifully situated goes without saying, and its busy port is an inexhaustible delight to any visitor from a comparatively cold country. It is one of the places where I should like to stay for six months each year.
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  I will not mention the “ancient monuments” of Barcelona, for if you are interested in them you will find them in any case, with or without the aid of a Baedeker. Instead, I want to call attention to the Ramblas, bisecting the Old Town from the Plaza de Cataluña to the port, which form one of the most magnificent promenades in the whole of Europe. On the Ramblas you can witness the characteristically Spanish life of Barcelona, which is nevertheless very progressive. The Rondas, the boulevards which encircle the Old Town, are also interesting. Tram No. 29, which travels all along the Rondas, takes you past the university, and here again I should advise you to get a young caballero to show you what’s what.


  Red-heads are Smart


  In this connection I venture to give you a piece of advice that is based on personal experience. I have met, and made friends with, hundreds of Spaniards, and although I have no criticism to make against any of them, I have found that red-headed Spaniards are the most intelligent and possess the quickest intuition when it comes to understanding the point of view of the foreigner. I do not profess to know the reason, but this is undoubtedly true, and I invite you to test my theory. It will not be difficult to find a red-head among the students of Barcelona University.


  Among the hotels, the Peninsular on Calle de San Pablo and the Ranzini on Paseo de Colon may be recommended for a longer stay, while among the restaurants Maison Doree on Plaza de Cataluña is excellent. Oro del Rhin on the Rambla de Cataluña is in the same class. However, under the guidance of a university student you may venture to visit the purely “native” restaurants.


  Amusements, including theatres, cabarets and the like, are about the same as in Madrid. But the Rose Market on Easter Monday in the court of the Audiencia is something different and well worth seeing.


  The Calle de las Cortes is the principal shopping centre in Barcelona, and also the place for the best hairdressers. For souvenir shopping, however, you have to go all over the town, the Plaza de la Catedral and Plaza Real being good for antiques; the Rambla de San José and Ronda San Pedro for shawls, mantillas, etc.; and the Rambla de la Cataluña for embroideries and laces.


  You will find a goodish number of Englishmen in Barcelona, quite a colony in fact.


  While in Barcelona you simply must make an excursion to Montserrat, of which you have no doubt heard. The best, most pleasant, and also the cheapest way to get there is by the new Funicular Aereo.


  The Monastery of Montserrat is the legendary home of the Holy Grail and is visited each year by nearly 100,000 pilgrims. The monastery itself is not particularly interesting, but the 4,000 feet high Montserrat is quite remarkable. You can hire mules and guides just outside the monastery for shorter or longer trips. There is also a funicular railway to the top of the mountain, and there are one or two hotels in case you wish to stay for a day or two.


  And by the way, at the end of this essay I will make an attempt to calculate your expenses and give you a few hints which I hope will be useful to you in cutting them down to a minimum without detracting from your enjoyment.
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  SOUTHERN SPAIN


  If you want to see Southern Spain it is best to start at Gibraltar. And if you are not afraid of the sea the most comfortable and enjoyable way to get there is to take a steamer at Tilbury. The voyage takes from four to five days, according to the line you travel by, and provided the Bay of Biscay behaves itself you will have a pleasant time on board. At all events you will save yourself one customs examination—on the French frontier—which you would have to suffer if you went by the overland route via Paris and Madrid.


  The British Lion


  Gibraltar, as you know, is a British Crown Colony of which you must have heard and read a great deal, but which must remain a hazy, vague image in your mind until you have actually seen it. Among other things, you have no doubt heard of the Barbary apes that are native to Gilbraltar, but lest you should think that they are genuine British monkeys and be unduly proud of them, let me inform you that they are only naturalised foreigners, having, been imported to Gibraltar by the Romans and Moors.


  But the rock lion that rises sheer from the sea and appears to be barring the way from the Atlantic will impress and thrill you. Indeed, no other British possession symbolises so powerfully the majesty and might of Great Britain as Gibraltar.


  You must show your passport as you land and there is a perfunctory examination of your luggage, but otherwise you will not be bothered. On the other hand you will have a great deal of bother with porters and cab and taxi drivers, with whom you must haggle for the price of their services. There is an official tariff for cabs, but it is never observed and the visitor has no remedy.


  The most interesting thing you will see at Gibraltar is the Rock itself, which rises to about 1,400 feet. Being a British subject you can visit the fortified galleries of the Rock and climb to the summit for the view.


  The town, which is quite small, is inhabited by a mixed race, mainly of Italian and Genoese descent, but there are also many Jews. Naturally, British soldiers are much in evidence and English is spoken everywhere. Also, English currency is accepted without question, though pesetas are more popular.


  The most interesting part of the town is where you are set down on arrival, to wit the Casemates Square, which is surrounded by barracks and casemates, with the Moorish castle above you. The King’s Bastion and the cathedral and the Alameda, a lovely sub-tropical garden, are other places you may choose to visit.


  Gibraltar at certain seasons of the year is crowded with visitors and efforts are now being made to turn it into a health resort. If you happen to take a fancy to the place and desire to stay for a day or two, I can recommend the Hotel Continental and the Bristol, at both of which you will receive good service at reasonable rates—about 16 pesetas for full board-residence at the former and about 30 pesetas at the latter.


  Of course, there are sports, and you can temporarily join the tennis or cricket club on the introduction of a member.


  But although Gibraltar is impressive and picturesque you will probably want to go on and you can get by steamer in half an hour to Algeciras, a small town lying picturesquely at the mouth of the river Miel beneath the Sierra de los Gazules. Algeciras is a fashionable winter resort, and if you are very well off you can stay there at any time between October and April, and pay extortionate prices at the hotels. In summer, however, you can stay at the Marina Victoria, not far from the pier, for 20 pesetas per day.


  Algeciras


  Algeciras, like practically every town in this part of Spain, has a history relating to Romans, Moors and others, but the place is so lovely that most visitors will fail to work up an interest in ancient stories. But if you are old enough to remember the international bother of 1906 over something the ex-Kaiser had done, you may visit the Ayuntamiento (town hall) where the pact signed over that little trouble is exhibited to the curious. It is the thing to give a tip to the attendant who shows you the document.


  Of more immediate concern, however, is the fact that you have by now noticed that the Spanish have one bad habit. They expectorate too freely everywhere. I could have revealed this earlier in this essay, but, frankly, I forgot all about it, just as you will when you get used to it.


  What you must not forget is that you are now in Andalusia, a province that has many strange superstitions. The most curious—and dangerous—is that they never blow out a match but throw it away while it is still burning. It is supposed to bring bad luck if you blow out a match, but the chances are that it will bring bad luck if you don’t, and thereby happen to cause a fire. It is best, on reflection, to use a petrol lighter.


  Tarifa


  On your way from Algeciras to Cadiz it will be worth your while to pause for a few hours at Tarifa—some 14 miles away—which is said to be the most Moorish town in all Spain. There is a rumour to the effect that the word “tariff,” which haunts us all our lives, is derived from the name of this little city. But that is a libel. The name commemorates a Moorish gentleman named Tarif, who commanded the advance guard of the Moorish invasion. Tarifa has Moorish walls with horseshoe gates, an Alcazar, an Alameda, and a very Moorish atmosphere.


  There is a pretty story about one Alonso Perez de Guzman who defended the city against the Moors. A traitor got hold of Guzman’s young son, whom he threatened to kill unless Guzman surrendered, whereupon the latter threw down a dagger to the traitor, saying that a “son with dishonour” was worse than honour without a son.


  But that is by the way. From parts of Tarifa you can have a good view of the Moroccan coast and the Atlas Mountains. It is near Tarifa, at the Torre de la Peña, that the Gibraltar Tunnel will be started—if it is ever built. The tunnel would be 14 miles long, and therefore 2 miles longer than the Simplon, so far the longest in the world.


  If you happen to travel from Tarifa to Cadiz by road you will discover where the stopper of your champagne bottle came from. It is here that the cork tree grows, and you will see strings of donkeys laden with cork tree bark making for the small boats that take the cork up the Guadalquivir to Seville.


  Around here you can also take a peep at Trafalgar Bay, but, of course, you know all about the great events that happened there, and I am trying to make this essay as little like a history lesson as possible.


  Along the road to Cadiz you will also see “pillars of salt”—which are just that—about which I could write a few pages, but if we stop at every place that is merely intensely interesting, we shall never finish our journey.


  Cadiz


  Something to take your breath away. The easiest to see and the hardest to forget. Take a look at it from Puerto Real or Puerto de Santa Maria across the bay, then you will understand why Cadiz has been described as a “Dish of Silver.”


  It is all white and you will probably find yourself wondering whether it is not a lovely mirage. Although Cadiz is probably the oldest important town on the Atlantic coast—it was a Phoenician settlement before Rome was heard of in the world—and although it is surrounded by a wall, it is not an antique city. It is well built and well paved, with tall white houses characterised by their miradors (belvederes) and roof terraces, and is to-day quite a modern city. But its whiteness and its situation at the end of a long neck of sand in the sea, gives it a glamorous, romantic beauty that will hold you spellbound.


  It has no sights in the ordinary sense, apart from a few churches and a few good paintings, including one by Murillo. But Cadiz is one of the principal ports of Spain and you will see a great deal of life in the city.


  As a tourist centre Cadiz is very important and you will find uniformed interpreters of the Patronato Nacional del Turismo all over the place. By the way, these interpreters now have to pass a stiff examination before they are engaged, and you need not be surprised if, during your travels in Spain, you happen to meet the waiter who served you a few months ago at a West End restaurant wearing the uniform of the P. N. T.


  Cadiz is a good place to stay at for a few weeks at practically any season of the year. Your old friend the P. N. T. will see to it that you get good hotel accommodation. There are luxury hotels that are the equal of anything you will find in London, yet their charges for board-residence per day range from 100 to 25 pesetas. But the Continental and the Gran Hotel Victoria will put you up and feed you for as little as 15 pesetas per day. There are restaurants on the quay as well as in the town. The latter include the San Francisco and the Los Cisnes, while the most interesting cafés are the Cerveceria Inglesa on the Plaza de la Constitución and the Parisien on the Plaza de Loreto.


  For you amusement there are a number of theatres, including a few where the language of the performace will not matter. I refer to the places where the nudist ladies exhibit themselves. But the most enjoyable thing to do at Cadiz is to hire a boat and float about in the sea. Many visitors sail across the bay to Puerto de Santa Maria and Puerto Real several times during their stay, and for no other purpose than to admire the view of Cadiz.


  In addition to boat trips there is glorious bathing (after May 1st). If you happen to be at Cadiz on Shrove Tuesday you may participate in one of the most amusing carnivals in the whole of Spain. During the carnival, and also at other times, you may encounter troupes of Andalusian gipsies and you may see them perform some very strange dances. But I warn you that they are mostly obscene dances.


  As to the history of Cadiz, here again you probably know it all from the history books, including about the way Drake “singed the King of Spain’s beard,” so I need not waste space on that subject.


  But if you think that Cadiz sounds too good to be true, I must regretfully inform you that while in this silver city you cannot go far wrong if you abstain from drinking water. Beer, wine and mineral waters are safer. The season is that there is not a single well in the whole of Cadiz and all the drinking water is imported from other parts.


  Ronda


  Ronda is a small place, with nothing remarkable from the traditional tourist point of view, yet it will richly repay a visit. It is only four hours by train from Cadiz and it is no less incredible, though for other reasons. Ronda is almost as white as Cadiz, but it owes its fame—and it is world famous—to its situation. It stands on a rocky shelf whose three sides have a sheer drop of nearly 500 feet, while in the middle of the town itself, separating the old Moorish Ciudad (City) from the more modern Mercadillo quarter, is the gorge of the Guadalevin, which is about 200 feet wide and 400 feet deep. It has a single span bridge, the Puente Nuevo, from which you get the finest view.


  It is easy to give facts and figures, but difficult to convey a clear impression of Ronda as a whole. But if you can imagine Hell as a picturesque and not unpleasant place in sun-drenched country, then you will have a fair idea of Ronda in the spring, when the river roars through the terrible and magnificent gorge.


  Ronda has the usual churches, hotels, restaurants, guides, beggars, etc. But on May 20th-22nd there is an interesting fiesta with bull-fights, and another on September 10th-12th.


  Malaga


  Malaga is another place where I would like to spend a few months, especially in the winter. Of course, you have heard of the muscatel grapes grown in the district and also about its sub-tropical and tropical vegetation. That means that Malaga knows no frost and, in fact, the temperature never falls below 44 degrees, so that it is the warmest winter resort in Europe.


  But Malaga represents still another aspect of the kaleidoscope that is Spain. About its situation I need only say that it lies on a beautiful bay and is surrounded by flat country. The town is split in twain by the seasonal torrent of Guadalmedina which, however, is now regulated to prevent floods.


  But what distinguishes Malaga from all the other Spanish cities we have visited so far is the fact that here the municipality pays attention to drainage and other questions that are more or less neglected elsewhere. Also, the hotels and restaurants are even better, yet not more expensive, than in other cities. In this connection it is well to bear in mind that oranges, figs, melons, bananas, and, of course, some of the finest grapes in the world, grow in the environs of Malaga, and in view of the hot weather it is quite pleasant to indulge in a brief period of fruitarianism. Malaga can also offer you some excellent drinks.


  Of the hotels, I will only mention the excellent Ingles on the Calle del Marques de Larios, and the Principe de Asturias, on the shore, in the residential suburb of Caleta, both of which are open all the year round. Some of the other hotels close in the summer.


  Malaga has an industrial district with sugar factories, cotton mills, etc., and if you are interested in that aspect of Spanish life you can easily make the necessary contacts through the British Consul.


  Fat Ladies


  Of amusements in the ordinary sense, Malaga has nothing to offer beyond the usual things—theatres, music-halls, bull-fighting, and the like. But boating in and around the bay, particularly in the evening, when the city is illuminated, can be very enjoyable. The “local colour” is present everywhere, and if you go to the market place—the Mercado—you will get an “eyeful” of picturesqueness and rather more than an earful of noise. The fat lady who fries fish in the street will probably try to vamp you, but if you refuse to buy her oily product she will not “turn nasty.” On the contrary, she will teach you some Spanish if you ask her, though I cannot guarantee her grammar.


  By the way, you will have observed by now that all Spanish women above a certain age are fat, and all those below that fatal limit are ravishingly lovely and are—in Andalusia at any rate—guarded like criminals by their more corpulent sisters. Mr. Havelock Ellis, in his Soul of Spain, gives a closely reasoned explanation of this tendency on the part of Spanish senoras to enrich the shops that specialise in out-size clothes, and if you are interested in the subject I refer you to his book.


  Talking about matters feminine reminds me that while we were in Cadiz I forgot to mention that you can obtain in that city the most precious perfumes for a song. True, this is only a rumour I heard and I did not verify it, probably because I do not use the stuff.


  Malaga is a favourite winter resort of the rich from all European countries, but particularly from Britain. There is a fairly large English colony and also an English church. There is also—I understand—a resident English doctor and an English cemetery, though, of course, you will require neither.


  If you insist on knowing something about the sights, I will mention the Gibralfaro, which is a castle on a hill. It was rebuilt by the Moors on the site of a Phoenician fortress, and is now in the charge of the Municipality, from whom you can easily obtain permission to go through it.


  Naturally, the P. N. T. has an office and interpreters in Malaga, and they will gladly advise you on all matters relating to sights, and also to excursions. They will also recommend you a café, though you can obtain lovely ices at most of these places. The Español, Peninsular, Madrid and Paris are a few of them.


  Granada


  This is the one place in Spain where I have no hesitation in pointing out the sights, and also talking about them. But first let me tell you something about the city as a whole, one of the three most interesting cities in Spain besides Toledo and Seville.


  Granada is a city of arid heat, almost surrounded by snow-capped mountains, yet with palm trees growing in her streets. Before the city stretches the vega, a wide plain, lovely and fertile, which is still watered by the contrivance installed by the Moors. One cannot help thinking of the desert that stretches between Madrid and Toledo, which might have been made just as lovely as the vega here.


  Above Granada stands the Alhambra among the woods, perhaps the most magnificent edifice in the world. Here you always hear the bubbling and splashing of living waters and, in spring, the song of the nightingales.


  Granada as a whole has a voluptuous atmosphere which you would sense even if you went there with your eyes bandaged. But heaven forbid that you should do that, although if you go over it, guide-book in hand, ascertaining the dimensions of everything, that amounts to the same thing.


  A characteristic feature of Granada are the Gitanas or gipsies, who are decidedly picturesque, with manners and customs of their own. The fact that they are careful to preserve all this, since being picturesque is their living, does not make them less interesting. They live in caves beyond the Albaicin, the old northern part of the city, almost like the troglodytes in Northern Africa. You will meet them everywhere in Granada, young and old, male and female, offering to tell your fortune, or to dance for your special benefit and so on. Some of the young females dance rather well, but you must agree beforehand what you are going to pay, otherwise you may be involved in a rather embarrassing scene after the performance. If you happen to carry a cine camera you may film the dance—and the Spanish customs will allow you to bring in a cine camera free of duty. Some of the gipsies, particularly the youngsters, are persistent beggars, but they do it so charmingly that it does not occur to you to compare them with the Spanish beggars elsewhere.


  The Alhambra


  But let us go to the Alhambra, the glory of Granada and of all Spain. You can best get to it from the lower town through the Cuesta de Gomerez, a twenty-minute walk. Do not take a taxi, unless you must, though taxis in Granada are not bad. The view of the city from the Alhambra Gardens is magnificent. From that angle Granada looks as if it were made of ivory. If you want rest or refreshment before you go to the Alhambra Palace, the Alhambra Palace Hotel and the English Pension are just outside the gardens, and you will find equally good establishments within the walls.


  Now the Palace of the Alhambra, like Granada as a whole, has a long history, some knowledge of which decidedly enhances your appreciation of the wonders you see in it. But I will assume that you possess that knowledge, and I will give you no more of it than is inevitable in the context. However, it is perhaps an advantage to enter the Palace of the Alhambra without too much knowledge of its history, for the Palace itself will tell you a great deal, and that is much better.


  The exterior will disappoint you, mainly because there is a great deal of modern work on it. But the exterior does not count. The interior will get you from the word go.


  If you happen to visit the Palace on July 9th, you will see a great many Jews there, particularly in the Hall of Ambassadors. Some of these Jews come from Morocco and are picturesquely bearded and turbaned. Others come from Venice, Constantinople, Belgrade, Salonica and other places. These Jews are not ordinary tourists and I am frankly amazed that no travel guide should contain an explanation of their presence in the Hall of Ambassadors on July 9th each year.


  Briefly, it was in this hall that, in 1492, Queen Isabel of Spain signed the decree that banished 600,000 Jews from their native land. It was here that Rabbi Isaac Abarbanel, a Minister of the Queen, pleaded with her to withdraw the decree.


  And the descendants of the Jews who were exiled from Spain have been making an annual pilgrimage to the “Old Country” for more than four hundred years! Their love and loyalty has been such that even to-day the Jews of Jugoslavia and a number of other countries speak Spanish in their homes. The Jewish pilgrims go over the Palace, read the Hebrew inscriptions on the walls and pillars, inspect the magnificent water jar of green jade that Rabbi Abarbanel presented to the Queen, then they pray and return to their various countries.


  A Haughty Queen


  The Hall of Ambassadors is the largest in the Palace, and every inch of it is decorated, from the floor right up to the dome, 75 feet above it. I do not think I can give you the least idea of the splendour of this Hall, both architecturally and as regards the decorations. No doubt you will visit it again and again during your stay in Granada. If you engage a guide to show you round, I hope it will be Señor Flores, who knows the Alhambra as he knows his own hand, and who will enthuse with you—and genuinely—though he has already seen everything hundreds of times.


  The Tocador de la Reina (Queen’s Dressing Room) was originally used by the sultanas of the harem. It has a little pavilion that is decorated with precious paintings. If I were a millionaire I would never dare to take my wife to this dressing-room. The Baths, the Court of the Myrtles, the Court of the Lions with its scores of marble pillars and fountain jets, the Sala de los Abencerrajes with its wonderful stalactite roof, and the Sala de las Dos Hermanas, will all delight and enchant you. Señor Flores will, no doubt, tell you in great detail the story of the queen who betrayed her husband with the chief of a powerful tribe, whose leaders were lured to the Sala de los Abencerrajes and there butchered. He could tell you hundreds of stories about every nook and corner of the Palace, and I am sure you would listen to him with eager interest.


  The Generalife


  Some highbrows have been quarrelling about the artistic merits or otherwise of the Alhambra Palace and all it contains, and the con half have proved to their own satisfaction that—isn’t it too bad!—it possesses no artistic merit. The answer is that a brick consists of atoms, electrons, neutrons—that is to say, ultimately of nothing; but it is nevertheless a brick, and if it falls on your hand you will be struck not by intangible atoms, etc., but by a solid brick. It is the same with the Alhambra. Whether it is or is not artistic in its details it inevitably “gets” you, and you come again and again and enjoy it more each time.


  Next to the Alhambra Palace comes the Generalife, the summer palace of the sultans, which stands on another spur of the Alhambra Hill. The gardens with their orange trees and fountains, their cypresses and pools, will charm you. The buildings are not in the same class as the Palace, but no doubt you will go over them, and you will also have a look at the Moorish Palace to the west of the Generalife.


  Granada, too, has a university, and, as I have said, students are always ready to oblige.


  The city has scores of good hostelries, and if you have any special requirements in regard to accommodation the P. N. T. office will advise you. Remember, though, that during the festival of Corpus Christi, usually in June, prices are increased by 50 per cent. This festival lasts from Wednesday until Sunday, and in addition to impressive ceremonies in the cathedral there are bull-fights, processions, concerts, street dances, and all the fun of the fair.


  However, it is incumbent upon me to mention a few hotels that can be specially recommended. Here they are: English Pension and Pension Villa Carmona on Alhambra Hill, and the Inglaterra and La Granadina in the lower town. Among the restaurants the Suizo at Puerta Real is excellent, while the good cafés include the Colon on Calle de los Reyes Catolicos and the Cerveceria Inglesa on Puerta Real.


  There are many exciting excursions from Granada, but I will only mention one—to the Sierra Nevada. You can hire mules and guides at a low cost plus the keep of the muleteer, and you can make all your expeditions, including the ascents, on muleback. However, this excursion is only possible in the summer. Nor is it a simple matter and you will have to consult the P. N. T. or the Club Penibetico before you start. On no account must you set out on the advice of stray acquaintances.


  You will probably wish to do a little shopping in Granada, so I will recommend—or at any rate suggest—a few shops: Ricardo Torres, on Cuesta de Gomerez, Manuel Arrufat on Plaza Nueva, and Linares in the Alhambra enclosure for antiques, shawls, etc.; and Casa Oriol on Calle Zacatin for miniature figures of peasants in costume.


  Cordova


  If you are a brave man and prepared to depart from the conventional itineraries you may give Cordova a miss. Now that you have seen Granada this ancient city of Spanish Islam has little to offer you in the way of atmosphere, and it will not add to your knowledge of the Spanish people.


  However, Cordova has one thing that may repay a visit, and that is the Mezquita, as the cathedral is still called. This is a mosque transformed into a Christian church and, in its way, as great as the Alhambra. It is a magnificent example of Mohammedan art and, incidentally, the second largest church in the world. The Patio de los Naranjos, the orange grove through which you pass to reach the Mezquita, is very lovely.


  Although, being a discerning tourist, you, will probably spend most of your time while in Cordova at the Mezquita, I may mention that the city has theatres and a bull-ring and a Feria in the last week of May.


  Cordova, as you know, was once the seat of the Moorish caliphs, and the city, particularly the older part, bears many traces of this, mainly in the form of ruins. But if you want to see something really interesting, ask the P. N. T., on Paseo del Gran Capitan, where you can see a good example of the Moorish private houses in the old town. If you are lucky you will be directed to a house with no fewer than seventeen courts, and as you enter it you will be transported seven centuries back into a strange, glamorous, romantic world that will give you, in retrospect, a better understanding of Eastern fables.


  If you have ever heard of Moses Maimonides, the rationalistic Jewish philosopher, you may be interested to know that he was born in Cordova in the year 1135; and if you have ever read a Spanish commercial letter of 2,000 words, but consisting of a single sentence with many twists and turns, you will not be surprised to learn that Luis de Gongora, the originator of “Gongorism,” first saw the light of day in this Spanish city.


  But if you are after a bit of Cordovan leather you will be disappointed, because it is made no longer in Cordova itself, though the name of the city has crept into practically every language in the world in connection with that product.


  The hotels Regina and Simon are excellent for meals, while the La Perla café serves excellent thick chocolate—and, no doubt, you are expert by now in sucking sticks of sugar. As to the spitting that goes on, I will not criticise it further, but I have known foreign visitors to admire the way in which, for instance, a youngster can spit again an again at the same point some ten or twelve feet away.


  Alicante


  Instead of going from Granada to Cordova you can go to Alicante, which has been called the “Nice of Spain”—and that is a tremendous compliment to the other Nice in so far as its winter climate is concerned.


  Alicante has nothing to offer but its pretty bay and its sunshine and a magnificent palm-lined seaside promenade, so that it is not a place that should be included in a sightseeing tour. On the other hand, as a winter resort, it has few equals. In the summer it is far too hot, though it is spared the depressing wind that visits other parts in this region.


  Alicante, as you know, exports a great deal of wine and the visitor may do worse than observe the technique of this intoxicating trade round the harbour.


  Among the good hotels the Samper, Palace and Reina Victoria overlook the Pasco de los Martires, the seaside promenade, and you can stay at any of them at less than 10s. per day, all found. A brief calculation will tell you that you can stay at Alicante for a whole month on £25, allowing £2 per week for all extras, including short excursions.


  Pocket Money


  Let me digress here for a moment to deal with the question of “extras.” It is, of course, impossible to generalise on the subject, for the amount of pocket money one spends is a purely individual matter. But it is safe to say that, on the whole, you will not spend more on extras while on holiday in Spain than you do at home in your everyday life. You must remember that every peseta in Spain purchases the equivalent of 1s, at home, and—at the present rate of exchange—there are 37 pesetas to £1. Smokes, including the very good Spanish cigars, are quite cheap. Fares within the towns do not amount to much, as, apart from Madrid, Barcelona and a very few other cities, the distances are small and the visitor generally prefers to walk. Shoe polishing—which is done in the street—is a daily item, but accounts only for 3d. or 4d. per day. At cafés you can sit for hours for the price of a cup of chocolate or coffee, while theatres, cinemas, bull-fights, etc., will cost you as much or as little as you choose. Ices and cold drinks are a biggish item on account of frequency rather than the price of these items. Wines, of course, are cheap everywhere in Spain and you can get a quart bottle of fairly good wine for the equivalent of a shilling.


  Guides you can obtain for 5 pesetas, or about 3s. a time, but you will not need them except in a very few places, such as Granada, Madrid and, perhaps, Barcelona. There remain the beggars, but here you must be firm. If you learn the technique of shaking them off they will cost you nothing.


  In the matter of tips you will find that the Spanish are not so greedy as serving staffs in some other countries, and beyond the 10 per cent. or so clapped on to your hotel bill you are free to give as many or as few tips as you like.


  To return to Alicante, you can make many short trips from here, by motor-bus as well as by train and steamer, and the P. N. T., in the Ayuntamiento, will advise you according to the season. If you happen to be there in the middle of August—which is really too hot for Alicante—you may take a trip to Elche on the 15th by one of the four daily buses to and fro. On that day the famous “Mystery of Elche” is performed in the church of Santa Maria. The mystery is a musical drama on the Assumption of the Virgin, and the whole is performed exactly as it was in the sixteenth century.


  By the way, Elche itself can be one of the most thrilling experiences in your visit to Spain. It is a small town surrounded on three sides by a forest of palms and looks for all the world like a bit of Africa transplanted across the Mediterranean.


  Seville


  But Alicante is one of those places that you may omit from your itinerary. Seville, on the other hand, is a city that you must on no account miss, for it is more Spanish than practically all the rest of Spain. It is not the place “where the best barbers come from,” as an old schoolboy howler has it. The Spanish say Quien no ha visto Sevilla no ha visto maravilla (He who has not seen Seville has not seen a miracle). In my humble opinion the less you look in Seville the more you see, or rather feel.


  It is here that you first begin to wonder whether you ought not, after all, to invest in a sombrero and a guitar. In other big cities in Spain the mantilla and the tall comb are, alas, giving way to more modern wear; but in Seville they are still quite common, and so are the grace and dignity associated with them. The whole atmosphere is essentially Spanish, lazy, romantic, light-hearted, with little trace of the “progress” of the last few years. This is the city of bull-fights and carnivals. The Feria, which takes place on April 18th and 20th, is a riot of colour and gay abandon. Dancing all day and all night, rivers of red wine (but no drunks!), bloody bull-fights, a mushroom town on the Prado de San Sebastian, and romance, romance, romance. It will carry you away, and when you look into the sparkling eyes of the Sevillan señoritas you will surely regret that you did not swot up a little more Spanish when you had the chance.


  Seville is a biggish city with more than 200,000 inhabitants, but not too big to spend your time strolling round with your hands in your pockets—a mannerism that you will have acquired by now. However, there is life and movement in Seville, so much so that the policeman directing the traffic sometimes forgets to light his cigarette. If you prepare a programme for seeing Seville you are past redemption and I will not worry about you. And if you engage a guide…!


  The Rag Fair


  But so long as you are content to stroll I am with you. I will accompany you to the Rag Fair on the Calle de la Feria on a Thursday morning. We will meet very few foreign tourists there, probably none, and we can observe a phase of Sevillan life that is romantic even in its shabbiness. The heap of old mantillas on this or that stall, battered sombreros on a piece of sacking on the ground, the fat lady who offers her fried fish in a shrill voice, somehow fail to give the impression of poverty. And by the way, you will find that even here the young women are beautiful. Seville is a city of women. There are probably as many men as women, but you do not seem to notice the male portion of the population. Sevillan women are well made, mysteriously beautiful, calm, restful, the very opposite of what you expect to find in the south.


  And there is a charming lack of reticence in Seville. As you pass in the residential districts you can look in through the open doors and windows and you can see every phase of the life of a Sevillan family. During the summer months Seville is quiet between about 11 o’clock in the morning and four o’clock in the afternoon, when it is too hot for anyone to work. In the evening everybody goes to the Plaza Nueva, Las Delicias or to the river, listening to music, talking and walking. You, a visitor, may choose to follow their example, or if you want to look deeper into the intimate life of Seville you can stroll through the streets during the evening hours. You will then find that most of the houses are deserted, but here and there you will see a young caballero standing in the street outside a barred window and talking to a lovely señorita standing behind the bars.


  You see, although the windows are open, there is an unspoken and unwritten law in Seville, as elsewhere in Andalusia, that might be interpreted in the form of the injunction you see at many exhibitions in England: “Please do not touch the exhibits.”


  But in some streets you will see the ladies lying on couches in front of the houses, “taking the air,” though to you it may seem that there is no air in Seville even when the stars are out.


  Andalusian Dances


  If you want to see Sevillan women otherwise than in their usual somewhat statuesque calm, go to one of the cafés, say the Royal on the Calle de las Sierpes, and see them perform the famous Andalusian dances to the clapping of hands and the clatter of castanets. They are dances in which everything moves—the body, the arms, the fingers, the head—but the feet take almost no active part.


  I have already mentioned that the Spanish year is composed of holidays that are sometimes relieved by working days. That applies even more to Seville than to any other city in Spain, and Seville celebrates all her holidays with greater brilliance than the rest of the country. During Holy Week the ceremonies, processions and rites are even more gorgeous and impressive than those of Rome.


  The dance of seises (dance of the six) takes place several times a year in the cathedral. What is never mentioned in ordinary guide-books is the celebration of the anniversary of San Fernando, who liberated Seville from the Moors. This takes place on November 23rd, and is really a military affair. I can only describe it as tremendous.


  If you want to see the industrial side of Seville, visit the Fabrica de Tobacos, where thousands of Madonnas are busy with tobacco leaves.


  Naturally, Seville has a long history and a few sights, some of which you cannot possibly miss as soon as you enter the city. You are bound to see the Giralda wherever you are in Seville, and that will lead you to the cathedral. The Casa Lonja, south of the cathedral, contains the Archivo de Indias, which comprises all the reports concerning the discovery of America. Here, if you are interested, you can see autographs of Amerigo Vespucci, Magellan, Pizarro, Balboa, Cortez, etc.


  Another worth-while sight is the Alcazar, a Moorish palace, some parts of which will make you gasp.


  The old Jewish quarter is also interesting. It is overgrown with weeds and ramblers, but it has a definite “atmosphere.”


  A Paradise


  A few really great paintings by Murillo can be seen at the Hospital de la Caridad, which is a home for the aged and poor. The existence of this establishment is due to the many sins of one Don Miguel de Mañara, an hidalgo who is alleged to be the original of Byron’s Don Juan. If Don Miguel had been a good man there might be no home for the aged poor in Seville.


  If you are tempted to visit the Museo Provincial de Pinturas, take my advice and don’t. But Casa de Pilato (Pilate’s House) may give you a thrill when you learn that it is only a private residence.


  As a relief from the sights you may visit the environs of Seville, which are surrounded by vineyards, olive and orange groves and wheatfields. A veritable paradise, so long as you are able to forget the many commissions that growers have to pay and the whole sordid process by which the grapes and oranges reach you at home. However, if you come across a grower he is sure to give you an earful about Covent Garden.


  Seville has one hotel that is as luxurious as any in the whole world. They charge the visitor nothing at all for looking at it. The minimum charge for a room without board is 25 pesetas, while the maximum for board-residence is somewhere among the clouds. However, the hotels Gran Via, Lion d’Or and San Sebastian will “keep” you at around 20 pesetas per day, while if you prefer to feed outside there is the Las Delicias and the Suizo Chico on the Calle de las Sierpas. There is an American bar on Plaza de San Fernando, in addition to “native” cafés, which you will find everywhere.


  But do not take my lady to the ordinary cafés, where Andalusian songs and dances are performed for the especial benefit of tourists. Whether you ought to go yourself—well, you have been warned!


  There are many excursions from Seville, most of which can be made by bus. Carmona is a very picturesque little Moorish town. Huelva is a picturesque place at the confluence of the Odiel and the Rio Tinto, and from here you can make pleasant excursions to Rabida and Palos.


  However, the omnipresent Patronato Nacional de Turismo in Seville will tell you all about excursions and, if required, plan for you a whole series of them.


  We came to Seville from Granada, but, of course, you can reach it more easily from Algeciras if you enter the country via Gibraltar.


  Before we leave Andalusia let me warn you not to pronounce the word “snake” in the presence of an Andalusian—male or female—who understands English. For some reason that no one seems to know Andalusians have a horror of snakes, even of harmless ones, though Andalusia is not particularly infested with snakes. If you do happen to say the word your companion or companions will look horror-struck and will make strange exclamations in chorus.


  Valencia


  From Seville to Valencia is a long jump, but we are not proceeding according to a predetermined plan and you may travel to the province where the almonds flourish either from Alicante or from Madrid and, of course, by sea. If you are romantically inclined you can leave the train at some wayside station and enter the capital of the province, Valencia or—to call it by its official name—Valencia del Cid—by a tartana or covered cart, which you can easily hire hereabouts.


  In fact, it is best to see the immediate environs of Valencia first—an endless garden watered by the Turia and the Guadalaviar. The irrigation of the whole huerta is in the hands of a few elected farmers and peasants, who gather every Thursday morning in the gateway of the Apostles in Valencia to hold a Tribunal de las Aguas. This tribunal was founded by the Moors, and it has met every Thursday for nearly a thousand years.


  Valencia has a university, so chum up with some young caballero and let him show you round.


  The principal characteristic of Valencia is fruit and flowers. It lies in the most fertile country in Spain, and although there are flowers all the year round, if you want to see the almost incredible beauty that nature can create out of huge masses of these fairy plants, go to Valencia in May. That, by the way, is a month of fiestas in Valencia, which is remarkably gay and picturesque even for Spain.


  Fiestas, Fiestas, Fiestas


  The climate of Valencia is delightful for nine months in the year, but in summer it is too hot for the northerner, and during that season it is also said to be malarial. That reminds me of another thing that ordinary guides never mention. It is not natural for anyone on holiday in Spain to fall ill, but it has been known to happen. What is the tourist thus afflicted to do in a foreign country whose language he does not speak at all, or only imperfectly? The answer is—consult the nearest British Consul. Spanish medical men are, of course, as good as any, but their standard is somewhat different from what you are used to, and a doctor recommended by the British Consul—and where there is no Consul, by a British resident—will inspire greater confidence than a medico chosen at random from a directory or recommended by the waiter at the hotel. In urgent cases the traveller has no choice, and then he must be satisfied with the services of the first medical man who can be reached.


  To return to Valencia, one of the fiestas, held on March 18th and 19th, will remind the English visitor of Guy Fawkes. This is the Fallade San José, when elaborate structures are set up in the streets, with life-size figures, which are burned at midnight on March 19th. This fiesta is sometimes used to satirise political personages.


  To digress for a moment to the subject of politics, Spain is at the moment a Republic under a regime of the Left, and there are naturally many signs of this in the form of flags and the like. Also, nowadays, you hardly ever see a priest or a monk in clerical garb, the priesthood having been driven underground. But it may safely be said that the internal politics of the country do not in any way interfere with the foreign tourist, who will be well advised to express no opinions about them. As a guest in a hospitable country there is really no call to criticise the Spaniard as a political entity merely because he is different from ourselves.


  To come back to the fiestas, we have already mentioned that the month of May is one long fiesta in Valencia. To describe all this in detail would require more space than is available here, and I will only say that practically the whole month is occupied by religious and civil processions, floral festivities, concerts, bullfights, etc.


  Another long “do” lasts from December 24th till January 22nd. This is of ancient origin, but no less gay than the May fiestas. Then, of course, there are the ceremonies, processions and entertainments of Holy Week. If you are any good at arithmetic, you can easily confirm that Valencia has more holidays than working days.


  True Lovers of Art


  Valencia is, in aspect at any rate, not an ancient city. It has modern buildings that challenge the sky and all the other up-to-date things you expect to find in a modern city. The Old Town, however, will satisfy your desire for picturesqueness and the cathedral your interest in fine architecture and sacred objects. The Museo Provincial de Pinturas, near the old gateway of the Torres de Serranos, contains a number of fine pictures by Velazquez, Goya, etc.


  This reminds me of a true story illustrating the Spanish peasant’s love of art. In the church of an obscure Spanish village a painting by an old master was discovered and the director of the Prado sent down an emissary to bring it away. The villagers gathered round the church, and they were so hostile that the Madrid expert had to beat a hasty retreat. The director of the Prado was both surprised and gratified to learn about the peasants’ love of great painting, unfortunately, later he found that the villagers did not really mind being deprived of the masterpiece, provided every one of them was paid a certain number of pesetas.


  However, while you are in Valencia you ought to see the Lonja de la Seda or silk exchange, and you may also witness in the environs of the city how the busy worm toils for the benefit of my lady.


  Of course, Valencia has trams, buses, motor-coaches for excursions, air services to various parts, and boats and steamers for sea excursions, the port being about 2 miles from the city. There are also English church services on Calle Ciscar and the Seamen’s Institute, from which facts you will conclude that there is an English colony in Valencia. By the way, do not be surprised if in the course of your peregrinations through Spain you encounter more than once—generally as managers of this or that—English-speaking gentlemen whose names begin with “Mac.”


  Hotels


  Among the hotels the Reina Victoria, Palace and Ingles are excellent, though the España and a number of other similar hotels are also satisfactory. Among the restaurants, La Habaña on Calle Pintor Sorolla and Ideal Room on the Calle de la Paz are very good, and you may safely order Valencia’s famous rice dish at either, not to forget a dish of horchata.


  There are many open-air cafés, of which I will only mention the Siglo of Plaza de la Reina and the Continental on Calle de la Paz.


  As to ordinary amusements, there are four or five theatres and a number of good cinemas where you can enjoy the latest from Hollywood, accent and all.


  Needless to say, ladies with a mania for undressing are not lacking in Valencia, but perhaps by now you find this too monotonous.


  I find I have said very little about the sights, but then we are not concentrating on the sights in this essay. However, before we leave Valencia we ought to visit the beach, unless you are staying there, say, at the Termas Victoria.


  As to excursions from Valencia consult, as always, the P. N. T., but you may go to Sagunta on your own account if you wish to walk in the footsteps of Hannibal, who conquered this once important city. Sagunta has a Roman theatre, a bit of its Roman circus, and a citadel on top of a hill.


  But if you enjoy getting the “creeps” go to Jativa, a picturesque old town that once housed the gentle Borgias. The town is sprawled over a hill, with a castle above. It was here that the Borgias plotted, and executed, their little murders.


  The freshwater lagoon of La Albufera is also worth a visit. Here you can indulge in boating, fishing and—between November and March—in wildfowl shooting, for which, however, you have to pay. At Manises you can see how they make majolica, while at Carcagente you can see rice fields and the worms at work.


  The Balearic Islands


  You probably have an aunt or an uncle or a cousin staying on the Island of Majorca, so I had better concentrate on this island in the Balearic group. But in case you happen to go to Minorca at any time, let me point out the one thing that makes this small island unique. It is that doors and windows close from the outside on Minorca and policemen grow fat with idleness. The prisons are naturally empty, and malicious people allege that the last occupant was bribed by someone in authority to commit some petty crime. But even that was very, very long ago. As to Majorca, where so many Aunt Matildas live, in common with the rest of the group it has an excellent all-round climate, except for an occasional cold wind between November and May and a little snow in winter.


  The most important town on Majorca is the capital, Palma de Mallorca. The approach to Palma is very beautiful, and as you step ashore you will see before you a whole collection of beautiful historical buildings, including the cathedral, the sandstone Lonja and the Consulado del Mar.


  Now it is my humble opinion that Palma is not a place to be visited in the course of a tour, unless, of course, you are calling on Aunt Matilda. But for a few weeks’ holiday at any time of the year it is ideal, except that you must be careful about the water or milk you drink. Apparently, successive Spanish governments, of whatever colour, have deliberately left the water supply of Spain in an unsatisfactory state in order to force travel writers to make propaganda for Spanish wines.


  If you go to Palma in summer you must have a tropical outfit, and if in winter you must have warm clothes.


  The hotels are good and inexpensive—even more so than elsewhere in Spain—and there are one or two English boarding houses. In fact, at Palma you feel at home in more senses than one. There is a British vice-consul, English church services, an English teashop, an English circulating library, and a social club. There is also tennis, football, horse racing, though if you are a strict Sabbatarian you will have your doubts about this.


  Adventures are scarce on Majorca, as the island is guaranteed to be free from brigands, perhaps because it is too small for a brigand to hide in. But there are one or two worth—while and many tame excursions. One of the former is to the Cuevas del Drach or Caves of the Dragon, where you will see the most wonderful and fantastic patterns in stalactite reflected in the waters of lovely lagoons.


  Of course, you can do a bit of mountain climbing on Majorca, but the P. N. T. office will advise you on, that.
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  Tangier


  Space is getting short, and we must say “Au revoir!” to Spain proper. But before we return home we must take a trip to Tangier, which was quite a well-known place even before Mr. Hannen Swaffer visited it.


  While in Spain you have seen many new worlds, but Tangier is different from them all. Although this North African city is within a stone’s throw of Europe, so to speak, when you enter it you will find yourself transported to an atmosphere that is subconsciously familiar to you from your reading of the Bible. Of course, if you have been to the East, Tangier will be nothing to you, but if you have not you will carry away an impression that you are never likely to forget.


  The street life of Tangier will get you from the word go. Moors in flowing robes and turbans, strings of camels driven by negroes, Jews in black caftans, Spaniards, Frenchmen, a gorgeous modern hotel and the minarets of the mosques shimmering in the blazing sun—all these things impinge on your vision at once. The sights and sounds of Tangier waft you into a world that is different from anything you have known before. There is beauty, but there is also hideousness, like the incredibly ugly old women you see on the Great Soko on Thursday and Sunday mornings and the diseased beggars you meet here and there, but it all merges into something uniquely picturesque and impressive. The snake charmers, jugglers and story-tellers give their respective performances in exactly the same way as they and their ancestors have been doing for centuries.


  I wish I could advise you to explore Tangier for yourself, but I am afraid that if you happen to stray off the beaten path you may encounter trouble. Thus you will do well to engage a guide, but never one who offers his services in the street. The hotel where you are staying should always be consulted in the matter of guides, and guide-beggars who importune you in the street must be ignored.


  You will be made comfortable at the Cecil or the Continental, but there are a good half dozen other satisfactory hotels. You will probably learn at your hotel that you must be careful about drinking water, though with the excellent iced drinks you can get anywhere at the reliable hotels and cafés this will be no hardship.


  As to amusements, Tangier is nowadays visited by large numbers of well-to-do Europeans and amusement catering, is therefore improving. You may be interested to visit an Arab café, but you are strongly advised to take a reliable guide. If you are interested in sports you will do well to apply to the Secretary of the British Sports Club, which has tennis and hockey grounds.


  If you stay in Tangier for any length of time you will probably establish contact with a member of the fairly extensive British colony, who will give you all the hints that only a local resident can give.


  Your Budget


  I cannot tell at what point on this long journey homesickness will overtake you—or your pocket. A home-sick pocket can be very annoying and it is therefore advisable to calculate probable expenditure in advance.


  In the case of Spain this is not too difficult, thanks to the Patronato Nacional del Turismo, who list the prices of practically all the hotels you are likely to stay at in Spain. Railway fares in Spain need not be ascertained in accordance with a predetermined itinerary, unless you are bound to one in any case.


  I give the following budget for a 30-days tour on the assumption that you are a person of moderate means, yet do not wish to spoil your holiday by petty economies.


  Railway Fares


  
    
      	London to Irun via Paris (second class)

      	£6 13s. od.
    


    
      	Total fares in Spain (second class)

      	£10 os. od.
    

  


  With regard to the latter item, I must explain that the Spanish railways issue mileage tickets, which you can obtain upon your entering the country. You receive an identity card (for which you must supply a photograph of yourself) and a book of coupons, one or more of which you can exchange at any railway station in Spain for a ticket to any chosen destination. The £10 estimated as the cost of your fares in Spain represents a total distance of 2,500 miles, and although this budget is calculated for one person only, it will be useful for you to know that two persons are allowed to travel with the same mileage ticket if the mileage is not less than 4,000 kilometres (2,500 miles).


  Thus:


  
    
      	Total railway fares amount to 30 days (approximately) at medium-class

      	£16

      	13s.

      	od.
    


    
      	hotels at maximum rate (£4 per week)

      	£16

      	os.

      	od.
    


    
      	Tips and miscellaneous expenses (£2 per week)

      	£8

      	os.

      	od.
    


    
      	

      	£40

      	13s.

      	od.
    

  


  Thus approximately £40 will see you through comfortably on a 30-day tour, but even this can be reduced in various ways. If you travel to Irun third class the fare is only £4 10s., a saving of £2 3s., while if you take a room without board at the hotels and feed outside you can save another £3 without stinting yourself.


  On £50 you can travel and live in Spain for 30 days “like a lord.”


  
    PORTUGAL


    by


    LUIZ TEIXEIRA
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  PORTUGAL


  DEAR MADAM,—You are tired of making pilgrimages to world-famous ruins, dazed and bored with the somnolent atmosphere of museums, weary of peregrinations through interminable cathedral naves and stairways, and of strenuous climbs to historic places.


  The day-to-day routine has affected your nerves, you are overcome with fatigue and discouragement by the sameness of the attractions offered at the usual summer resorts. Inevitably, you yearn for new scenery, aspire to the conquest of fresh horizons. The fog encircles you like a wintry wrap. You long for the glorious light and clear sky of a Spring morning.


  Allow me to advise you, dear Lady: Come to Portugal.


  Museums, Museums, Museums


  Here you will find sunshine and happiness and the charm of an azure sky as the clear, peaceful days pass on the great sandy beaches, amid delightful country scenery, or in the quiet towns. You will also find an hospitable welcome, though without the pretentious claims of countries that exploit the conventions of touring professionally.


  Do you remember the cruises when we were travelling companions for weeks, following up our programme of flying visits to Mediterranean ports?


  You will not have forgotten the excursions we made together to so many places, where a mechanical, liveried guide with a gramophone soul took charge of us and hustled us madly through ancient palaces and through churches that were so very, very old that age appeared to be their sole claim to being classified as artistic treasures. We saw hundreds of solemn monuments, decrepit ruins, opulent and monotonous museums, all sombre, heavy, depressing.


  We both of us deplored having to leave the places we visited without having seen anything of them except what we viewed from our great motor-buses, with our guide seated in the front seat and bawling every moment:


  “Ladies and Gentlemen,—This is the statue of Frederick the Great; there is King Gustav’s palace; we will now alight to visit the Acropolis.…” Or something to similar effect.


  It is the same practically everywhere—except in Portugal.


  I promised you a different country, another light, other interests, other colours. And here it all is, awaiting your pleasure, small but full of attractions as a world exhibition, and full of charm as a midsummer night’s dream. The glorious phases of Portugal’s history, the centuries of daring adventures, fierce combats, audacious conquests, romantic loves, brilliant tournaments between young and daring cavaliers, all the heroic feats accomplished by a nation of soldiers and sailors, have left beautiful and impressive records all over this territory, where Europe ends and the way to the new world begins. Noble castles, in stone blackened by the passage of centuries, stand out against a background of hills covered with verdure; churches and innumerable authentic monuments of artistic merit abound. In country places rustic life reveals itself in picturesque exuberance. You see people bearing unmistakable racial traits, charming costumes, colourful popular fêtes and dances; an unceasing spectacle of sheer fascination. If you are in search of new sensations and impressions that may at the same time engage your interest, you will find a wide field for the study of contrasts in the ways and customs of the people, while enjoying the pleasant, indefinable charm of your surroundings. This charm represents the sum total of the amazing variety of details which constitute the character, disposition and spirit of Portugal, where everything tends to attract the foreigner of refined tastes who wishes to spend a happy and comfortable holiday.


  “Hospitalidade”


  Now that I see you have really decided to visit my country, let me teach you the first Portuguese words that you must know. When your visit is over, and you return to your homeland delighted with your experience of so many unexpected attractions, you will seek to express the most characteristic quality of the Portuguese people. You will then say Hospitalidade, which conveys the frank, sincere welcome with which the Portuguese people receive the foreign visitor in their homes, offering him the finest fruit from their orchard, the loveliest flowers from their garden, the best wine from their cellars, and the tastiest food from their larder. You will, when you leave, take with you an ineffaceable memory of a kindly and courteous people devoted to the welfare of Portugal, and tireless in their cheerful labours for the peace and prosperity of their native land.


  Allies


  As you are no doubt aware, in a Europe armed to the teeth owing to the instability of international agreements and alliances, our respective countries are maintaining with the strictest loyalty an alliance that has lasted for nearly six centuries. Since the Middle Ages Great Britain and Portugal have faced every crisis in the world’s destiny together and always in a brotherly spirit. In the same year as the alliance was confirmed, a charming incident occurred that is recorded in the story known as “The Twelve of England.” Twelve Portuguese knights travelled to your island country and fought in tournaments, the glory of which echoed through Europe. They fought—and conquered—in defence of the beauty of Englishwomen, about which disparaging statements had been made by some foreigners.


  This happened over five hundred years ago. But in this beautiful country of poets and romantic lovers, whose ardent, impassioned temperament is perhaps due to the dominant influence of the Atlantic which has for centuries listened to the laments of separated lovers, the grandchildren of “The Twelve of England” have not lost the traditional gallantry of the noble knights who fought in those tournaments. And this may be recommended as an additional attraction to the tourist.


  No doubt you have visited the Casa de Portugal in Regent Street, and have obtained detailed information as to how to get to Portugal. Now that you are here, get your camera ready, adjust your binoculars, and remove your hat, the better to appreciate the caress of the sunshine while your eyes dwell on the port of Lisbon, which surpasses all other ports in beauty and charm.


  LISBON AND SUBURBS


  You must seek to penetrate the soul of this city. Listen to its heart-beats. Do not treat it with mere contemplative interest, as if it were a monument or a garden. Look upon it as a living thing that shares your joys and sorrows, amuses itself, sings, dreams and smiles with you. Look into its life. Here you see the Rossio, the great square where all the streets, all the arteries of the city meet. Before leaving it, look round. Above you are great buildings in sober “Pombalino” style and on every side gay attics in red brick ornate with flowers. If you stop near the Bandeira Arch, you will have a full view of the lovely square with its monumental bronze fountains, whose spray cascades into lakes that reflect the pigeons circling above; of the statue of King Pedro IV, in the centre, and of the aristocratic façade of the national theatre in the extreme background. But do not stay long. Come with me. Let us cross the square and see how different is the view we get from here, from the window of the “Chave de Oiro” tea-rooms. Seen from here the grandeur of the monuments dwindles and what attracts us are the heights that rise opposite, the confused maze of dwellings crowned by the castle of Saint George, ancient and full of traditions. Enter the numerous cafés and tea-shops and see for yourself how the two sides of the Rossio differ. Here, the stir and tumult of eager crowds reading the latest news on the newspaper hoardings and filling the billiard-rooms and cafés. There, on the opposite side, everything is calm and restful—shoppers, middle-class mothers, children with toy-balloons.…


  And dominating all other sounds is the constant clang of electric trams, the strident dialogue of motor-horns, and the shrill cries of newsvendors. Nearby is the Central Railway Station, built in the Portuguese “Manoelino” style. In the same direction lies the “La Gare” coffeehouse, which is open all night, and the “Martinho,” the oldest of Lisbon restaurants.


  Now let us pass through streets and avenues haphazard. This is Rua do Ouro (Gold Street), which has the appearance of an almost first-class boulevard. Just look down it. You have surely never seen a street in a big city end unexpectedly in a vista of red sails and tall white masts.…


  Please note this contrast. The street running parallel ends in a very different way—in a monumental archway commemorating the virtues of the Portuguese in the past. The archway, in perspective, frames one of the finest and most celebrated statues in Europe. Let us go down to the great riverside square, Terreiro do Paço. You English call it Black Horse Square. Have you ever in any part of the world seen a more wonderful and harmonious mingling of solemn and graceful effects in a square of such gigantic dimensions? In the buildings above the archways the official life of Lisbon is carried on. Here are the Ministries, the Government offices, and, nearby, the Custom House, close to the South and South-west Stations, where you will take a steamer one day for Setubal and its golden orange-groves, for Palmela and its castle on the heights, and for Arrabida’s romantic hidden sands. Farther still lies Alemtejo, whose enormous wheatfields reach as far as Evora. Evora appears in the list of European towns possessing the most valuable and unique monuments. Algarve, where a subtle suggestion of Moorish legends lends charm to every corner, is so different from that of the rest of Portugal that it almost appears to be a fragment of the Island of Madeira. Algarve, covered with flowers and warmed by an African sun, is situated at the southernmost corner of the European continent.


  The Chiado


  In the afternoon we go up the Chiado. Here we find Lisbon’s most elegant society women passing the time and watching the attractions offered by the fashionable milliners, dressmakers, jewellers and booksellers. The corner building is the Tauromaquico Club, frequented by members of the aristocracy. Further up is the “Brazileira,” the coffee-house rendezvous of artists and the intelligentsia. Almost opposite is the Garrett restaurant where you can have your tea and dance.


  Do you see that bronze statue of a man crowned with laurels and holding a sword and a book? It is the monument to Luiz de Camoens, author of the “Lusiads,” the immortal bard who sang the glories of my country. Look! How amusing it is to watch innumerable flocks of birds twittering in clamorous chorus as they prepare to retire to their homes in the trees surrounding the statue. It is, in its way, almost as great an attraction as the changing of the guard at St. James’s Palace.


  Now it is almost nightfall. Traffic increases. Mannequins and dressmakers from the big emporiums are leaving work. The luminous advertisements come to life. Santa Justa’s elevator is illuminated. In the distance the dome of the Estrela Church is outlined in the dusk. There are many more people in the streets at this hour. There is more noise. We still have time to walk past the ruins of the old Carmo Convent and see its beautiful Gothic curves; look at the curious fountain opposite, crowded with pigeons; and let us go up to Saint Pedro de Alcantara. What do you think of it? A really wonderful sight. The sun, far away behind Belem Tower, is sinking into the sea. But it bids a lingering farewell to the beloved city that brings out unexpected flashes of light on Lisbon’s seven hills. Window panes glitter, and a shimmering, almost eerie, light enwraps everything. Under this verandah, on a lower plane, is a park for children. There, half-way up the hill, boys from the Atheneum have their skating-rink. Do you see them? Near us, sitting on a bench under a flowering Judas tree, two lovers are whispering together.


  Lisbon After Dark


  Night has come. Look round once more. The castle perched on the heights, the Graça, the towers of the old See Cathedral form, as it were, a huge altar-piece dotted everywhere with glimmering lights. Then there is the river and the shores beyond. To-night we will dine at the “Aviz.” You will never forget this celebrated palace, unrivalled in its rich adornment and good taste.


  After dinner we will go to a small popular theatre in the Park Mayer to see a Portuguese revue with several “turns” in which you will be able to admire picturesque regional costumes and gay folk-songs. Then we will again go up the Chiado. We look in at the “Rex” or the “York-Bar” for a glass of port, and then on to the “Retiro da Severa” to listen to the “Fado,” the sad song of this soft-hearted, sentimental people. We can pay a visit to the night-clubs—Maxim’s in all its grandeur and with its first-class attractions, or the “Arcadia.” A gallant adventure or an amusing flirtation may come your way here during the soft dalliance of a tango or a waltz.…


  I am going to see you to your hotel—the “Avenida Palace.” This first day in Lisbon must have dazed you. You will dream of caravels springing lightly from street corners and ancient fountains into the Tagus in search of fresh adventures; of the big Terreiro do Paço square, where pigeons and seagulls fraternise; of mingled impressions of happy hours; of figures and scenes witnessed during your stroll through the city; and, enwrapping all, you will hear in your dreams the tuneful cries of the street-sellers which form the musical background of Lisbon’s happy charm.


  Sights


  To-morrow, I will take you to the museums and to the Jeronimo’s Convent, where we will stop for a moment at the tombs of Vasco da Gama and Camoens. We will also ascend the Avenida de Liberdade (Liberty Avenue) and enter Edward VII Park, where I will show you the great cold greenhouse of the capital. Then you will visit the terraces and belvederes of the Monte and Santa Luzia, pass through the Estrela Gardens, admire the graceful and decorative silhouettes of the “Varinas” (fisherwomen) who are to be met with everywhere in Lisbon. You will hear their quaint sing-song cries, and, following them, you will find yourself in the interesting Praça da Figueira market. And now you must see Alfama. Lose your way in its labyrinth of typical narrow streets, note the alleys and side-streets of this curious district, which still maintains all the charm of the sixteenth century. You should go through it in the afternoon or evening. You will find a picturesque atmosphere and a population of workpeople who, on seeing you pass, may send the youngest child of the family to offer you a flower in token of welcome.


  Of Interest


  The newspaper offices in this district work feverishly all night long; from here, at break of dawn, numerous groups of light-footed newspaper boys start on their rounds, and the cries announcing their newspapers ring through the streets. If you have time you should also take a walk through the Mouraria, a district connected with many curious popular traditions, and Mandragoa, where you will see gathered together the fishwives and street vendors, whose graceful poise and lightsome gait remind one of a flight of seagulls. Then stay your steps a moment in the Caes do Sodré, where you will see the haunts of seafaring people, both foreign and national, and their bars and cafés—the “London,” the “Royal,” etc.


  Opposite the terrace of the “London” is the station from which the trains start for the Sunshine Coast. You can leave at any hour.


  Estoril


  An electric train will bear you rapidly to a zone of great panoramic beauty. Estoril, a world-famous resort with up-to-date hotels and an extraordinarily mild climate, is situated at a distance of fifteen miles from Lisbon, at the end of a long series of lovely, gay beaches. You can stay in restful comfort at this most highly reputed resort which is visited by tourists from all over the world, and from where you can make many charming excursions.


  There, on your right, is the “Palace Hotel,” next to the splendid baths, installed to facilitate the therapeutic use of the thermal springs. The glass-framed swimming bath is much appreciated for sport and for competition fêtes, and is a constant attraction to visitors. At the end of the park, built on English lines, is the Casino.


  Sports


  The Casino has ballrooms, exhibition rooms, a theatre, a cinema, and roulette and baccarat tables. It also possesses a restaurant and bar, and has a cosmopolitan atmosphere, with frequent fêtes, concerts and balls. The “great world” assembles there. The 18-hole golf links are among the best in the world and cover a vast area. The surrounding scenery is quite unique and varied in its beauty. H.M. King Edward VIII, when Prince of Wales, played on these links, as well as many other great men. Nearby are the riding and polo camps. In the park, in the Estoril Pavilion and the Cascaes sporting club, there are several tennis courts, with instructors. The naval hippodrome, where the horse-races are held, is seven and a half miles from here. In an annexe of the baths building the master-fencers of Portugal direct fencing matches that are enthusiastically played all the year round. In the riding school an able professor teaches ladies and children. There is also pigeon and plate shooting. The clear, calm waters of Tamariz, Conceição, and Rainha beaches—the latter at Cascaes—are excellent for swimming; outboards fly dizzily along, water polo is played, and light, white-sailed or rowing boats cut their way through the waters in lively regattas and boat races. You will come to know all these attractions from day to day, and afterwards you will visit the suburbs, on foot, by motor-car, train, or up-to-date motor-bus. The suburbs of Estoril include Carcavelos, the beach frequented by the English staff of the Submarine Cable Company established there; Parede, with its Solarium; and Cascaes, the former summer resort of the royal family, in whose citadel the President of the Republic now lives. If you should visit the museum of Conde de Castro Guimaraens, you will find there a notable library which contains the precious illuminated original copy of the famous chronicle about the first king of Portugal. You will go as far as the Marinha pine groves, the Guincho Beach, the Bôca do Inferno (Hell’s Mouth), a grand sight, and on to Cabo da Roca, the most western point of Europe. Then, through roads shaded by luxuriant vegetation and perfumed by the garden flowers of Portuguese style villas, you will return to Estoril.


  Refresh yourself with a whisky and soda on the Tamariz esplanade, thronged with visitors from all parts of the globe who have come to seek the marvellous warmth of the golden sun.


  Cintra


  At night, after dining at the “Palace,” or “Park” hotel, or at the “Paris,” “Atlantic,” “Italy,” “Miramar” or “Estrade,” you will dance in the Casino the latest foxtrot and inevitably find partners for a game of bridge. On the following day, take a taxi or a motor-bus and go to Cintra.


  It is quite near, about seven miles from Estoril. You must surely have heard of this world-famous spot. Lord Byron, who lived at Cintra and immortalised it in the stanzas of “Childe Harold,” wrote: “The little village of Cintra is perhaps the most beautiful place in the world. It possesses beauties of all kinds, natural and artificial; palaces and gardens built amidst rocks, waterfalls and precipices, convents erected on stupendous heights, and a distant view of the Tagus and the sea. It unites in itself all the wild scenery of the Western Highlands and the verdure of the south of France.”


  The Pena Palace


  Three hundred years B.C. the Celts erected here a temple dedicated to the Moon. Then, in 1147, when the Romans and the Arabs had passed on, the village was annexed to the kingdom of Portugal, and after the fifteenth century it became the favourite resort of the royal family and the court. See the royal palace, and its celebrated salons, and note especially the ceiling of the “Magpie Room,” where these birds are depicted holding a rose in one claw and the words “Por bem,” the motto of John I, written across their beaks. This motto and picture were designed to cast ridicule on the talkative and indiscreet ladies of the court. The Pena Palace faces the sea. It was from here that King Manuel I gazed anxiously towards the distant horizon awaiting the appearance of his caravels on their return voyage from India. The architecture of the palace is Gothic and Moorish, and there are turrets, battlements, buttresses, a drawbridge and, within, a splendid collection of art treasures. Richard Strauss, the subtle magician of sweet harmonies, when he was here, expressed the deep impression Pena Park had made on him in the following words: “This is the happiest day of my life. I know Italy, Sicily, Greece and Egypt, but have never seen anything that can be compared with Pena Park. It is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen. This is the real garden of Klingsor.”


  Then there is the Moorish castle, all the series of famous “quintas” or gardens of Cintra, the princely residence of the English nobleman Viscount of Monserrate. There is a daily air service from London to Cintra. The lovely suburbs of this marvellous spot include Colares and its tempting orchards; Adraga beach; the deep abyss of Pedra de Alvidrar; Praia das Maçãs (Apple Beach), a splendid winter resort; and Azenhas do Mar, with its curious promontory.


  Return to Estoril via Cascaes. Later you may go round the world and visit all centres of attraction—beaches, monuments, scenery—but this region, Estoril-Cintra-Cascaes, will remain engraven on your memory and in your heart for ever.


  SHORT TRIPS THROUGH THE PORTUGUESE PROVINCES


  You are going to stay a few days longer in my country, dear Lady. Portugal is no longer a source of surprises or of deceptive hopes. You are charmed. You have discovered new horizons, bathed in optimism and peaceful contentment. You have spent some happy days in Portugal, you are not overcome with fatigue and have had fresh interests to keep you constantly amused. Take a train and make a few excursions through the Portuguese provinces. In the first place, to Estremadura, near Lisbon; then to Mafra and its enormous monastery; to Tomar, which surrounds the old convent of Christ; to Caparica, an immense beach of rolling sands, situated betwixt the sea and some pinewoods; to the castle of Almourol, which rears its proud battlements above the waters of the Tagus. Make a short stay at Galdas da Rainha, and, in comfortable motor-buses, visit the suburbs; Obidos, a medieval village; Fôz do Arelho, which has a magnificent lagoon where wild fowl abound; San Martinho do Porto, a charming seaside resort which is a paradise for children; picturesque Nazareth, a fishing village. Visit the convent of Alcobaça and beside the marble tombs of Dona Inez de Castro and King Pedro, listen to the tale of their tragic love; stop at Batalha and take in all the beauty of the most wonderful religious monument that the Portuguese people possess. Here it was that, in 1385, the decisive battle which consolidated for ever the independence of my country was fought. The monastery of Saint Mary of Victory commemorates the event. I beg you to remember, as you pass through its aisles, that great kings of Portugal rest there, while near them in the chapter-room lies an unknown son of the people under a bare slab, engraved with the glorious words: “Portugal, renowned for ever on the seas, on land and amongst the nations, to the unknown soldier who died for his country.”


  Pass through Leiria and visit Coimbra, city of arts and monuments, and Portugal’s most ancient university centre. See the gardens, arches, porticoes and cloisters of this excellent touring centre. Seek the Penedo da Saudade, the Stone of Memories, and the Meditation Stone, the Garden of Tears (Quinta das Lagrimas) and the Lapa dos Esteios; go through the woods of Choupal and Canas Valley, see the Botanic Gardens and the gardens of Santa Cruz. Enjoy the calm atmosphere of this town. The Machado de Castro Museum, the pulpit in the church of Santa Cruz, the University, its chapel and precious library, the Sê Velhà must not be omitted from the traveller’s programme. Afterwards, installed at the “Astoria” hotel, the “Avenida,” the “Coimbra,” “Braganza,” or “Central,” you will organise your excursions to the suburbs: Figueira da Foz, a large seaside resort with a cosmopolitan atmosphere, Penacova, a region of vineyards and orange groves, situated between deep valleys and ravines, Louzan and its mountain, a locality favoured by artists. In the evening, after your return to Coimbra, have a look at the cafès and bars of this town, where a romantic spirit prevails. You will hear in the moonlit streets, or on the banks of the river Mondego, a group of students in long black cloaks singing the melancholy serenades of Coimbra to the accompaniment of guitars or violas.


  A Bit of History


  On the following day you will find yourself at Bussaco, eleven miles from Coimbra. Bussaco is an historic spot renowned also for its beauty. It was here that, in 1810, Lord Wellington, in command of British and Portuguese troops, routed General Massena’s army after a fierce battle in which the allies distinguished themselves by acts of signal bravery. Some impressive tilings and a monument will recall this glorious event to your mind, as after passing through Luso, a bright watering place, you proceed to the “Palace.” This was once a royal castle, but is now a monumental luxury hotel, and considered to be the best in Portugal. The “Palace” is a comfortable and beautiful nest situated in the very heart of a magnificent forest. In Luso you will find a casino, swimming-baths, tennis and other pastimes. In the Bussaco Forest, with its ancient monastery, romantic chapels, shrines built on verdant slopes, grottoes, fountains, rocks and the protective shade of its enormous trees, you will thoroughly enjoy a marvellous climb amid picturesque and dazzlingly varied scenery.


  Curia, a modern thermal resort surrounded by high mountain ranges, is at half-an-hour’s distance from Bussaco. The baths and the high-class “Palace” hotel at this gay resort have justly won fame.


  Oporto


  You will arrive at Oporto (San Bento station), the second city of Portugal, after passing through a region that is almost disturbing in the opulence and variety of its natural beauty. You have already passed Espinho and Granja beaches, so different from each other in their attractions; you have visited Aveiro and floated gaily down its lovely “ria” in the decorative “moliceiro” boats, a kind of gondola but far less melancholy, with Phoenician sails that cut like wings through the transparent blue air; you have seen Vizeu, an old Portuguese burgh, and Serra da Estrela, an industrial centre near Covilha. There, at a height of 2,000 feet, you were able to ski and enjoy all the snow sports amid magnificent scenery. You will have stayed for a while at Penhas da Saude, Portas dos Herminios, Saint Antony’s Nave in the Biornos mountains, which are covered with dawrf broom, at Cantaros, then at Planalto da Torre, the highest point in Portugal. You saw lakes and waterfalls, granite rocks, and, down below, at the foot of the mountain, a stretch of dense forest. You looked further and saw Unhais da Serra, Caremulo, Canas de Senhorim, where the “Urgueirica” hotel is much patronised by English people, who stay there for long periods; Abrunhoza and its splendid establishment for rest cures, a model institution of its kind; and you also saw many other villages whose clusters of white houses brighten up the enormous stretches of verdure—forests, moors and orchards—covering the surrounding valleys and mountain slopes.


  Oporto, as you see, differs widely from Lisbon in appearance.


  Life rolls on calmly in this city, whose chief aim is to progress. It devotes itself to the intensive labour of an important industrial and commercial centre. But feverish activity here has attained an exact and regular rhythm. It is worth while, as you walk through the streets, to stop now and then and look round; your interest in scenes and colourful local customs will be rewarded. You will be charmed with the quaint boats called “rabelos” which you see floating down the Douro in festive groups, with billowing white sails. They transport from all this region the port wine that will be placed in the cellars and warehouses of Oporto, and later, ripened and mellowed by a few years’ storage, sent to all parts of the world, to be drunk at the tables of kings and commoners, in smart bars and in popular coffee-houses where it always occupies a place of honour.


  “Violently Picturesque”


  The special character of the northern capital reveals itself at a glance if you look from the Gaya side at its rough, vigorous outlines, and another aspect is revealed when you see the narrow, steep, dirty streets and alleys of Barrêdo, or the poverty-stricken districts of Sê and Miragaia. These places are violently picturesque, seeming almost to belong to some other world—their atmosphere is somewhat like that of certain streets in the neighbourhood of the London Docks, very similar to the poorer quarters of Naples or New York. There is an air of mystery and adventure about these streets, where you can hardly see the sky between the tiled roofs that almost meet, scarcely allowing the passage of the sun’s rays to brighten the wretched lives of those who exist in these districts. But let us forget this nightmare and seek the exuberant light of optimism near the river, whose waters rush eagerly to meet their comrade the ocean, which is little more than two miles away. The boatmen of the “rabelos” have allowed you to taste their savoury “caldeirada” (fish-hash), and now you are going to lunch at the “Escondidinho.” Afterwards there is a brief programme of visits to be carried out. The Stock Exchange and its Moorish rooms seem to await the coming of Scheherazade. Crossing the Avenida dos Aliados you will come to some buildings with ancient windows and crumbling doors, through which mediaeval kings passed when preparing for the total conquest of the country. Then go to the Soares dos Reis museum; admire the statue “Exiled”; note the bust of Julio Diniz, facing, the Maternity Hospital, and stop for a moment in the Lapa Cemetery, near the modest tomb of Camilo Castelo Branco. An amiable cicerone will explain these things to you—the statue “Exiled” and the works of the two novelists.


  Excursions


  Pass through avenues and squares and spend a whole afternoon in the Passeio Alegre at Foz do Douro, seeing the city from a fresh angle. Then start on a series of lovely excursions as far as the high Minho. Pay a visit to Leça, Vila do Conde, a seaside resort where you will buy exquisite pillow-lace, and Povoa do Varzim, where you will be able to rest at the grand Casino after strenuous hours among the crowds watching the religious processions held at this festive season. See Ancora Beach, a level stretch of fine, golden sand on the bank of a river that carries as an offering to the gigantic friendly sea the perfume of a country-side bathed in beauty. Go to Viana do Castelo, heart of the Minho, garden of Portugal, On the heights of Santa Luzia’s Mount you will forget Mount Pelegrino. The panorama before you impresses you as being almost artificial in its unexpected and lovely effects. A few days hence, in mid-August, the picturesque festivals known as the “Festas da Agonia” will be held here. You will go to Braga next, a town of historic monuments, old houses, churches and ancient buildings which recall other eras and other civilisations. There you enter the twelfth-century cathedral and climb to Bom Jesus, a celebrated and very beautiful sanctuary on the crest of a mountain, and the culminating point of a marvellous stairway which has on every flight a group of life-size sculptured figures representing the various stages of the Passion of Our Lord.


  Here, as everywhere else on the route you follow, there are excellent hotels and amusements. You will not stay long at Gerez, Taipas or Caldelas, quiet, perfumed, beauty-spots of the Minho province. You must not, however, leave Guimaraens without going up to the Penha and Saint Torcato. These are enclosed in an immense ring of mountains or “Serras,” only broken by the sea which is seen in the distance. Descend the mountain-slope, and after a short walk you will come to the walls of a medieval castle. There, eight centuries ago, Portugal had its genesis.


  The first king was born within those crumbling, sacred walls that sheltered the initial germ from which a race was to spring. At successive periods in their history the Portuguese nation prospered, establishing their independence by heroic deeds of war. Then began their adventurous search for new worlds, and the discovery of islands and continents that were till then wrapped in a veil of mystery and terror. They were the first to cross unknown oceans and to carry civilisation to distant lands in all parts of the globe, leaving indelible traces of a nation’s personality. And the twentieth century finds in Portugal not a spent country, but one that is energetically testing its renewed strength in an effort to ensure its future. And because of this, I hope you will look with the same tenderness at these venerable walls of the castle of Guimaraens as if you were bending over a bird’s nest or a child’s cradle.


  Your Snaps


  Now on the quay, before your departure, let me have a look at your collection of photographs.


  Here we have pictures of “saloios” (peasants) from Estremadura, rustic people returning to their hamlets from market who, on meeting you, saluted you with the kindly greeting: “God be with you”; here is a shepherd from the Serra da Estrela, muffled up in his winter clothes, with sheepskin trousers, and a long crook, standing among his sheep and dogs; and here is a capucheira from the Beira Alta district; some girls from Minho in their picturesque costumes; the “campinos” from Ribatejo, with their typical crimson “coffee-bag” headgear and knee breeches, mounted on fiery horses from the pasture lands, and, in the distance, restless groups of wild bulls; here is an amusing picture of a typical Oporto street with a bullock-cart and its high ornamental yoke. I see you took a photograph of the “tricanas” (typical Coimbra girls) and students of Coimbra; girls reaping in Alemtejo, and several scenes from a procession near Lisbon. This is a picture of the group of “Zé Pereiras,” the men with the big drums, whom you saw in Braga announcing the festivals to be held on St. John’s Eve; and these here are fishermen and women from Nazareth, in their characteristic gay clothes. I see you are taking home quite a collection of the varied, decorative costumes of the Portuguese provinces. Not even the women of Algarve with their curious hoods (“biocos”) are missing. Had you come at the end of January, you could have spent a few days at Praia da Rocha, where many English people live, and you would then have seen the wonderful sight of almond trees in bloom.


  Before you leave, let me impress upon you not to miss spending New Year’s Eve in Madeira, the lovely Pearl of the Atlantic; you should also see St. Michael’s Island, the most recent Portuguese discovery for foreign tourists.


  Your steamer is about to sail. Climb to the highest deck and big good-bye to Lisbon. Learn one other Portuguese word—saudade. You will soon understand its meaning when, in a few days’ time, you think of this country with gentle melancholy for having left it so soon, a melancholy tempered by the wistful pleasure of sorting out your memories of it.


  Good-bye. Good Luck.


  I kiss your hands,


  LUIZ TEIXEIRA.


  P.S.—The average temperature in Portugal is 12.5 degrees C. in the winter and 21 degrees in the summer.


  INFORMATION


  Consult the Annuario Turismo, written in English.


  All detailed information in connection with a visit to Portugal will be supplied at the following addresses:


  LONDON:


  Casa de Portugal, 20, Regent Street, S.W.1. Telephone: Whitehall 4671.


  Thomas Cook & Son’s Offices.


  PARIS:


  Casa de Portugal, 7 Rue Scribe-Paris. Telephone: Central 4459. Telegraphic Address: “Caravela, Paris.”


  Thomas Cook & Son, Place de la Madeleine 2; Rue de la Paix 18, Rue Rivoli 150, Avenue des Champs Elysées 120.


  Cie Internacionale des Wagons-Lits et des Grands Express Européens, Boulevard des Capucines 14; Avenue des Champs Elysées 38.


  Office de Tourisme des Guides Bleus, Boulevard Saint-Germain 79.


  PORTUGAL (LISBOA):


  Nacional Council of Tourism, Ministry of the Interior, Praça do Comercio.


  Sociedade de Propaganda de Portugal, Rua Garrett 103-20. Telephone 23972.


  Automobile Club of Portugal, Tourism Committee, Largo do Calhariz. Telephone 20245.


  Companhia dos Caminhos de Ferro Portugueses, Estação do Rossio, First Floor. Telephones 24142-24145. Estação do Terreiro do Paço 24036.


  Sindicato de Iniciativa e de Turismo em Portugal La (SITEP), Praca de D. Pedro 93, Third Floor. Telephone 20267.


  Wagon-Lits World’s Organization for Voyages (Cook & Son’s Lisbon Agency), Rua do Carmo 87-C. Telephones 25375-25376. Telegraphic Address: “Sleeping.”


  THE PROVINCES:


  In all tourist centres apply to the local tourist offices.
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  ITALY


  I—THE RAILWAYS


  Past


  IN the long dead, palmy days of peace the traveller who was sufficiently imbued with a love of Antiquity and the Renaissance, and also sufficiently reckless to visit the strange, romantic and lovely but mildly suspicious and wholly unreliable world of the Apennine Peninsula, was bound to be warned about the railways. More experienced travellers would regale him or her with interesting stories about the Venice-Rome train which ought to have reached the Eternal City at midnight and did not arrive under the glass roof of the Termini Station till seven in the morning, or about the Milan-Florence express which refused to start until three hours after the scheduled time. Naples and cholera, Messina and earthquakes, counterfeit soldos and lire, Fra Diavolo, the terrible Borgia popes, the camorra of Naples and the catacombs of Rome—all these things were used as the ingredients of a devil’s brew of alarming legends about Italy, so that the English or American tourist set out on a journey to that sunny country with the same misgiving as if they were going to darkest Africa.


  Present


  Ten years ago this romantic but most unhealthy and uncomfortable world vanished. The foreign tourist travels by trains that run punctually to schedule; the hotelier, porter, taxi-driver cannot cheat him, for any attempt to do so entails penalties that would cripple these gentry for life. The foreigner in Italy is a welcome and pampered guest, and this has remained entirely unaffected by recent political events.


  The State Railways do everything in their power to facilitate the foreign visitor’s stay in the country by granting him various concessions. Fare reductions range from 50 to 70 per cent., according to the itinerary selected by the traveller. Nowadays none but those who are determined to be placed under tutelage pay full fares on the Italian railways. The official Italian tourist traffic organisation—the E.N.I.T.—periodically publish a list of concessions, which can be consulted at any travel bureau. Generally, the Italian railways allow a reduction of 50 per cent. on return tickets in the case of individuals, and one of 75 per cent. in the case of parties of not fewer than eight persons. In addition, 30 per cent. is allowed on touring tickets which are valid for from eight to fifteen days. It is an important condition of these concessions that the foreign visitor can only enjoy them if he stays in the country for at least a week. But, of course, it would not be worth anybody’s while to go to Italy for less than a week.


  Types of Trains


  Although all trains run well and to time, the “rapido,” composed of first and second class carriages, is best. “Rapido” trains only stop at the more important towns and travel at speeds of from forty to sixty miles an hour. Reduced fares are valid on the “rapido” trains, but excess fares have to be paid according to the distance run. Considering the speed and comfort the “rapido” offers the traveller the excess fare is small and does not exceed 40 lire even for the longest distances. The next best type of train is the slower, but quite good, “direttissimo.” The “diretto” is still slower, while the most humble positions in the hierarchy of trains are occupied by the “accelerato,” the “omnibus” and the “misto.” The two latter types can only be recommended to those who do not like to travel at greater speeds than about twenty miles an hour and are particularly enamoured of signal-boxes and the flower-beds of wayside stations. For the “accelerate,” “omnibus” and “misto” stop at all such places and in view of this leisurely mode of progression it sometimes happens that these trains are late. For those who can afford it, there are sleeping-car trains between the large towns. The cost of a sleeping-car ticket, including tips, is from 100 to 130 lire.


  Railway Restaurant Service


  On “rapido” and “direttissimo” trains there is always a restaurant car at the principal meal times. Prices are fairly moderate, lunch or dinner, including wine and tips, costing about 20 to 22 lire. Those who cannot afford this amount can lunch or dine magnificently out of a “cestino” or “nose-bag.” The “cestino” is a paper bag containing a complete lunch or dinner, and the price is only 7 to 10 lire.


  On some routes a portion of “pasta asciutta,” the indispensable hors d’œuvre of Italian principal meals, is also included. The “cestino” meal itself consists of meat, cheese, an orange or other fruit, one or two pastries and wine. A small tin fork for boiled paste, salt, a toothpick and a cardboard cup for the wine, are provided in the “cestino,” but no knife.


  At first the foreign visitor will find it queer to see, round midday, six or eight people in his compartment lunching out of a bag resting on their knees, perhaps wrestling with a sizable chicken bone, but later he will get used to this sight.


  A warning in connection with the “cestino”: do not buy them, except at the big stations. The “nose-bags” of Turin, Rome, Milan, Venice and Florence stations are noted for their excellence. At the smaller stations, where few “nose-bags” are sold, it is a matter of luck what you get. If you are a gambler you may purchase your lunch at such stations, but careful people are advised to refrain.


  Sleep in Trains


  In one respect all Italian trains are alike: they are always crowded. Owing to the low fares everybody is travelling, and after a night spent on a train the foreign visitor might be under the impression that the entire Italian people has suddenly decided to migrate. This passion is not limited to certain hours. You may arrive at a small station at three o’clock in the morning and the chances are that even at that unearthly hour a number of people will board your train. Unless you are a special favourite of fortune do not expect to get any sleep in a second or third class compartment. Thus if you can afford it—and if sleeping-cars are above your means—it is best to travel first class at night.


  “Milizia Ferroviaria”


  But if you have any complaint to make, whether it concerns the crowded condition of the train or the conductor, or anything else, remember that every train carries a special representative of the State in the person of a black-shirted, green-uniformed member of the “milizia ferroviaria” (railway militia), to whom you can always turn with confidence. He may not be able to speak English, but within five minutes he will find someone among the passengers who can, bring him to you, and attend to your complaint. The fact that he carries a revolver and looks as grim as if he were just going into battle, need not worry you. If you saw how mothers entrust babies of four or five to his care, and how tenderly the militiaman looks after them, any prejudice you may harbour against him would instantly evaporate. If the train stops at any station for a long time and you wish to alight without leaving your luggage unguarded, you need only say to the militiaman: “Vuol avere la gentillezza di star attento al mio bagaglio?” (“Will you be good enough to look after my luggage?”), after which you can leave the train in the certainty that all will be well. If, upon your return, you say to the blackshirt “Molto grazie, signore,” you will have done all that is expected of you for his services. Do not attempt to offer him a tip, for he will refuse it in any case. Mussolini once said that the man who guards a cheese warehouse is also serving his country; and the railway militiaman, in keeping an eye on your luggage and thereby contributing to the wellbeing of a foreign visitor to Italy, also feels that he is not only doing you a favour but also serving his country.


  Telegraph Service of Trains


  There is a charming custom in connection with railway travel in Italy. The departing traveller sends a telegram to his friends from the train and they respond in a similar manner. If you wish to send a telegram from the train, you need only approach the conductor.


  Porters, etc.


  Arrived at your destination you lean out of the window and shout “Facchino!” whereupon a porter will come up to you and take charge of your luggage. As a special precaution you may note his number, though this is hardly necessary nowadays. If you wish to drive to a hotel by taxi, say to the porter “Tarsi!”; if by horse cab, say “Carozza!” But if you have booked in advance at some hotel, then tell the porter the name of the hotel. The porters of the local hotels are sure to be waiting at the station, and any one of them will direct you. Some hotels have omnibuses waiting at the station, and these are naturally cheaper than taxis or horse cabs. The railway porter will be perfectly satisfied if you pay him the obligatory rate of one lira per suitcase and half a lira for smaller items of luggage, with a tip of one lira in addition. Should the porter exhibit signs of dissatisfaction, you may quite safely swear at him in your own native tongue. You are bound to score an immediate success.


  Taxis


  During the day—owing to Sanctions—an extra charge of 90 centisimi is made in addition to the tariff shown by the clock. After 10 p.m. an extra charge is made for luggage—generally one lira per item. During the first few days of your visit to Italy, if there should arise a difference of opinion between yourself and the taxi-driver, you will do well to invite the assistance of the hotel porter.


  II—WHAT THE MOTORIST MUST KNOW


  Documents


  The Italian roads are to-day the best on the Continent. From the Alps right down to the southernmost part of Sicily the whole of the Apennine Peninsula is covered by a network of asphalted roads, and there is a whole series of autostradas where motorists can disport themselves to their hearts’ content. The motorist entering Italy must possess four different documents, obtainable from the car owner’s club in his home country. These documents, designated in French, which is the international language in the motoring world, are as follows:


  1. Carnet de passage en douane.


  2. Permis international de conduire.


  3. Certificat international de vie.


  4. Carnet fiscale.


  Naturally, in addition to the above, the motorist must also have a passport.


  Foreign cars may be run in Italy for one year without liability to customs duty or taxation.


  Cheap Petrol for Visitors


  Owing to Sanctions the price of petrol in Italy has experienced a considerable rise in recent months. At present it amounts to nearly four lire per litre. In order not to frighten away foreign motorists, the Italian Government has fixed cheaper petrol prices for them. Cheap petrol can only be purchased with so-called “petrol coupons” by foreign owner-drivers who have already purchased a certain number of “hotel coupons” (see chapter dealing with hotels). Omnibuses and lorries are excluded from this concession. Those who have purchased hotel coupons for a stay of fifteen days receive a 40 per cent. remission of the petrol tax, while those whose hotel coupons cover a stay of ninety days are accorded a reduction of 80 per cent. Petrol coupons may be purchased at the following frontier stations from E.N.I.T. offices: Grimaldi, Piena, San Dalmazzo, Argentera, Claviere, Modane, Molaretto, Little St. Bernard, Great St. Bernard, Domodossola, Iselle, P. Ribellasca, Piaggio Valmara, P. Tresa, Porto Ceresio, Zenna, Bizzarone, Lanzi d’Intelvi, Gaggiolo, Clivio, Fornasette, P. Chiasso, Spulga, Villa di Chiavenna, Tirano, San Candido, Resia, Stelvio, Tubre, Brennero, Tarvisio, Fusine, Gruden, Postumia, Trieste, Genoa, Naples, Venice, Palermo, Bari, Brindisi.


  Each petrol coupon is for ten litres of petrol and the motorist may purchase two coupons in respect of each day he intends spending in Italy. Thus motor tours must be so arranged that the total consumption of petrol should not exceed twenty litres per day. Further particulars in this connection are contained in the leaflet handed to the motorist at the frontier stations together with the petrol coupons.


  Garages, Service Stations


  Every hotel of any size has a garage, while service stations or repair shops are to be found even in the smallest villages. There is a more than adequate number of service stations along the main roads. We invite the attention of motorists to the motor bridge at Venice, which makes it possible for the motorist to take his car into the centre of the city, where it can be accommodated at an up-to-date garage.


  Traffic Regulations


  Traffic moves on the right side of the road, cutting in must be effected from the left. In the large towns hooting is prohibited. There is no speed limit in built-up areas; everyone may drive as fast as he likes. But if the motorist causes an accident he may have to pay heavy damages and may, in addition, be imprisoned “for a period not exceeding five years”! The motorist is advised to be extremely careful, in case of accident, even if it amounts to no more than bending the mudguard of another, to stop immediately and discuss the matter with the driver of the other car, and in case he knocks down anyone, to take the victim to the nearest doctor. The rendering of immediate help will be regarded as an extenuating circumstance in case of further proceedings, whereas the motorist who tries to vanish from the scene of the accident is severely punished.


  III—ITALIAN SHIPS


  Since the War there has been fierce competition between all the sea powers in the building of the most beautiful, up-to-date and comfortable passenger ships. Naturally, this competition has produced many advantages for the travelling public. During the past ten years Italy, which before the War could not compete with England, America, Holland, Germany and France, has built a fleet of liners not only equal but in some respects superior to those of her competitors.


  To-day Italian ships carry passengers to all parts of the world. The traveller desiring to take a sea cruise will do well to travel by an Italian ship, as, on the one hand, Italian ships are cheaper and, on the other hand, they are equipped with every modern comfort, while the food is proverbially excellent. Naturally, the crews of the bigger ships speak English and French as well as their own native tongue. The Mediterranean cruises organised by the Italian shipping companies are particularly popular, as they offer a most pleasant holiday extending from two to four weeks at a ridiculously low cost.


  IV—PASSPORT, CUSTOMS, CURRENCY


  Every visitor to Italy must possess a valid passport. In matters relating to passports, customs duties or to anything connected with public order or with the interests of the State, the Italian authorities are extremely strict. It is therefore most inadvisable not to declare any tobacco, sweets, chocolates, alcohol, new underwear or new playing cards which the traveller may be carrying in addition to his or her own clothes and other personal effects. If you are caught in the attempt of smuggling into the country dutiable goods—even a packet of cigarettes or a box of cigars—the article in question will be confiscated and, in addition, you will be severely fined. A box of cigarettes, cigars or chocolate that has already been broken will pass, but duty must be paid on unbroken boxes.


  Arms


  Firearms may only be brought into the country, whether by road, rail, or sea, with a special permit. Foreign permits to possess firearms are invalid. The possession of firearms without a permit is punished with great severity, and if you refuse to part with your revolver even during your stay in Italy you may be exposing yourself to a great deal of unpleasantness. However, you may be sure that you will not need a revolver in Italy, unless it is your intention to hold up the cashier of a bank.


  If you carry currency or a letter of credit, the amount must be marked in your passport by the customs at the frontier. Foreign currency should only be changed at a first-class bank, or at the branches of one. Such banks are: Banca Commerciale, Credito Italiano, Banco di Roma, Banco di Napoli, Banco di Sicilia, Banco di Sto Spirito, Banca d’Italia, and a few big provincial banks. The paper money in circulation includes banknotes for 1,000, 500, 100 and 50 lire and Treasury Notes for 10 lire. The 500 and 100 lire banknotes may easily be mixed up, and care must therefore be taken in handling them. The traveller will have no trouble with gold coins, for the simple reason that there are no gold coins in circulation.


  On the other hand, extreme care is counselled in the matter of silver coins and small change. Silver coins for 20, 10 and 5 lire are in general circulation, and all three are extensively counterfeited. The 20 lire coin is particularly dangerous, and you are advised not to accept it in any circumstances. You may have carefully tested the coin and found its timbre just right; yet if you try to pay with it in a shop it will be weighed on a cunningly constructed little device and may be returned to you as counterfeit. Silver coins which produce a dull or hollow sound when thrown on a hard surface should always be refused. Two lire, 1 lira and half-lira nickels should also be accepted only if they are entirely satisfactory, and the same applies to coppers of 10 and 5 centesimi. These are also counterfeited, though not so extensively as silver coins. As nickel and silver coins may sometimes be mixed up, it is advisable to keep them in separate pockets.


  V—A FEW DON’TS


  In deciding to travel to Italy you are probably prompted by a desire to visit a new world. Do not, therefore, be surprised if on crossing the frontier into Italy you encounter people and customs that seem strange to you and may not be pleasant at first. But, then, had you wanted to enjoy your usual environment you would have stayed at home. The general code of behaviour is practically the same all over the civilised world, with a few local variations. In Italy, as everywhere else, there are pleasant and unpleasant, courteous and discourteous people. Generally speaking, the Italian is very courteous and always pleased to assist the foreign visitor. If you encounter the exception to this rule, ask yourself, with your hand on your heart, whether your own country is entirely peopled by angels.


  No Politics, Please!


  It may easily happen that as you cross the frontier you will find yourself in a crowd of Italian travellers, and you are therefore advised not to talk politics. If your fellow travellers broach the subject, tell them that you are neither an Ambassador nor a Minister of Foreign Affairs, and that you are more interested in Fra Angelico or Leonardo da Vinci than in politics. Naturally, it is not my intention to influence you to suppress your views, nor does anyone in Italy demand this. But politics are a delicate subject and I am sure you do not wish to get into difficulties on account of a misinterpreted remark. So leave politics alone. If you wish to enjoy your stay in Italy to the full, do not be too critical and bear in mind that every nation is touchy about its past, present and future, and proud of its art, its science, its leaders, footballers and other sportsmen. The Italians are intensely so.


  Once, after enthusing for half an hour about Italy, I began to talk about the latest international football match, remarking that Orsi (one of the most famous Italian footballers) had played somewhat roughly. This remark was received in frigid silence, then one of the company sharply observed that I was always criticising the Italians. So, if you wish to be popular in Italy, say nothing about the Italians unless you feel like praising them. Keep your criticisms to yourself, bearing in mind that every nation has its peculiarities.


  Subjects to Avoid


  There are a few subjects that should not be mentioned at all in the presence of Italians. These subjects include everything relating to freedom in married life, the emancipation of women, divorce, and child education. Do not attempt to discuss birth control. In Italy a woman who has no children is regarded as a strange and rather superfluous creature. The fact itself may be overlooked, but to defend such immorality is as rude as to expectorate on the floor.


  Superstitions


  You have no doubt heard that superstition plays a considerable part in Italy, particularly among the common people. The Italians laugh at superstition, but in reality they proceed on the principle that it cannot hurt them to act in accordance with the various superstitions.


  The following are a few of the more “important” superstitions.


  You must never, never place a hat on a bed, walk under a ladder, open an umbrella indoors, marry or invite guests on a Tuesday or Friday, and you must avoid everything connected with the number seventeen. Some Italians swear that a humpbacked woman brings misfortune, while a humpbacked man brings luck. Young girls count themselves extremely lucky if they can pass between two carabinieri. The carabinieri are soldiers on police duty, and according to regulations they must walk close together. If there happens to be a gap between them young girls slip through, in order to be lucky.


  This is important! If you have an upset of some kind, if you miss your train, forget your powder puff or clothes brush, do not advertise the fact that “of course, this would happen to me” and do not enumerate all your past misfortunes, for the Italians have a superstitious fear of “unlucky people” who, by their mere presence, may transmit this quality to other people. It happens even to-day that such Jonahs are treated almost as untouchables. The only sure remedy against the contamination of their presence is to touch iron—a key, a pair of scissors or the like.


  In polite society in Italy a man salutes a married woman—but not a girl—by kissing her hand. The general mode of salutation since the advent of Mussolini has been the raising of the right arm, a very attractive gesture, and also convenient. You do not crumple your hat and you need not shake hands with everybody, which is a blessing in the hot summer months. It is a universally accepted custom to salute a funeral cortege or a military flag. Even if you are a foreigner, salute the Italian flag, thereby paying homage to those Italians who have died for their country.


  VI—HOTELS AND STREETS


  If you are a newspaper reader—and I assume that you are—you may be doubtful as to whether you ought to travel at all “in view of the present political situation.” Or perhaps you are thinking that you ought to give Italy a miss, since, owing to Sanctions you have doubts as to the quality of the food and other comforts. Let me reassure you. You can still obtain in Italy everything you may desire, from your favourite brand of Scotch whisky to Strasbourg pâté a foi gras and, if you can afford it, from swallow’s nest soup to kumis. At hotels you will receive the same excellent service as in the midst of the palmiest days of peace.


  It is rather difficult to speak of the Italian hotel. The hotel industry is in a high state of development and there are establishments—from luxury hotels to modest pensions—to satisfy all pockets. The E.N.I.T. each year publishes a list of all the Italian hotels, giving the, maximum prices for rooms and board. The “hotel coupons” issued by the E.N.I.T. offices are very convenient to the foreign traveller. The coupons are accepted by hotels everywhere in lieu of cash, and the foreign tourist can only obtain cheap petrol in Italy if he has purchased a certain number of these coupons. Unless there is some special event and all hotel accommodation is booked several weeks ahead, it is possible—and worth while—to haggle over the price of rooms and board.


  To those who are averse to experimenting I recommend the pension system. This is somewhat cheaper than renting a room at a hotel and feeding outside, though the pension method has the disadvantage that it prevents the traveller from getting acquainted with the interesting little restaurants of the various Italian cities. Those who travel economically are advised to rent a room only, thus preserving their freedom to feed where they like and at prices they can afford. Breakfast can be had—at a cost of two lire—at the stalls or bars to be found at every street corner, while lunch and dinner can be obtained at any small restaurant at from 6 to 10 lire.


  Tips


  Tips are added to the bill in most hotels, restaurants and cafés, the addition varying between 10 and 15 per cent, of the basic amount of the bill. In theory additional gratuities are prohibited, but I have yet to meet a waiter who refuses to accept a tip. But whether you offer a tip or not is entirely up to you.


  Permit


  It is important that, before leaving your lodgings, you should ascertain whether the so-called “soggiorno”—a permit to stay in the country, which must be obtained by your hotel or boarding-house—is in your pocket. Without a passport or “soggiorno” no one—neither man nor woman—must go out. It may happen that you are asked by a policeman in the street to prove your identity, and it is convenient if you are able to do so on the spot, by means of your documents. If you are a woman travelling alone, it will most probably happen in the various Italian cities that men of all ages and conditions will accost you, making compliments and offering to accompany you. If you are averse to this sort of thing, it is best simply to ignore all such attempts. Accosting women in the street is a fast disappearing relic of a previous era, and you may regard it as an exotic custom such as hashish smoking in Eastern countries.


  Traffic


  Street traffic, as stated in the chapter on motoring, is right-handed. On trams and buses you board at the back and alight in front. If you are not in a hurry I can recommend the “carozza,” a quaint horse cab in which you can ride round the town at your leisure. During your ride you may wish to telephone. The telephone is automatic and you must dial the number you require yourself. The manipulation of the public telephones is somewhat involved, and as you might never learn it unaided you are advised to note the following: There is a box with a slot at the top of the telephone. Insert in this slot a fifty centissimi piece, but only half-way. You now dial the number you require. If you hear an intermittent buzz, that means that the line is engaged. If you hear the word “Pronto” push the coin in entirely. The word “pronto” is not a swear word. It means “I am ready” and is used instead of “Hello!”


  VII—WHAT TO EAT IN ITALY


  Before proceeding to enumerate special local dishes, I consider it important to refer to certain essentials in connection with the Italian cuisine. Italian cooking is only decried by people who have never been to Italy themselves and have only heard about the “oily” Roman dishes from the cousin of their uncle’s friend. It will probably interest you to know that Italian dishes, in addition to being very appetising, are considered by medical opinion to be among the healthiest. Below I give the names of a few Italian dishes which are obtainable at any Italian restaurant, trattoria and even osteria.


  If you see the word Ristorante on the sign-board of an eating-house you will know that it is a place capable of satisfying the more exacting requirements in regard to quality, service and price. The trattoria and osteria are smaller, more homely places, though sometimes the food is far better in these establishments, and certainly much cheaper, than in the large restaurants. Bottiglieria means wine shop. In such places the food—if served at all—is of secondary importance. The important thing is the wine. Fish should not be ordered except at seaside towns or places close to the sea.


  The Best Eats


  We now come to the Italian dishes. If you wish to begin a meal with a good hors d’œuvre, order antipasto. If you like it cold, say antipasto freddo; if warm, say antipasto caldo. The following is a list of the more important Italian dishes:


  SOUPS (Zuppe).


  Bouillon = brodo.


  Bouillon with vermicelli, rice, vegetables = minestra in brodo.


  Vegetable soup = minestrone (cold if desired).


  Vermicelli and bean soup = pasta e fagioli.


  Fish soup = zuppa di pesce.


  DRY PASTES (Paste Asciutte).


  Stuffed with meat = ravioli.


  Stuffed with winkles = spaghetti a vongole.


  With meat and tomato sauce = paste al ragu.


  Baked in rolls = maccheroni al gratin.


  FISH (Pesce).


  Small fried fish (octopi, etc.) = fritto di mare.


  Raw cockles = frutta di mare.


  Other excellent Italian fish specialities = baccala, triglie, dentice, merluzzo, cefalo.


  Crab = gambero or (on the Adriatic) scampi.


  MEATS.


  Grilled beef = bistecca ai ferri.


  Beef with ham and cheese = bistecca alla bolognese.


  Veal and ham = salt’in bocca (Roman speciality).


  Beef in tomato sauce = carne al ragu.


  Chicken = pollo.


  Roast = pollo arrosto.


  Boiled = pollo a lesso.


  SALADS (Insalate).


  Green salad = insalate verde.


  Paprika, cauliflower and artichoke salad in vinegar = giardiniera.


  Mixed salad = insalata mista.


  VEGETABLES (Verdure).


  Artichokes = carciofi.


  French beans = fagiolini.


  Tomatoes = pommodoro.


  Cauliflower = carolfiore.


  Other fried and boiled vegetable specialities; finocchi, broccoli romani (boiled), melenzani, zucchini.


  CHEESE (Formaggi).


  High, green cheese = gorgonzola.


  Fatty = bel paese.


  Elastic = mozarella.


  Other specialities: Parmiggiano, provolone.


  FRUIT (Frutta).


  Oranges = aranci.


  Tangerines = Mandarina.


  Apples = mele.


  Pears = pere.


  Figs = fichi.


  Preserved = frutta cotta.


  WINES (Vini).


  Dry = asciutto, secco.


  Sweet = dolce.


  (a) WHITE WINES.


  Frascati, Orvieto, “Est, est, est,” Capri scala, Lacrima Christi, Vini dei Castelli Romani, Malvasia.


  (b) RED WINES.


  Chianti (table wine), Aleatico, Graviano.


  Beer is obtainable at all the large establishments. Both Italian and foreign beers are available. On the other hand I warn you against Italian champagne, the “spumante.” Excellent as the Italian white and red wines are, the champagnes made from them are very bad. A few good types of liqueur are also made in Italy, such as the strong strega, the kümmel grappa and ferne, which is useful for indigestion.


  At first, until you get acquainted with the countless variety of Italian dishes, you can make up your meals from the above. Do not try to obtain—particularly at small restaurants—English or American dishes. You will not get the right thing, whereas you will learn to enjoy the Italian dishes. Remember, bistecca is not the equivalent of beefsteak, which you cannot obtain in Italy except at the big international restaurants.


  Of the principal meals the colazione, corresponding to lunch, is taken between 12 and 2 p.m. and is the most important meal of the day; pranzo, corresponding to dinner, is taken between 7.30 and 9 p.m.


  VIII—FACILITIES FOR SPORT


  The Italian sports clubs are glad to entertain foreign visitors. Rowing, yachting, tennis, golf, fencing, athletic and other clubs are equally ready to allow the foreign tourist to visit and use their premises. It is, however, advisable for the sportsman travelling to Italy to obtain from his own club at home some sort of letter requesting the Italian club to entertain Mr. So-and-so or Miss So-and-so, who is a good—or moderately good—tennis player, golfer, etc. It is customary for visitors to pay the proportion of the membership fee corresponding to the period of their stay.


  Yachting or rowing can be indulged in at every sea or lakeside resort. Fishermen will find good sport at the lakes and mountain rivers. A special licence must be obtained for fishing, but this is easily granted. Hunting and shooting are not sports that can be indulged in in Italy to-day.


  Winter sports have improved in recent years. There are first-rate places round Turin, the best being Sestrieres, Val Gardena and the Dolomites. Recently, winter sports have been flourishing near Rome; some five hours’ travel from the Eternal City, on the Gran Sasso, ski-ing is possible even in the late spring.


  There are tennis clubs and tennis courts everywhere. Golf has become popular in recent times. The most noted and popular golf courses are at Milan (Golf Club), Merano (Golf Club), Mendola (Grandi Alberghi), Croce sopra Menaggio (Golf Club Menaggio e Cadenabbia), Madonna di Campiglio (Golf Hotel Campo), Cortina d’Ampezzo (Miramonti Majestic Hotel), Rome (Circolo del Golf), Rapallo (Golf Club), Stresa (Circolo Golf, Stresa), Sanremo (Golf Club), Sestriere, Turin (Golf Club Torino e Sestriere), Biumo Inferiore (Club di Golf Varese), Venice-Lido (C. d. Golf), Cernobbio-Como (Golf Club Villa d’Este), Rodi-Egeo (Campo di Golf), Abbazia (Campo di Golf), Brioni (Golf delle Isole Brioni), Claviera (Hotel Santi), Carezza al Lago (Grand Hotel), Florence (Golf dell’ Ugolino), Lago di Garda (Golf Club Lago di Garda).


  


  SEEING ITALY


  I—NORTHERN ITALY FROM THE MEDITERRANEAN TO THE ADRIATIC


  All compilers of travel guides are agreed that in describing a country the most difficult thing is to know where to begin. For it is possible that the reader will land at, say, Naples, but it is equally possible that he will land at Genua, or arrive in Italy by train via the Brenner Pass, or via Ventimiglia or Postumia. And if he first sets foot on Italian soil at any other point than that with which the description of the country begins, he is bound to be annoyed.


  However, I will take the risk and for the sake of simplicity I will start with Northern Italy, on the assumption that you travel to Italy via Paris and Marseilles, by the direct Paris-Lyons-Mediterrané train, entering the country at Ventimiglia. If you are already tired out by the journey you can stop for a day or two’s rest at Bordighera, which lies in the centre of one of the most pleasant sections of the seaboard, the Riviera di Ponente. Among the luxury hotels of Bordighera I recommend the Capo Ampeglio, where a good international cuisine is provided, though there is a choice of thirty other hotels and about a dozen boarding-houses. But if Bordighera does not suit you there is another health resort a few miles away—Ospedaletti, which is world famous for its flower fairs.


  Genoa


  Along the sea coast the first important city where the tourist will find it worth while to spend a few days is Genoa. Genoa has more than six hundred thousand inhabitants and is to-day the most important centre of Italian shipping. Those who enjoy the cosmopolitan society of sea captains and merchants will meet them at the big luxury hotels, while the humbler representatives of the sea will be found in a less opulent quarter behind the port. The best of the luxury hotels are: Grand Hotel Miramare et de la Savoy, the Savoy, the Bristol Majestic, and the Colombia. Those who have little time to spare can see Genoa in a single day, and tourists making for the south via Genoa are advised to devote at least twenty-four hours to this beautiful city. The port may best be seen from a boat, which is easily obtained, for the boatmen are always waiting for passengers near the mole, and the fare is only 8 lire for one person or 12 lire for two.


  The city itself, the Royal Palace and Pallavicini, Balbi Seneraga and Doria Pamphily palaces, as well as the other sights, can be “done” in the greatest comfort by horse cab. These are not particularly cheap, but after all one has to pay for comfort.


  The Albergo Diurno


  If you arrive in Genoa in the morning, and are not too tired to proceed immediately to see the city, you may leave your luggage at the railway cloak room. But perhaps you would like to have a hot bath? Or perhaps you are in need of a shave, and being desirous of impressing the feminine half of Genoa you are also reluctant to appear in the street in an unpressed suit? The answer is: Go to the Albergo Diurno, or day hotel, which you will find not only in Genoa but also in all other Italian towns, and where you will find a bath, a hairdresser, a tailor to press your clothes, a shoe-shine to clean your shoes—in a word, everything you may require in the circumstances. You may even lie down for a brief rest at the Albergo Diurno which, of course, caters for both men and women. Any railway porter at the station will gladly direct you to this excellent establishment if you say to him: “Dovee’ l’Albergo Diurno?” In Genoa it is near the Carlo Felice Theatre, in the De Ferrari Square.


  Having viewed the palaces of the great bankers and merchant princes of Genua, and having, presumably, satisfied your thirst for artistic enjoyment, you will no doubt be ready to visit a restaurant and attend to the needs of the “inner man.”


  If you like exotic restaurants go to the Ciccia or the San Pietro all’ Focet in the seamen’s quarter, where you will be served with the best Genovan specialities, including minestrone al pesto, of which the distinguished Italian writer Morelli once said that Columbus in the most critical moments of his life used to think of this soup and was immediately comforted. If, however, you prefer a better class restaurant you could do worse than visit the Gambrinus on the Via S. Sebastiano. There are countless cafés where you can consume your black coffee after lunch or dinner.


  Before you leave Genoa try to recollect that Columbus was born here, that Battista Perasso, a young hero of the War of Liberation, whose pet name—Balilla—designates the Italian youth movement, was also cradled in this city, and that Garibaldi set out from Genoa on his campaign for the unification of Italy.


  Please do not condemn me for compressing all this momentous information into a single paragraph. Even the smallest Italian township offers sufficient material for a whole volume (which have actually been written about some), but, on the one hand, the publisher of the present work has issued a strict ukase forbidding me to enlarge on such things and, on the other hand, I rather suspect that you, gentle reader, would simply skip any such learned dissertations.


  The Riviera del Levante


  One of the most beautiful stretches of seaboard lies south of Genoa and is called Riviera del Levante. All the towns, townships and villages along this coast are equally beautifully situated, the climate is pleasant both in summer and winter, and the luxury hotels, which abound here, are nearly always teeming with life. Opportunities for sea bathing, yachting, fishing and mountaineering are available at all these places. In the winter Nervi is regarded as the most pleasant resort. The lovely but smaller and cheaper Portofino is also a most pleasant place with a fine view of the coastline and the Alps. At Portofino you can rent completely furnished little villas either for the whole summer or by the month at very reasonable prices. Santa Mergherita Ligure and Rapallo are popular, in particular, owing to their pleasant winter climate. At Rapallo the Casino has a lovely park and an excellent restaurant. Pisa, Viareggio and La Spezia are also worth visiting.


  Turin


  Turin is within three hours’ journey from Genoa, and if you are interested in the motor-car industry, enjoy good milk chocolate, and like to walk constantly under arcades, Turin is the place for you. Turin is a most charming city, and if you can afford it, it will be worth your while to make a slight detour on your way to Milan and visit Turin, which was once the capital of the old Sardinian Kingdom and the starting-point of the movement for a united Italy after the fall of Napoleon I. If you are interested in arms, you will, no doubt, wish to visit the Armeri Reale, whose collection of old weapons is second only to a similar collection at the Royal Palace in Madrid, and shows all the varieties of instruments of destruction with which men have exterminated each other throughout the centuries. One of the best restaurants in Turin is the Ristorante del Cambio, where you can enjoy a dish of bollito, a local speciality consisting of boiled meats. At the Café Alfieri there is dancing in the evening. At the opera you may sometimes enjoy an excellent performance during the Carnival. There is a number of exhibitions, including fashion shows, each year. Football matches take place every Sunday, while rowing and speed boating can always be indulged in on the river Po. If the city itself is not of any particular importance from the viewpoint of the foreign tourist, the surrounding district is all the more noted for ski-ing and Alpine sports facilities. To the great delight of Alpinists, the great St. Bernhard Pass can be reached through Aosta, while Courmayer at the foot of Mont Blanc and Sestriere are the popular ski-ing grounds of Italian society.


  Milan


  Milan, Italy’s biggest commercial and industrial centre, with nearly a million inhabitants, is about 100 miles from Turin. Milan can be reached from Turin by train in three hours. The railway station at Milan is the most modern not only in Italy but also in the whole world. It deals with 350 trains per day. Milan is a city in which the characteristically Italian atmosphere is least felt. It is a beautiful, busy international European city whose social and artistic life is a greater attraction to the foreign tourist than its art treasures, which are few in number as compared with other Italian cities. However, the magnificent Gothic cathedral, which was begun in 1368 and, according to the Milanese, can never be finished, and the vast Ambrosiana Library, are well worth visiting. Mgr. Ratti, an ex-librarian of the Ambrosiana, is to-day known as Pope Pius XI. One of the greatest picture galleries in the world is the Ambrosiana Gallery, which includes paintings by Leonardo, Botticelli, Titian, Tiepolo, Canova, etc., in addition to a valuable collection of antiques. The world-famous picture collection of the Brera Palace should not be missed by any foreign visitor to Milan who has a spark of artistic interest. The collection includes the finest creations of the greatest mediaeval and modern artists. Of the Milan churches, in addition to the cathedral, the S. Maria delle Grazie, a masterpiece of Bramante, should be visited. It is here that the visitor will see Leonardo da Vinci’s world-famous fresco “The Last Supper.”


  The Milan Opera


  Board and accommodation in Milan can be obtained at any price the tourist can afford or chooses to pay. In addition to luxury hotels like the Excelsior Gallia or the Principe e Savoia, there are countless good and medium class hotels. In April, when the Milan Fair is held, it is advisable to book accommodation well ahead, as during the Fair no rooms can be had either for love or money. As a good and reliable hotel we can recommend the Bertolin-Europa, which is more than a century old and is situated on the Corso Vittorio Emanuele, in the centre of the town, close to the Cathedral and the Scala. The principal popular centre of Milan is the 600 foot covered walk known as the Galleria. There are excellent cafés and restaurants—including the world-famous Savini and Biff restaurants—and also some smart shops along the Galleria. At noon and between 6 p.m. and midnight all Milan can be seen parading here. Quite close to the Galleria is the famous Milan opera house, the Scala, where excellent programmes are given throughout the winter, mostly with the collaboration of world-famous stars. If you enjoy brilliant surroundings, the sight of beautiful women in gorgeous evening attire, and can afford to pay about 100 lire for a stall, you simply must not miss any Scala premières that occur during your stay in Milan. Every première is an event, a worth-while spectacle and a memorable occasion. Another Milan theatre is the Lirico, where operettas, revues and, occasionally, operas are given.


  The Italian cinemas everywhere have many surprises in store for the foreign tourist. Milan—like most large Italian towns—is well provided with magnificent cinemas where the latest American films can be seen. But when you occupy your seat in the auditorium expecting to hear Clark Gable or Greta Garbo speaking to you in your native tongue you will hear them, instead, speaking in excellent Italian. The solution to this puzzle is an Italian law according to which all foreign films must be synchronised in Italian. Only Rome has a cinema (with which we will deal later) where foreign films may be performed in the original language. Cinema performances are continuous, as in England.


  There are ample opportunities for sport in Milan. Horse-racing on S. Siron goes on from April till October. The football matches, every Sunday, are rather exciting and provide the tourist with a sample of the Italian temperament. The tennis clubs are always pleased to receive visitors upon the recommendation of members (most foreign consuls are members or are acquainted with members). Milan naturally has swimming baths (for example, Piscina Mario Giurati), a skating rink, several fencing, boxing and other similar establishments.


  The most convenient shopping centres are the Corso, the Galleria and the Via Manzoni. The more noted Milan products include leather goods, gloves, silks, glass, porcelain. These goods are cheaper in Milan than in other countries and are worth purchasing, just like the world-famous Italian men’s hats.


  The Lakes


  Milan is connected both by train and bus with the three large North Italian lakes, the Lago Maggiore, Lago di Como and Lago di Lugano. Particularly in spring and autumn, when the weather is most pleasant, the lakes are unforgettably lovely. At these seasons it often happens that while a smart crowd are sunning themselves on the shores of the lakes, the surrounding mountain tops are covered with thick snow. It is here, along the lakes, that you can really rest your nerves. If you want peace and quiet, however, do not go to the localities that are full of luxury hotels, but to the smaller places with their more modest establishments.


  The Loveliest Lake


  Space forbids the enumeration of all the resorts round the lakes, and we will therefore confine ourselves here to the more important places. On the shores of Lago di Como the town of Como itself, which is very urban in character, shares the distinction of being one of the two most popular spring and autumn resorts with Belaggio. The Grande Bretagne and Grand Hotel Belaggio are much favoured by English and American visitors. Near Belaggio lies the village of Varenna, from where a lovely road leads to Fiumelatte. The latter has a waterfull which cascades down from a height of nearly 800 feet and which possesses one strange peculiarity—that it does not exist during certain periods of the year. It appears suddenly round March 25th and just as suddenly disappears on September 8th. Both events are celebrated by a colourful and interesting festival by the people of Fiumelatte.


  Tennis, boating, rod fishing, and swimming and yachting are the most popular sports in this region. The smart crowds of foreign visitors make frequent excursions to the fishing points and their osterias, where they can enjoy the famous culinary speciality of Como, the misoltini, a dish prepared from freshwater fish. But in addition to this, there are many similar dishes that visitors may wish to try.


  The loveliest of the three lakes is undoubtedly the Lago Maggiore. It is surrounded by mighty peaks of over 3,000 feet, and the climate is as mild in spring and autumn—and in some places, as in Pallanza, even in winter—as in the most sheltered corner of the Riviera. The most fashionable resort is still Stresa, facing the Isole Borromeo, the Isola Madre and the Isola Bella. The two largest hotels are the Isola Borromeo and the Regina Palace, in which you may only stay if “money is no object” with you. But there are several smaller hotels to suit the more moderate pocket. The Stresa beach is excellent, and there is also a golf course—which has in recent years become historical—at a height of some 3,000 feet, with a magnificent view of the lake. It was here that, in the spring of 1935, the diplomatic representatives of England, France and Italy sought relief from their exacting labours at the Stresa Conference. Golf apparently has a beneficent effect on politics, for in spite of their conflicting interests an agreement was come to. But there may be another reason why the statesmen of Europe so frequently fix the North Italian lake district as the venue of their discussions—life is easier and far more pleasant here than anywhere else. If you wish to spend the whole of your holiday in one place you can hardly find a more beautiful spot than the North Italian lake district. There is only one danger, as far as the foreign visitor is concerned—once he has settled down on the shore of one of the lakes he may not be able to tear himself away until he absolutely must. Thus, if all you want is a peep at the lakes, make a day excursion from Milan. Even so you will have an opportunity of tasting the excellent lake fish, the trota di lago, the pesce persico and others, and also the famous rice dishes of Novarra.


  Cremona


  I think that musicians, and particularly violinists, will be glad to make a pilgrimage to this Mecca of violin-making which lies some fifty miles from Milan. It was in Cremona that Stradivari and Amati and their descendants made such excellent violins in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries that even present-day makers are unable to equal them. Such violins are worth fortunes, so it is understandable that there are very few of them left in Cremona. About two years ago the municipality of Cremona established a museum where the tools of the great violin-makers and a few specimens of their masterly work are preserved.


  Beyond Cremona, but on the same railway line, lies bounded by three lakes the lovely little town of Mantua, the ancient habitat of the Gonzagas and the scene of the story of Rigoletto and his tragic daughter. If you are in a hurry you had better not tarry in either of these two towns, for both are so charming, so fascinating that you might tarry too long. But this “danger” is always present wherever you go in Italy. At all events, you can see Cremona and Mantua between two trains on your way to Verona.


  Lake Garda


  On the other hand, you must devote a reasonable amount of time to Lake Garda, which you can reach by rapido from Milan in two-and-a-half hours, travelling through Brescia and arriving at Desenzano del Garda. The lake is one of the most beautiful not only in Italy but in the whole world. A few years ago a magnificent motor road was built round the lake, and those who cannot spend much time in the district may travel round it in a day by one of the omnibuses starting from Desenzano. If you wish to stay at one of the resorts on the lake shore, particularly if it is in the spring or autumn, I recommend the south shore of the lake, as far as Limone and Macesine. In the summer a cold wind known as the ora blows every day, and Riva and Torbole are therefore more pleasant during the summer season. On the west shore of the lake Gardone is the most popular resort. Gabriele d’Annunzio, who is regarded as the greatest Italian poet living, has for years been living at Gardone, in a villa situated in the Vittoriale, which is full of warships and other grim war instruments. These can be inspected with a special permit from the authorities.


  The best hotels are on the Gardone shore of the lake. The fascinating little town of Limone, which is famous for its lemon groves, and the charming little town of Riva are also on the west shore of the lake. Riva has a new lake-side pool in which there is dancing every evening.


  On the east shore of the lake Torbole, Malcesine and Garda are quiet, refined summer resorts. Those who prefer the paying guest arrangement cannot do better than apply to Baron Beust, at the Villa Beust, Torbole, where you will be looked after by a charming and courteous host. The charmingly situated Villa Beust is said to be on the site from which St. Anthony preached to the fishes.


  Verona


  Verona, one of the most charming and romantic towns of northern Italy, can be reached in comfort from Riva or Torbole by the Royal Mail autobuses. Verona has no luxury hotels, so that even the wealthy tourist must be content with one of the clean, comfortable inns, the best of which, the Grand Hotel Londre, is patronised by English tourists. The Touring is also good, while among the cheaper places the Gabbia d’Oro is adequate. However, it is not absolutely necessary to stay in Verona, as the town can be “done” in half a day. If you arrive in Verona by bus in the early morning you can go on to Venice, or Bolzano, Trento and the Dolomites in the afternoon. The most beautiful and romantic part of Verona is the completely medieval quarter round the Piazza dei Signori. The more “highbrow” guides omit what practically every tourist visiting Verona wishes to see, namely, the house where Juliet Capuletti’s family lived. The building is a large pile at Via Capelli 17, near the Piazza dell’ Erbe. Those who have seen it are puzzled as to how Romeo could heave sighs that were loud enough to be audible to a Juliet standing on a fourth floor balcony. The answer to the puzzle is that the tragic story of the children of the two unruly Veronese families was born in Shakespeare’s brain and never really happened. If you wish to see the more distant parts of Verona, a tram from the Piazza dell’ Erbe or the Piazza Vittori Emanuele will take you most of the way. In addition to the art treasures in the centre of the town the Cathedral, the Porte de Borsari, the Roman Arena, the St. Fermo and St. Zeno Maggiore churches, the Porte Leone and the Castelvecchio picture gallery are worth visiting. But in addition to its art treasures Verona is also noted for its countless small restaurants and osterias. The food and drink are excellent in all of them. Among the masterpieces in rice we recommend the dish known as “Riso e Bisi con l’Ochetta.” Verona is also the home of the various dumplings, so much so that there is a festival in honour of them held on the last Friday of the Carnival. The wines obtainable at the osterias include the world-famous Soava, Valpolicella and Prosecco. You can have your fill of these at one of three fine osterias, the Dei XII Apostoli, the Greppia or the Luna.


  Madonna di Campiglio


  While you are in Verona you really must visit the magnificent mountain scenery of Venezia Trentina. This is best done by car, but if you have no car and find a horse carriage too expensive, you can travel by train to Trento and continue from there by bus to Madonna di Campiglio, one of the loveliest spots in the Italian Alps, or beyond this town to Male. If you arrive in Verona in the morning, you can leave your luggage at the railway cloakroom, see the town and proceed in the evening to Trento, where you can put up at a hotel (the best being the Bristol).


  There are few sights in Treno itself. You can “do” them in two hours, during which time you can visit the Dome, the Castello del buon Consiglio and have a good meal at the railway restaurant, continuing your journey to Madonna di Campiglio by the second omnibus. There are two buses per day from July till September. During the rest of the year there is only one per day—if the roads happen to be passable. If you wish to take a rest, you are advised to stay at one of the hotels at Madonna di Campiglio—which is some 4,500 feet above sea-level. The Grand Hotel will suit the affluent, while the Excelsior is a good medium-class hotel. Madonna di Campiglio has one of the loveliest golf courses in the whole of Italy. It lies at 5,100 feet above sea-level. It is a nine-hole course and its total length is 6,500 feet. There is a magnificent view of the Alpine peaks from every point of the course. If you are in a hurry you can make the following round trip in a single day: Trento—Madonna di Campiglio—Male—Trento.


  Bolzano—Merano


  An hour’s train journey from Trento will take you to Bolzano, the centre of the Dolomite district. Bolzano is one of the most charming towns in northern Italy, and is a favourite resort of lovers of mountain scenery and mountain sports. Bolzano has some excellent hotels (Bristol, Laurino), while good food and excellent beer can also be obtained at the Cantina del Municipio and the Ca’ dei Bezzi restaurant.


  It you visit Bolzano you must, naturally, also go over the Dolomite district. Formerly a tour through the Dolomites was so expensive that only the most affluent could afford it, but to-day even the tourist of moderate means can easily afford to make a tour comprising the Val Garden—Cols de Sella—Cortina d’Ampezzo route, or any other interesting excursion. The former tour takes seven and a half hours and the visitor is taken over the ground in comfort and at low cost by the vehicles of the Societa Automobilistica Dolomiti. Information concerning the excursions may be obtained at the C.I.T. offices at Piazza Vittorio Emanuele III, while information in matters relating to climbing is supplied at the Alpine Club at Via Principe di Piemonte.


  While at Bolzano you may also wish to visit Merano, this pearl of climatic health resorts. In the spring and autumn the luxury and medium-class hotels of Merano are full of life and movement. There are a number of sanatoria where patients are treated by the foremost European specialists in tuberculosis. Notable social events are the horse-races and golf competitions held in conjunction with the lottery draw. The golf club of Merano will open its new course during the present year.


  The Dolomites


  I know some tourists who are in such a hurry that they have no time to see anything. But even these must, under pain of the severest “sanctions,” see the Dolomites. The fantastic cliffs, grim abysses, magnificent mountain ranges cannot fail to impress themselves indelibly on the memory of anyone who has seen them. The district can be approached and explored from two directions. (1) Starting by omnibus from Bolzano and travelling to Cortina d’Ampezzo, and thence through Dobiacco-Fortezzan, returning by train to Bolzano. Or (2) starting by omnibus from Bolzano for Cortina, then passing through Misurina to Calalzo, from where a train will take you in comfort to Venice.


  For a protracted stay in the Dolomites we recommend in the first place Cortina d’Ampezzo, which is one of the loveliest resorts in summer, while in winter it is popular on account of its lovely and not too difficult ski-ing grounds. There are so many excellent hotels in Cortina d’Ampezzo that it is really difficult to choose among them. The Miramonti and the Parc Faloria are only open in the summer, while the Savoy is open all the year round. Among the medium good-class hotels we can recommend the Croce Bianca. Owing to its first-rate Viennese cuisine and liberal table it has become popular with the hungry ski-ers.


  Somewhat quieter but just as excellent as Cortina are Col de Costalunga (about 5,000 feet), Canazei (4,500 feet) and Col du Pordoi (7,000 feet). At all these places the tourist will find excellent hotels, pleasant company, reliable, well-tried guides and ski trainers. At Cortina the Miramonti has a nine-hole course at an altitude of 3,700 feet. Total length of the course is 6,000 feet.


  Vicenza—Padua


  To return to the cities, if—which we refuse to believe—you have been careless enough to miss the Dolomites and have travelled straight on from Verona, you are advised to stop for a few hours at Vicenza and walk among the Gothic, Renaissance and Venetian palaces, or at Padua, the city of St. Anthony. At Vicenza you will find a magnificent Basilica by Palladio, an interesting timber-built theatre by the same master, and a most interesting municipal museum. However, Padua offers more interesting sights than Vicenza. The magnificent palazzos and churches are simply full of pictures by the great masters of the Renaissance period. The churches include the Madonna dell’ Arena, with Giotto’s frescoes and S. Antonio, with the sepulchre of St. Anthony. The Padua museum contains some beautiful Titians and Giorgiones.


  Barely an hour’s journey by train is Venice. The train passes through Mestre Station before it reaches St. Lucia Station, which is the railway station of Venice.


  Venice


  It is a risky undertaking to write about Venice with such limited space at one’s disposal, and I will say at once that as far as the art treasures of the Pearl of the Adriatic I will not make the attempt. A whole volume would be too little. You probably know the anecdote about a famous writer living in Venice who was asked by visiting friends to show them over the town. “Unfortunately,” replied the writer, “I’ve only been living here for forty years, so I do not know Venice yet.” The travel guides are not so modest, for according to them three days is sufficient for the tourist to get to know the art treasures of Venice. However, when he comes to the itinerary the tourist finds that this is only possible if he sets out in the early morning and dashes about all day, until the churches, museums and galleries are shut for the night. The inevitable result of this method is that when the tourist takes a train at the S. Lucia station or a luxury steamer at the port, he realises that he has seen almost nothing of Venice and only remembers the Palazzo Ducale and San Marco.


  How not to see Venice


  No! Even at the risk of being excommunicated by the compilers of guide-books I advise you that if you have only three days to spare for Venice you should only see the most important sights. Walk about in the Doge’s Palace, in St. Mark’s Church, in S. Giorgio Maggiore, in Sant a Maria della Salute, go into the churches you happen to pass and, if you are interested in glass manufacture, you may spend an afternoon at Murano. But if you are wise, gentle reader, and you want to understand Venice, you will not dash about Venice with a guide-book in your hand from dawn till dusk. Instead, you will dress at leisure in the morning, then you will take breakfast at one of the cafés on the Piazza, say at the Florian or the Rosa. Then you will have yourself carried up by lift to the top of the Campanile, from where you will survey the city. After this you will walk about until you tire or, in winter, until you get hungry. In the summer you may quite safely leave the churches and pictures alone and take a “vaporetto” to the Lido, the sea-bathing beach of Venice. After a spell in the sea you can have a good meal on the beach, followed by a good rest, after which, if you are so inclined, you can return to the town and continue your walk. For dinner you can go to one of Venice’s characteristic little osterias, as, for instance, the Colomba, the Fenice, the Trattoria del Elefante near the Riva dei Schiavoni, or the Trattoria della Vida, which is not far from the Salute, and where you can obtain the special wines we have already mentioned in connection with Verona. For supper at a Venetian osteria I would recommend the following. Hors d’œuvres: risi e bisi, motto di zucca, risi e scampi. Fish: Baccala a la Veneziana, bisato su l’ara, bottarga. Meat: Feggato alla Veneziana, cavroman (liberally peppered), lingua alla Veneziana. Vegetables: tegolme, melanzane, patata alla Ven., polenta. Fruit: pere spadone, angurie. Sweets: zaleti or gialetti, crema fritta alla Ven., crocante alla Ven.


  In these small Venetian osteria you come to know more about the life of Venice in an hour than by a few days of dashing about.


  The Gondola


  Speaking of a knowledge of Venice I must say a few words about the gondola. I have met many foreign tourists in Italy who have declared that they had never floated in a gondola on the maze of Venetian rios because that was “so banal.” They preferred to hire a motor-boat! Which is a horrible thing to do. I advise you to ignore what your “experienced” or blasé friends regard as banal or hackneyed. The sole criterion should be what you yourself feel like seeing or doing. A thing experienced by ten thousand other people will be no real experience to you unless you pass through it yourself. And it is in Italy that you will realise fully the meaning of this “banal” truth. Those who have not glided through the Venetian rios on a moonlight night, preferably with a companion of the opposite sex, cannot really understand the true atmosphere of this wonder city, and will remember Venice as a combination of dirty water and old stones. The most enjoyable thing you can do in Venice is to float in a gondola. The next best thing is to walk. You need not worry about getting lost, and you need not clutch your map in order to find out every now and then where you are. The map is useless in any case, for after a quarter of an hour’s walk you will not know where you are and the map will not help you. It is much better to walk in any direction you like and to take a gondola if you should get lost. It may happen that a gondola will take you back to your hotel in two minutes, whereas if left to yourself—and to your map—you might never have found your way home. That is why gondola fares have to be calculated in your budget as an unavoidable item.


  The gondolier is not a conservative English business man with an innate sense of fair play, and gondola tariffs have therefore been fixed by the authorities. The price of a gondola for half an hour, up to three passengers, is 8 lire, and 2 lire extra is charged for every additional passenger. For an hour the tariff is 12 lire, with 2 lire extra per person above three. The basic charge after the first hour is 6 lire for half an hour. During the great Redentore festival, when the famous gondola race is also held, gondola hire is much more expensive. According to official regulations the maximum charge for a gondola with one oar for the duration of the entire festival cannot exceed 50 lire, or in the case of two oars too lire, though the gondolier naturally expects a tip in addition to the legal fee.


  Spring, Summer or Autumn


  It is a much debated question during what season of the year Venice is loveliest. There are those who prefer to come in the summer, while others like to stay in Venice in the spring or late autumn when there are few foreign visitors and “Venice belongs to the Venetians.” It is true that between November and April it sometimes rains for days on end, but there are people who love to be in the city of lagoons on just such grey, wet days, when all is silence among the centuries-old palaces, relics of past riches and power, which their owners would gladly sell to the highest bidder—if there were any bidders.


  Those who spend the summer in Venice are generally undecided as to whether to live in the town or on the Lido. Well, each presents certain advantages. If you are staying on the Lido you can step into the sea almost from your bedroom door, while at the tea hour and the social events organised by the big luxury hotels you can enjoy the company of the smartest crowd in the world. And, of course, in the summer the Lido is cooler than the city. On the other hand, staying in Venice itself can be very nice. To sleep and wake with this romantic fairy town is an unforgettably lovely experience.


  Istria


  Beyond Venice, along the Trieste line, there are several charming seaside resorts which are still popular with the inhabitants of the old Austro-Hungarian monarchy. These are noted not only for good beaches, excellent hotels and gay company, but also for the important fact that they are inexpensive. There is Grado, two and a half hours’ journey from Venice, which is also built on lagoons, and owing to its extensive sandy beach is a paradise for children. Abbazia and Brioni can best be approached from Trieste, the most important port of the Adriatic. It is in Trieste that the steamers of the Cosulich Line and the Lloyd Triestino berth. Tourists arriving in Trieste receive their first taste of the atmosphere of old Italian towns when passing through the older part of Trieste. Those who intend to spend a few hours only in Trieste are advised to climb to the top of the Cathedral campanile, from which an excellent view of the city can be obtained. The best hotel in Trieste is the Savoia Excelsior, the best restaurant the Antica Bonavia, where you can obtain the finest fish and lobster dishes at all seasons of the year. There are some beautiful and interesting excursion points around Trieste. A small steamer will take you to the beautifully situated Miramare Castle, formerly the residence of the unfortunate Emperor of Mexico. From here a train will take you, in two hours, to Postumia, where you can wander in one of the most beautiful stalactite caves in the world.


  CENTRAL ITALY


  From Milan and Venice to Bologna


  Travelling southwards from Milan, Verona or Venice you must pass through Bologna, one of the most charming towns in Central Italy. If you go from Milan to Bologna you will pass through Parma, Correggio’s town, in whose churches you can see many of Correggio’s masterpieces. Your next station will be Modena, capital of the former Grand Duchy, which has a few valuable Renaissance period pictures in its museum.


  If you go to Bologna from Venice you will pass through Ferrara, a grim little town, in which the castle of the Dukes d’Este, the Dome and the Schiafanoia Palace are the principal “sights.” The art treasures accumulated in these three towns would be sufficient to support the entire tourist traffic of a smaller country, but Italy is so chockful of art treasures that only tourists of considerable leisure can pause in these small localities.


  Bologna


  Bologna, on the other hand, is an important place. It is a charming, attractive town in which the foreign tourist will soon feel at home. Bologna is Italy’s Oxford or Cambridge. The many students of its ancient University throng the streets, cafés and other places at all hours of the day, and the visitor may gain the impression that Bologna is almost exclusively inhabited by young people. In addition to the exuberance of the University students there is the beauty of the local women and—last, but not least—the world-famous cuisine of the town to make the foreign visitor’s stay in Bologna pleasant.


  It goes without saying that Bologna also has its share of art treasures and ancient monuments of great artistic value. The latter include the church of S. Petronio, which was built in 1390, the Re Enzo palace, the Palazzo Communale, the church of S. Giacomo Maggiore, the Torre degli Asinelli, and the leaning Torre Garisenda, which could not be completed owing to the settlement of the soil. After the Leaning Tower of Pisa this is the most famous leaning tower in Italy. It is 150 feet high and has an inclination of seven feet. If you care to climb 447 steps you can reach the top of the Torre degli Asinelli. The roof terrace, which is 300 feet above ground-level, gives an excellent view of the city and the surrounding country.


  However much you may enjoy the city itself you must not omit to visit the picture gallery which contains a collection of Titians, Tintorettos, Bassanos, as well as masterpieces by other early masters and modern painters.


  It would be a pity to “do” Bologna in a hurry, and, in particular, those who have only spent half a day in Verona, are advised to stay a day or two in Bologna. In the summer Bologna’s beautiful new swimming pool must be an irresistible attraction to the tourist who is physically tired from his journeyings and mentally exhausted from too many works of art. You can have a meal at the bathing pool itself, but I would advise you rather to taste the cuisine of one of the good restaurants of the town, such as the Chianti, the famous Papagallo, or one of the incredibly cheap students’ restaurants, like the Leone Nero or Colli di Padeno. If you wish to get acquainted with Bologna’s night life, you must make friends with an Italian or foreign student, who will be pleased to act as your guide in the maze of medieval streets and show you the strange night life of the town.


  Mussolini’s Native Place


  The Editor of the present work has given me strict instructions not to write too extensively about art, antiquities and anything else that can be found in any ordinary guide. Yet I cannot omit to mention that about an hour and a half’s journey from Bologna will take you to Faenza, the town that was once so famous for its pottery (faience), whose Dome is full of the most valuable artistic masterpieces. The interesting picture gallery of Forli is only a “cat’s jump” from here. About 10 miles from Forli lies Predappio Nuova, a small village formerly known as Dovia, which can be reached by motor-bus. It was in a simple house in Predappio Nuova that Benito Mussolini was born on July 28th, 1883. The house has been “done up” and can be visited by tourists. The mansion on the Rocca delle Caminate is Mussolini’s property.


  For some years the Duce has spent the month of August with his family at Riccione, the Adriatic coast. During this time the leaders of Italian political life transfer their headquarters to Riccione, which has accordingly come into vogue.


  Not far from Riccione lies Rimini, whose best hotel, the Grand Hotel, is on the beach. In the summer dances and tea parties are organised at the Arena del Lido, a place of amusement. Further along the Adriatic coast lies Pesaro, famous for its majolica, and also Fano. Both are the seaside resorts of Italians of moderate means. Ancona, which is 30 miles from Fano, is one of the most important Adriatic ports, but an insignificant little town from the tourist’s point of view. Not far from Ancona lies Loretto, the famous place of pilgrimage, and Recanti, the birthplace of the famous poet Leopardi. Between Ancona and Foligno the town of Urbino is the only one worth visiting. It has a beautiful Dome and a graceful applazo Ducale. Its picture gallery contains a few world-famous masterpieces (Raphael, Titian, Signorelli, etc.). From Urbino you can reach Rome through Foligno and Terni.


  Ravenna


  From the point of view of the art-lover it is better to travel from Bologna not towards Faenza, but towards the ancient city of Ravenna. Formerly Ravenna lay on the sea coast, but the deposits of the river Po have formed a 7 mile wide strip between the city and the sea, so that Ravenna is to-day only connected with the Adriatic by a canal. Ravenna was built in the fifth and sixth centuries and is full of art treasures, most of which originate from the Middle Ages, when the city was the hub of Italy’s religious and political life. Ravenna is at its best during the spring months. It is a majestically gloomy city, where the voice of even the most cynical visitor unconsciously assumes a quiet note within a few days. The church of S. Vitale and the Dome are masterpieces of medieval architecture. Near the church of S. Francesco is the sepulchre of Dante Alighieri, the great Italian poet, who died in Ravenna in exile at the age of fifty-six, on the night of September 13th, 1321.


  Florence


  The majority of tourists go from Bologna straight to Florence, the most important city of the Renaissance period from the intellectual, artistic and commercial point of view. Formerly the trains running between the two towns made a wide detour, via Pistoia, but three years ago the journey was considerably shortened, a series of tunnels having been bored under the Apennine Mountains. The electric train runs through a 4 1/2 miles long tunnel and over a 950 feet long bridge before reaching the great 11 mile Apennine tunnel which is the second longest tunnel in the world after the Simplon. The train passes through the small town of Prato before reaching Florence.


  After Rome, Florence is the most important Italian town from the point of view of art history. But what makes Florence attractive to the foreign visitor is the fact that it is not merely a dead museum of works of art, like some other Italian localities, but a city full of life, movement and charm.


  The Florentines are a charming and courteous breed, but there are also large foreign—and particularly English—colonies. The English colony have their own club, through which the members maintain contact between themselves and also with Italian society in Florence. That is why the majority of Anglo-Italian marriages originate in Florence. Many English and American families have purchased villas at the loveliest points in the surrounding district, in Fiesole, on the hills near the city, and have settled down for life.


  How Long to Stay


  The “experts” say that you must spend at least three days in Venice. What about Florence? Who could presume to advise the tourist in this connection? In my opinion even a year is too little, but even if you are in a tearing hurry you must devote at least five days to Florence. As regards accommodation we can recommend any of the luxury hotels, but those who yearn for genuine English or American cooking should go to the Anglo-American Hotel which is situated on the bank of the Arno in peaceful surroundings. There are countless boarding-houses, among which the tourist must choose according to his means. The Danish Dienesen and also Beaccit have been recommended. If you wish to stay in Florence for a long time you can rent a furnished flat or villa. Completely furnished flats—including tableware and kitchen utensils—can be had from 400 to 500 lire per month.


  From the point of view of amusements Florence offers no better possibilities than most other Italian cities. Public social life is confined to one or two “middling” dance halls, a good theatre, concerts and cinemas. The fact that we have said little about amusements in the previous chapters is not due to forgetfulness. Italian towns have little to offer to lovers of the lighter type of amusements. Few Italian towns have a dance hall of European standard, a night club or even a restaurant with facilities for dancing. The hotels are magnificent, the scenery unforgettable, the works of art wonderful, the national customs interesting, the restaurants and the Italian wines excellent, and the opportunities for sport adequate; but amusements! There are hardly any, and there is no night life to speak of. This is, of course, not entirely accidental. The political regime at present in power does not favour light amusements for the people, and lovers of such amusements will find no facilities in Italy. But whereas in many Italian towns it is difficult, or even impossible, for the foreigner to secure an invitation to private houses, one or two letters of recommendation are sufficient in Florence to introduce you to a company of charming people. That is why Florence is so attractive to foreigners.


  Thus, if you wish to spend a long time in Florence you will do well to arm yourself with letters of recommendation.


  Restaurants


  The men and women of Florentine society take their aperitif at midday and their tea in the afternoon at Doney’s, Giaco’s or Pieri’s on the Via Tornabuoni. Among the restaurants we recommend Doney’s, among the osterias Bucadi S. Rufillo near the Pza. del Duomo, the Trattoria Paoli on the Via Calzaio, the Pozzo di Beatrice in the Palazzo Ferroni, and the Buca del Lapi in the Palazzo Antinori. All the above supply excellent Florentine specialities and delicious wines from Tuscany which have a characteristic, slightly bitter-sweet taste.


  Florence offers many excellent opportunities for sport. You can row on the Arno, play tennis, watch football matches at the Stadium and obtain accommodation for indoor athletics. The new course of the golf club, which also has a swimming pool, is excellent.


  Those who are in a hurry are advised to book the conducted charabanc tours of one of the tourist traffic organisations. This will afford you no opportunity for reverent solitude, but it will enable you to see all that you must see in Florence. We have already expressed our view in this matter, and we can only reiterate it here—it is better to see fewer works of art and, instead, to get acquainted with the town, its atmosphere, its inhabitants, than to “do” the museums and the like in a tearing hurry.


  I have seen foreign tourists who arrived back at their hotels in the evening dead tired, and went to bed after a hasty meal in order to resume the chase early the next morning, instead of enjoying a beautiful evening by walking on the banks of the Arno or between the jewellers’ shops on the Ponte Vecchio towards the Pitti. Collecting the titles of pictures and statues is not worth while. You should sit down in the Dome, stop at the door of the Battistero. You should devote at least a whole morning to the Piazza della Signoria, the Palazzo Vecchio, the Loggia dei Lanzi, the sculptures of Donatello, Bandinelli, Cellini. Do not even enter the Uffizi Gallery unless you are prepared to spend a whole morning in it. The Bargello and the Museo Nazionale, the S. Croce church, the collections of S. Ambrogio, S. Marco and the “Oltrarno,” the picture collection of the Pitti Palace, and all that the city of Florence has collected in works of art throughout the centuries, will absorb anyone who has succumbed to their fascination, not for days, but for years. The Giardino Boboli, one of the finest parks in the world, fits excellently into the framework of lovely Florence.


  Pisa


  If you are travelling with a great deal of luggage you will do well to establish your headquarters at Florence, taking trips to the neighbouring towns. Leaving the bulk of your luggage at your hotel in Florence you can visit Pisa, Umbria and Siena, carrying only a handbag or a single suitcase. If you are going on to Rome, I advise you to go to Pisa for a day, return to Florence, then make your choice whether you will reach the Eternal City via Siena, Perugia, Assisi, Foligno, or straight through Arezzo. Pisa is 50 miles from Florence. From Pisa Station a tram No. 1 will take you to the Dome, which was begun in the year 1063. The church contains pictures, mosaics, pulpits and other masterpieces by Cimabue, Del Sarto, Pisano, etc. Behind the Dome is the Battistero, and behind it the Camposanto, the world-famous cemetery, with, frescoes by the various masters. Opposite the entrance of the Dome stands the most famous ancient monument of Pisa, the Leaning Tower. The tower was begun in 1174 by Gerardo. When it was 33 feet high one side settled in the loose soil. Building was continued and an unsuccessful attempt was made to correct the inclination. The tower was then taken in hand by William of Innsbruck, and later by Tom Pisano, who completed it. The structure is about 170 feet high and its greatest inclination is about 13 feet. In 1935 the soil under the tower began to settle further and it appeared that the building would at last collapse. However, by a complicated process, tunnels were bored to the foundations, which were reinforced with concrete, so that the Leaning Tower is safe once more. A spiral staircase leads to the top of the building, from where an excellent and interesting view can be obtained of the town and the surrounding country. There is nothing beyond the Dome and its precincts to visit in Pisa, and the tourist may therefore wish to continue to Viareggio, which is an hour’s journey from Pisa.


  Viareggio is the most popular resort on the western side and is visited by tens of thousands of Italians in the summer. There are a few luxury hotels and a large number of boarding-houses, all of which are mainly patronised by Italians. Forte de Marmi is close to Viareggio and is both quieter and less expensive. You can make interesting excursions from both localities, visiting the marble mountains of Carrara, or Puccini’s villa on the romantic Torre del Lago, or La Spezia, the most important Italian naval base, which is some 30 miles from Viareggia and which you may inspect if you are able to produce a reference.


  Montecatini


  If you are travelling light, you can travel to Rome from Pisa through Lucca and Pistoia, or along the coast line through Livorno, Tarquinia and Civitavecchia. The former route is longer but more beautiful and interesting. The small, romantic Lucca, which is well known from the descriptions of the German poet Heine, is a charming place with magnificent churches and interesting art treasures. Some 15 miles from Lucca lies one of the most important Italian health resorts, Montecatini Terme. Its chloride, sulphur and other springs are making this pleasant, charming little place world famous. It is specially recommended for gastric and liver complaints. A few years ago the Government completely restored the springs, while private enterprise has built excellent hotels, so that Montecatini to-day rivals the most famous watering-places of its kind. The main season lasts from the beginning of August till the end of September, when Montecatini is crowded with representatives of the Italian aristocracy and of the world of art, finance and politics.


  From Montecatini you can travel to Rome through Pistoia. If you choose the shorter route along the coast and have time to spare, you ought to stop at Taruinia and see the examples of Etruscan art at the museum and also the Necropolis.


  Florence—Siena—Rome


  There is a direct train each day from Florence to Rome via Siena. The journey lasts seven and a half hours and leads through interesting and beautiful scenery. If you have the time you may wish to break your journey at the small station of Poggibonsi, from where you can take an omnibus to S. Gimignano and see the best preserved medieval castle in Tuscany. If you cannot spare the time you might prefer to break your journey at Siena, the city of St. Catherine and the most romantic place in Italy. Siena has preserved its medieval character to a greater extent than any other Italian city, and has many lovely medieval palaces, churches, public buildings and dwelling-houses. Siena is inhabited by the same charming, friendly race of Tuscans as Florence, but as Siena is one-eighth the size of Florence relations between foreign visitors and natives are even more direct and pleasant. There are many foreigners—particularly Englishmen and Americans—living permanently in Siena. They are mainly painters, sculptors and art historians. Most foreigners will find at least one compatriot at the foreign club at 34, Via del Montanini.


  The problem of board and lodgings is very easy to solve in Siena. There are many good and inexpensive hotels and boarding-houses. The best time to stay in Siena is the late spring and early autumn. A most interesting event is the medieval games—the pallio—held on July 2nd and August 16th. According to an ancient custom the seventeen councillors elected by the seventeen wards of the town walk through the streets in procession, wearing picturesque medieval dress, then ten knights fight for a flag, the pallio.


  Siena is, above all, an artistic town. Public interest is still directed to art and artists. Almost every stone embodies a work of art which the visitor cannot pass indifferently. I call particular attention to the Palazzo Publico (at the entrance of which you are advised to purchase the 10-lire ticket which will admit you to all the museums in Siena), the church of S. Francesco, the magnificent Roman Cathedral, upon whose marble floor forty artists have worked, and which contains the masterpieces of Pinturecchio, Donatello, and Michelangelo. You must also see Pinturecchio’s pictures in the Piccolomini Library, the Donatellos and Ghebertis of the Battistero, the house of St. Catherine, daughter of Jacob Benincasa, and the Academy of Fine Arts.


  A charming souvenir of Siena is the famous panforte, a vessel which was already frequently mentioned in the literature of the twelfth century.


  From Siena you can make interesting excursions to several small Tuscan towns, like Asciano, Montepulciano, Pienza. The railway links up with the Rome main line at Chiusi-Bagni di Chianciano.


  Florence—Arezzo—Rome


  The shortest route from Florence to Rome is through Arezzo. Arezzo is a little known town. The town of Petrarca, Aretino, Vasari, Piero della Francesca, etc., quite close to Florence, and most tourists pass it by. Yet Arezzo is well worth a visit. The town itself, with its many art treasures, will amply compensate you for your trouble, but in addition to that there is the surrounding district, S. Sepolcro, Citta di Castello, the entirely medieval Gubbio and the source of the Tevere, all of which deserves to be visited.


  Between Arezzo and Rome you may wish to break your journey at Orvieto, the city of splendid wines. If you are a motorist I recommend you the following route—after going over the world-famous Dome and having a meal on the Piazza: Orvieto-Lago di Bolsena (there is a charming little restaurant on the lake shore, and bathing in the lake is most pleasant; also, the catacombs behind the church are rather interesting)—Montefiascone (home of the world-famous “Est, est, est” wine, a few bottles of which you might like to put into your car, though you should not taste it until the end of the journey!)—Viterbo (an interesting medieval town)—Rome. The motor road reaches the centre of the Eternal City at the old Roman bridge, the Ponte Milvio.


  Florence—Perugia—Assisi—Foligno—Rome


  Starting from Florence by a different route you reach Perugia, capital of Umbria, through Terontola. Perugia is magnificent from the artistic point of view and most pleasant as a town. Its summer university (July-October) is attended by many foreign students studying Italian, and it is during these months that Perugia is liveliest. Among the hotels the old Brufani is the most noted. There are two good restaurants—the Degli Artisti (Via dei Priori) and the Rosticceria (Via Alessi). For a superficial survey of the town half a day is sufficient. The “sights” include the Colleggio del Cambio, the Palazzo Communale and its picture gallery, the Fontana Maggiore, the Cathedral, and the Oratorio of S. Bernardino.


  Two omnibuses run daily from the Piazza Vittorio Emanuele to Assisi, the town of St. Francis. The motorist can complete the return journey in a day, but they are nevertheless advised to spend at least one night at Assisi, a town saturated with poetry. If possible, visit Assisi on a Sunday. It is true that there are many foreigners in the town on that day, but participation at a Mass celebrated by one of the Franciscan orders is an unforgettable experience. On the road between Perugia and Assisi stands the church of S. Maria degli Angeli, which was raised over the chapel of this Saint. Motorists starting from Perugia in the early morning may attend Mass here before continuing their journey to Assisi.


  The best hotel in Assisi is the Subasio. Its windows provide an excellent view of the valley, the scene of St. Francis’ life. Make every effort to attend Mass at the Basilica of S. Francesco at ten o’clock on Sunday morning. The Basilica consists of two churches built one on top of the other. Holy Mass accompanied by the Franciscan Choir is a memorable experience. Having seen the art treasures of the Basilica and the monastery, you ought to see the Giottos of the church of S. Chiara. You must also visit the S. Damiano and Eremo delle Carceri monasteries. It is only here, in the atmosphere of noble simplicity that Assisi presents, that you really learn to understand St. Francis. The simple, sunlit little terrace where St. Francis wrote his ode to the sun, the relics of St. Clara, the simple refectory and the cells—it is these things that show the deep, sincere Christianity of St. Francis of Assisi and his age. The Ermeo delli Carceri is situated in beautiful, poetic, scenery. It is a pleasant hour and a half’s walk from the Porta Cappucini, or an hour’s donkey ride from the same spot. But there is also a motor road to the monastery. The monastery was founded by St. Bernhard, the inventor of pawnshops.


  From Assisi you travel to Rome through Foligno, Spoleto—famous for its Dome—Terni—which contains the largest Italian armament works—and Narni.


  Rome


  Up till now we have refrained from giving a detailed programme, leaving it largely to the tourist’s individual taste what he decides to see and providing only a general outline of the things worth seeing. Rome, however, is so big, and there is such a multitude of things to be seen, that the foreigner if left to his own devices would be completely lost and would not know where to begin the process of getting acquainted with the Eternal City. We have therefore compiled an exact programme spread over a number of days. However, before dealing with the programme we must give the tourist a few hints concerning accommodation.


  The hotel industry in Rome is in a high state of development. The luxury and first-class hotels are all good. The catalogue issued by the E.N.I.T., the official organisation we have already mentioned, contains precise details of their prices and the tourist may make a choice according to his means. With regard to the luxury hotels—the Grand Hotel, Ambasciatore, Excelsior, etc.—we can say nothing further than that they are excellent. A very good first-class hotel is the Russia, on the Via del Babuin, with a beautiful garden on the Pincio side. A good medium hotel is the Imperial on the Via Veneta, while the Quirinale, the Plaza (where the world-famous Italian composer Pietro Mascagni lives), the Royal, and the Flora are also excellent. Whether you go to an hotel or a boarding-house, choose, if possible, an establishment situated between the Via Nazionale, the Corso Umberto I, the Villa Borghese, Via Veneto and Piazza Esedra. The hotels in the Pantheon district are mainly interesting ancient monuments, while the more distant hotels are not convenient, as they necessitate a great deal of tramway travel. Those desiring to stay for several weeks or months may rent a furnished room or even a furnished flat.


  Settling Down


  The “sights” can be enjoyed according to the tourist’s point of view. If you are not afraid of fatigue and are determined to see everything, you are advised to take part in the conducted tours organised by the C.I.T. This travel agency takes tourists round all the sights in four days in its large charabancs. The detailed programme mentioned above is for those who have more time to spare and, in addition to Rome’s art treasures, desire to become acquainted with the people of Rome. We assume that the reader will arrive in Rome in the evening, say by the 8 p.m. rapido, intending to spend five days in Rome. (If you have even less time, you can, of course, cut the programme to suit your requirements.)


  Upon your arrival at the station you drive to your hotel by the hotel bus or by taxi. If you can afford to rent a room without board, so that you can get acquainted with the little trattorias as well as with the big restaurants of the Italian capital, you will have a quick “wash and brush up” at your hotel and go out for your dinner to the Papagaletto, a charming, inexpensive and most excellent little restaurant on the Via Frattina. You may finish dinner towards ten o’clock. It is too early to go to bed, so you pay your bill, and upon leaving the restaurant you turn to the right and walk as far as the Corso Umberto I, where you turn to the left. In a few seconds you will find yourself in the Piazza Colonna, and stop in front of the Galleria, opposite the 130 foot high Marcus Aurelius memorial commemorating on twenty spiral strips the Emperor’s victories over the Germans and other foes (between 176 and 193). In the right-hand corner of the square is the Palazzo Chigi, the famous building of the Italian Foreign Office. Now you may either sit down on the terrace of some café or go on. In the latter case you walk along the Corso and reach one of the finest squares in the world, the Piazza Venezia. To the right of the colossal white marble memorial to Victor Emanuel is the magnificent Palazzo Venezia. The balconied room above the entrance is the Sala del Mappamondo, Mussolini’s study. It is from this balcony that the Duce delivers his great speeches at public meetings. For the present—unless it is a fine moonlight night—we shall ignore art treasures and monuments and turn the corner in the left-hand part of the square, where you will see two similar churches. A few paces from here you will find the Basilica Ulpia, a basement locale where you can listen to the singing of Del Pelo, a noted folk-singer. This interesting, artistic establishment is visited by the cream of Italian and foreign society. If it happens to be a moonlight night you will walk, or ride in a horse cab, along the Via del Impero and between the ruins of the Roman Forums to the Colosseum. The court of the ancient circus in moonlight is a strange, unforgettable sight.


  The Programme


  First Day. Start early in the morning and visit the Pantheon district, the Santa Maria sopra Minerva, the Piazza Navona, the Campo de Fiori. If your stay in Rome happens to include a Wednesday, leave the first day’s programme until then, for Wednesday is market day on the Campo de Fiori, when all sorts of second-hand goods are offered for sale by colourful crowds of vendors. Sometimes you may pick up a valuable bargain which may even pay the cost of your holiday. After the Campo de Fiori you can visit the Piazza Farnese, the interesting Via Giulia, the former Ghetto in the vicinity of the Ponte Garibaldi, and if this tour has tired you out you may sit down at the Café Faraglia in the Piazza Venezia, opposite the Palace, for an apéritif. If you have sufficient energy left, you may visit the Campidoglia (the Capitol) with all its museums.


  At midday you can lunch at one of the restaurants in the vicinity, such as the Dreher, which is famous for its beer, or the Fagiano on the Piazza Colonna, or the Roma at the Tritone. None of these places are particularly cheap. If you have already become accustomed to the Italian cuisine you can have an excellent lunch at one of the small trattoria on the Santa Maria in Via. After a brief after-lunch rest you may visit the Forums and the Palatine, after which you will probably enjoy a rest at one of the cafés on the Corso or the Via Veneto. A good dinner can be had at the famous Alfredo trattoria on the Via Ripetta, where the maestro himself mixes his excellent speciality, the fettuncino, for each of his patrons. After dinner you may dance at one of the hotels, such as the Circolo Ambasciatore.


  Papal Reception


  Second Day. Before you set out for the city do not forget to ask the head porter at your hotel to secure for you a ticket or tickets for one of the Pope’s receptions. If you are not staying at a hotel you can apply for tickets to the diplomatic representative of your own country at the Holy See. You must make these arrangements a few days ahead, as obtaining tickets for the Papal receptions always takes time. Having attended to this matter, you will spend the morning visiting the S. Maria Maggiore, the S. Pietro in Vincoli (with Michelangelo’s “Moses”), the S. Giovanni in Lateran and the Scala Santa. The ethnographical collection of the missionaries at the Lateran Palace is extremely interesting. From the San Giovanni you will take a CP omnibus for the city and take lunch at the Abruzzi restaurant on the Via Frattina.


  In the afternoon you will visit the Piazza di Spagna, the Piazza del Popolo and its churches, and also the magnificent park and the Giardino del Lago therein. From spring till summer the smartest restaurant and teashop of the Pincio is the terrace of the Casino Valadier, which affords an excellent view of Rome at sunset. In the summer one of the most popular places for dinner is the Casina delle Rose, where open-air variety performances are given. If you do not wish to dine there, you can order ices, coffee, etc. In the summer you can dance in two places on the Pincio, in establishments conducted by Valadier and at the Casina delle Rose respectively.


  Third Day. The morning programme includes the Borghese museum, the new University Town, the Museo Nazionale delle Terme. If you are not afraid of a queer-looking district you can lunch at one of the Jewish restaurants of the old Ghetto, such as Samuel’s and Piperno’s. You can have your afternoon tea on the Via Condotti at one of the most interesting cafés in Rome, the two-centuries-old Café Greco. Patrons of the Café Greco used to include Casanova, Goethe, Thorwaldsen, Liszt, Wagner, Mark Twain, etc. To-day the café is a favourite rendezvous of the Roman art world. You will probably enjoy your dinner at the Neapolitan trattoria on the Via Cicerone, where excellent and reliable food is served. After dinner you can dance at the Soda Parlor in the Via Venetora.


  Fourth Day. Early in the morning you can visit the Vatican Museum. At midday, the ladies wearing black dresses and veils and the men dark suits, you will attend the Papal audience. After the audience you can lunch well at one of the restaurants on the Piazza del S. Pietro. In the afternoon the programme includes the Via Appia and the Catacombs. The most convenient and comfortable method of visiting the Via Appia is by horse cab. The cab will stop where necessary, and at dusk it will take you round the old Roman graves. You simply must not miss watching the sunset from the Via Appia.


  This day will have been rather tiring and you are not likely to feel like staying up late. You may drive across to Trastavere, which is one of the most interesting and oldest quarters of Rome. Here, in the Piazza di S. Maria, you can dine at one of the trattorias and become acquainted with the life of the people of Rome. The district is far from “smart,” but a single dinner in Trastavere will tell you volumes about the colourful, interesting life of the common people.


  Fifth Day. In the morning you can visit the Foro Mussolini, the magnificent sports town, and the Giardino Zoologico. Towards midday you take a combined ticket on the Piazzale Flaminia for Ostia (the ticket costs 5 lire and takes you by omnibus to the railway station, to and from Ostia by train, and back to the Piazzale Flaminia by bus), Rome’s seaside resort, which has developed very considerably in recent years. You can lunch at the seaside resort, where you can spend part of the afternoon, using the rest of the time to visit the ancient Ostia itself. Upon your return to Rome you can dine well at one of the restaurants on Mont Mario.


  In this way you can see in five days all that your friends at home will expect you to have seen. If you can stay longer you can naturally extend your programme.


  Night Life in Rome


  Night life in Rome is no more amusing than in most other Italian towns. The great social events always take place privately, and unless you establish contact with Rome society through friends, acquaintances or through your Embassy, you will find Rome—apart from its natural beauty and its art treasures—rather dull. The one or two variety theatres that are open both in summer and winter are less than second-rate and resemble the places of amusement of some Balkan town rather than the smart establishments of a European capital.


  Facilities for dancing, as we have already mentioned, are provided at the Ambasciatore, at the five o’clock teas of the Excelsior, and at the Quirinale (which is the best after the Ambasciatore.) A less convenient place is the Grotto del Piggione. The “Soda Parlor” of the Via Veneto is quite a charming place, but the music is supplied—by gramophone. The cinemas everywhere show pictures synchronised in Italian: only the smart little Quirinetta exhibits foreign films in the original version.


  We can say little that is good of the Roman, and generally the Italian, theatres. On the other hand, the Rome opera, the Teatro Reale dell’ Opera, is brilliant and the performances are unexcelled anywhere else in the world. The world’s foremost singers appear in these performances, which are perfect to the smallest detail. A first night will mobilise the cream of the “upper ten thousand,” as well as the corps diplomatique, and you may see many well-known people both on the stage and in the auditorium. If you happen to be in Rome on the day of a première at the opera you ought to make every effort to attend the performance. Unfortunately, the opera season is very short. The theatre opens on Christmas Day and closes after Easter.


  The most fashionable confisserie in Rome is Rosati’s on the Via Vittorio Veneto, where, from spring till late autumn, the “world of fashion” foregathers every day, but particularly on Sundays, for aperitifs and teas. There are a few tea-rooms in Rome, such as the Golden Gate, which is also on the Via Vittorio Veneto, Rampoldi and Babington on the Piazza di Spagna, which are frequented by many foreigners, particularly by English and American visitors. The English and Americans also have a club on the Piazza di Spagna. However, according to the leading members of the Anglo-Saxon colony in Rome the club is one of the ten most tedious places in the whole world.


  Sport


  Opportunities for sport, on the other hand, are available in plenty. You can indulge in any sport from golfing to shooting. There is an excellent golf course (information in regard to which will be gladly supplied by the Secretary of the Italian Golf Association at the Stadio Nazionale Partito), while among the tennis clubs the Parioli is the best. Visitor-members are gladly received at this club. You can ride a horse in the Villa Umberto, where mounts are hired out by the hour. Athletics, boxing, fencing, football and every other sport imaginable is carried on by the “Lazio” Association. There are swimming pools at the Stadium and at the Foro Mussolini. There are a number of rowing clubs on the banks of the Tevere (Tiber), the best being the R.C. Aniene and the R.C. Tevere Remo. The latter owns a boathouse and some sailing boats in Anzio. Lovers of aquatic sports will find ample opportunities of indulging in swimming and yachting near Rome, in Ostia, Fregene, Anzio-Nettuno, all of which are at the seaside. Ski-ers will find excellent ski-ing grounds both near and far from Rome (Rocca Raso, Campo Imperatore).


  Beauty parlours equipped with all the up-to-date appliances are available in Rome for lady visitors. Elizabeth Arden’s institute is on the Via Vittorio Veneto. Among the ladies’ hairdressers we can recommend Leopold, on the corner of the Via Vittorio Veneto and the Via Ludovici. Male visitors have a large choice of good gent’s hairdressers. The best, generally speaking, are in the district defined by the Via Veneto, the Via Condotti and the Piazza di Spagna.


  What can one buy advantageously in Rome? Among modern goods, gloves, hats and silk goods occupy first place. With regard to antiques purchased as souvenirs, you must be very careful, as in view of the enormous demand the faking of antiques has become a highly lucrative business. Hence if you wish to buy a valuable antique of any kind, you are advised to consult the experts of one of the museums before parting with money. However, the visitor should remember that the export of works of art is conditional upon a permit being obtained. But—unless it is a question of a work of art of special value or significance—a permit will be granted without difficulty by the Museo Nazionale del Terme.


  Environs of Rome


  Few cities in the world are situated in such a beautiful and interesting district as Rome. In the course of its long history, towns, castles, and monasteries have been raised at almost every beautiful point in the district. The motorist will derive particular pleasure from a visit to the country surrounding Rome. One of the loveliest excursion places is Tivoli, a beautifully situated, picturesque little town, which can also be reached by omnibus. Along the omnibus route to Tivoli lies Acqua Albule, the entirely rebuilt, smart Roman baths, famous for its sulphur springs. The omnibus also passes the Villa Adriana, the ruins of the Emperor Hadrian’s residence.


  A magnificent sight in Tivoli is the 320 foot high waterfall which feeds the Aniene river. The park of the Villa d’Este is world famous. The small Vesta and Sybilla churches and the black walls of this medieval town create a charming and romantic impression. There is a delightful little restaurant near the Vesta church, called Ristorante della Sybilla, which affords an excellent view of the waterfall and the valley.


  The Tivoli motor road continues to the picturesque Subiaco. Unless you are motoring, you can visit this town by the morning train and return in the evening. It was here that Nero built one of his villas, damming the stream in the valley in order to create three lakes suitable for bathing. Subiaco has two interesting monasteries. One is the Sta. Scolastica, whose oldest parts date from 975, and which has many interesting old manuscripts in its library. The other is St. Benedetto, one of whose chapels contains the only apparently authentic portrait of St. Francis of Assisi, painted by a monk two years after the Saint’s death.


  Castelli Romani


  Another no less pleasant excursion will take you to the Albano Mountains and the Roman Castelli. Unless you are motoring it will be difficult for you to complete the tour, and you will therefore have to decide at what point of the Rome-Frascati or Rome-Castel Gandolfo-Albano-Genzano electric railway you wish to alight. All the Castelli are famous for their wines, and the good Romans come to these small towns each Sunday in great crowds to enjoy a glass or two.


  Frascati is the loveliest and smartest of all the Castelli. It has two noted villas, the Villa Torlonia and the Villa Aldobrandini. An hour’s walk from Frascati lies Tusculum which, according to legend, was founded by Telegon, son of Circe and Ulysses. From Tusculum you can obtain an excellent view of the whole district. At Grotteferrata there is an interesting medieval abbey. Marino is a most interesting place, particularly in the autumn, after the grape harvest, when wine, instead of water, flows from the “parish pump” in the principal square and everyone may drink free of charge. On the way from Marino to Castel Gandolfo you will see Lake Albano. The motorist will find it worth while to drive right down to the shore and along it to the end of the road. Turning round at this point will not be an easy task, but the motorist will be compensated for the little extra trouble at the tiny restaurant near by, where good food and mineral water from an adjacent well can be obtained. The bathing in the warm water of the lake is excellent. It is best to arrange your programme for the day in such a manner that you should reach the lake at midday. In the afternoon, when the heat has abated, you can visit Castel Gandolfo where—unless the Pope is in residence—you can go over the Pope’s palace and park. When you enter the Pope’s property you are on “foreign” soil, which is under the sovereignty of the Vatican.


  Albano and Ariccia are also charming little towns. From the former a lovely road leads to the picturesque Rocca di Papara, which is built on a cliff. Rocca di Papara is a favourite summer resort of the people of Rome. From here you may ascend the Monte Cavo (about 3,000 feet) by road and have a meal at a hotel converted from an old monastery. The air on Monte Cavo is cool and pleasant even on the hottest days, and it also affords a splendid view of Rome and the sea. Another road leads to Genzano and to Lake Nemi, from which two ancient Roman treasure boats have been salvaged. The vessels, together with the art treasures found in them, can be seen on the spot.


  Velletri—Terracina


  Continuing by the same road (or if you travel by train, on the Rome-Velletri-Terracina line) you will come to Velletri. Some twelve miles further on you will reach Cori, one of the oldest Italian towns with interesting old buildings. Another six-mile journey will take you to the small town of Ninfa. Ninfa was evacuated by its inhabitants in the seventeenth century owing to an epidemic of malaria, and since then the town has been overrun with weeds and wild roses. When the wild roses are in bloom this deserted town looks like an illustration in a fairy-book: Six miles from Ninfa lie the ruins of the mighty Volsk city of Norba. Some thirty miles to the south of this, on the sea coast, lies Terracina, formerly a popular summer resort of the Roman aristocracy. There is excellent bathing from its sandy beach. From the seashore you can see quite clearly, in the north, the Cap Cicero Cliff, which was once an island. According to legend Circe lived on this island. Behind the cliff lies the Parco Nazionale del Circeo, where a section of the Pontine Marshes—which have ceased to exist after being drained—is preserved in its original form.


  To the north of Terracina, along Lake Paola, we come to Sabaudia and some fifteen miles further on Littoria. These two towns are the urban centres of the small holdings established on the vast fertile territory reclaimed by the draining of the Pontine Marshes, and are entirely modern.


  To sum up, the following excursions to the Rome district may be recommended:


  1. Rome—Bagni—Villa Adriano—Tivoli—Subbiaco.


  2. Rome—Albano—Castel Gandolfo—(Lago Albano)—Rocca di Papa—Monte Cavo—Albano—Rome.


  3. Rome—Albano—Nemi—Lago di Nemi—Ninfa—Terracina—Sabaudia—Littoria—Nettuno—Anzio—Rome.


  Each of these excursions can be accomplished by car in one day. If you travel by train or omnibus, you will have to omit a few things.


  Rome—(Formia)—Cassino—Caserta—Naples


  From Rome you can travel to Naples by one of two alternative routes, either the shorter, completely electrified Formia line or the longer Cassino line. Motorists who desire to see something on the way between Rome and Naples, are advised to travel by the Cassino road, although the magnificent Via Appia with its perfectly straight stretch of twenty-five miles along the reclaimed Pontine Marshes is a great attraction to the motorist who enjoys speeding. At all events, it is advisable to travel by the one road on the way to Naples and by the other on the way back. On the Rome-Formia-Naples line there is not a single place where it would be worth your while to break your journey. Along the other route there are many lovely places. Some fifty miles from Rome you come to the Frosinone-Alatri-Fiuggi station, which is a junction of the Fiuggi-Frosinone. Fiuggi is visited in summer by many people suffering from various gastric and bladder complaints. As it is less expensive than similar resorts in other countries, Fiuggi is visited by many foreigners, particularly English people.


  The tourist is advised to stop at Cassino and see the Monte Cassino, which is the most famous monastery in the world. The monastery lies at an altitude of 1,500 feet and can be approached by a splendid motoring road. The more romantically inclined may hire donkeys at the foot of the mountain, while practical people will, no doubt, prefer to make use of the funicular railway. The Benedictine monks are very hospitable and the tourist may lunch at the monastery, sleep at a building near by, and, if he likes, he can stay for several days. On leaving you will no doubt remember that the monks are not rich and will let them have by way of a donation the amount you would have spent at an hotel. I can heartily recommend a stay on Monte Cassino to those who really want peace and quiet. Beyond Cassino the only place where the motorist will find it worth while to stop is Caserta, where the royal palace and its park are most interesting.


  Naples


  Whether you arrive in Naples by car or by train, do not allow the sense of disappointment that you are bound to feel at first to gain a decisive hold. Only if you arrive by ship will you understand immediately why poets and artists through the centuries have admired this wonder city, why foreign visitors continue to be enchanted with it, and why Naples is universally regarded as incomparably beautiful. The first impressions are really unfavourable. The streets leading from the railway station to the heart of the city are crowded with motor-cars, rattling horse carriages and throngs of people. But when you reach the Via Caracciolo or the Corso Vittorio Emanuele the whole beauty of Naples will be revealed to you and any initial disappointment you may have felt will evaporate.


  You must be very careful in selecting accommodation in Naples. In the spring and autumn it is best to put up at one of the hotels on the Via Partenope (“Excelsior,” “Grand Hotel”) or at one of the good boarding-houses on the Via Caracciolo. In the summer, on the other hand, the luxury hotels on the mountain top—“Bertolini’s Palace,” Parker’s, Macpherson’s—are incomparably cooler and more pleasant. Among the hotels in the vicinity of the station only the “Terminus” can safely be recommended. However, it is not worth while staying in this district. You will be better off if you put up at the “Londra,” which is in the heart of the city and where prices are moderate.


  If your only consideration in selecting a boarding-house in Naples is cheapness you will probably come to regret it. On no account must you go to any of the hotels and boarding-houses between the Strada Nuova della Marina, the Via Marinella and the station. This is still the darkest quarter of Naples, which it is interesting to visit in order to see the horrible slums which have not changed for centuries, thus forming an idea of the Naples of old; but to stay in this district would be a disastrous mistake. The present Italian Government is making strenuous efforts to rebuild the whole of Naples and make good the criminal negligence of centuries; but, of course, it has been impossible to remedy all the evils in ten years. Formerly it was dangerous to walk alone at night in this quarter behind the port, but to-day the visitor may safely venture even into the most obscure alleys, though ladies are not recommended to visit this quarter alone at night.


  The “Napoletano”


  Before proceeding to describe the show places of Naples I must say a few words about the peculiar species of humanity known as the “Napoletano.” These natives of Naples are universally believed to be all that is unpleasant and repulsive. They are said to be lazy, cunning, dishonest. All this is untrue, or at any rate true only in the sense that there are lazy, cunning and dishonest people in every human community. Since Naples has ceased to be one vast slum (thanks to the Government), the good qualities of the people of Naples have become increasingly apparent—their intelligence, benevolence, charm and courtesy. The foreign visitor walking round the town should not approach them with a prejudiced mind, though he is at the same time advised to exercise caution, particularly towards those inviting him to nocturnal adventures.


  It takes several days to see Naples and district properly. In the city itself the busy, colourful life of the port is of particular interest. You can begin your inspection of the art treasures of Naples near the port, close to which is the Castel del Carmine and the Castel Capuano (dating from 1231) and the Porta Capuana, which is decorated with the reliefs of Giuliano de Maiano. In the same district you will find the lovely church on the Via S. Giovanni Carbonara and, close to the Dome, on the Largo Donna Regina, the church of S. Maria di Donna Regina with the sepulchre of Queen Mary of Hungary. S. Gennaro’s church, also known as the Duomo, is another notable sight.


  Walking in the old Centro quarter you will see a number of interesting churches, including the S. Anna de Lombardi, the S. Chiara, and the S. Filippo Neri, which contains Giordano’s famous picture “Christ Driving out the Merchants.” On the edge of the sea you will be interested to go over the vast, recently restored medieval rooms of the Maschio Angioino and the Aquarium. Even those who are otherwise not interested in museums should not fail to inspect the magnificent collection of antique sculptures at the Museo Nazionale, which were brought to light during the excavations in Magna Grecia.


  Night Life


  Night life in Naples, which was rather dull before the African war, has experienced a fillip during recent months. A few passable dance halls have been opened on the Via Partenope and in the centre of the town. The most noted osterias are the “Zi’ Teresa” and the “Bersagliera” on the Via Partenope, close to the sea, and the “Rampe di Sant’ Antonio” and the “Porta Capuana” in the centre of the town, where excellent Neapolitan specialities are served. At midday and in the afternoon the terrace of the “Café Esposito” (formerly known as the “Gambrinus”) is a good vantage point from which to view the life of the town. At the Neapolitan Opera House, the famous “San Carlo,” you can listen to excellent singers who, in most cases, appear in indifferently produced operas.


  If at first Naples fails to enchant you, you will nevertheless leave it with regret after a few days, when you have become accustomed to the peculiar atmosphere of the city and become acquainted with its people, when you have seen the gorgeous Possilippo and have climbed up to the monastery of Comaldoli in order to survey the Bay of Naples, which presents the loveliest panorama in the world. Providence has assembled so much beauty in and around Naples that mere human imagination can hardly grasp it all.


  You must devote a whole week to the district of Naples, and you may be sure that it will be an unforgettable week. You can reach most points of the surrounding country by trams starting from the centre of the town.


  La Solfatara


  On the first day of your tour of the district of Naples you will visit the volcanic fields of mythology. Tram No. 52 from the Piazza Vittoria in Naples will take you to Pozzuoli, one of the quaintest little towns in the Bay of Naples. The surrounding volcanic fields and mountains, where the heroes of Homer and Virgil lived and had their being, are full of mementoes of antiquity. The modern harbour of Pozzuoli still shows traces of the old Roman harbour, its amphitheatre is one of the most perfect in existence. An interesting sight is the Solfatara, a half-extinct volcano which has been in the same condition for 2,000 years, and which can be reached from the Piazza Municipio in twenty minutes. You may see the volcano on payment of 5 lire.


  Having seen Pozzuoli and the Solfatara, you can continue by train to Baia, the most fashionable and elegant seaside resort of Imperial Rome which, according to legend, was named after Ulysses’ helmsman Baios. From Baia you can travel by horse cab to Bacoli, little more than a mile away, have lunch, then drive on to the picturesque Capo Miseno, returning to Naples by the Baia-Napoli railway line.


  Ischia


  On the following day you will visit the islands of Procida and Ischia. From May 1st till October 31st there are two steamers daily, and thereafter one, to the two islands. Procida really consists of two volcanic craters and is the largest island in the Bay. Ischia is also nothing more than a single crater and a mass of lava, continuously shaken by earthquakes. The small seaside towns are connected by adequate motor roads. An interesting place to visit is the palace on the tiny island close to Ischia, where Vittoria Colonna, Michelangelo’s sweetheart, was brought up. The hot springs of Casmicciola, recommended for rheumatism, are also interesting. The temperature of the water bubbling forth from the earth is at boiling point.


  The hotels on Ischia are rather primitive, but correspondingly cheap.


  Vesuvius


  The crater of Vesuvius can most conveniently be reached by the funicular railway. The price of a combined ticket for the return journey from Naples and for access to the crater is 99.30 lire; it can be purchased at No. 11 Via Partenopea. Vesuvius is one of the smallest volcanoes in the world, but also the most notorious owing to its eruption in A.D. 79, which destroyed the towns of Pompeii, Herculanum and Stabia which lay at the foot of the mountain. Before the eruption there were gay vineyards and charming little villages on the mountain. Since the first great eruption thirty-four further eruptions have occurred—the last in 1929—each time involving loss of life and property. The most terrible eruptions occurred in the year 1631, after an interval of 131 years, when the villages that had risen round the volcano, together with their inhabitants, were destroyed, and in the years 1871 and 1872, when the havoc wrought by Vesuvius shocked the whole world. However, even after the most terrible eruptions the inhabitants have returned to the devastated fields and have started a new life on the cold lava, which provides extremely fertile agricultural soil. The Osservatorio on the slope of Vesuvius has been established to watch the activities of the volcano. Close to the Osservatorio is the “Eremo” hotel where good meals can be obtained.


  Pompeii, Herculanum


  Excellent autostradas lead to Pompeii and Herculanum. It is best to visit both towns with one of the conducted parties organised by the C.I.T., partly because this is far less expensive than hiring a separate motor-car to take you round, and partly because you will learn about the nature of the various ruins from the official guides with greater certainty and in greater comfort than if you go by yourself and rely only on guide-books and maps. The guides of Pompeii and Herculanum are like those tried non-commissioned officers in the Artillery who can aim a big gun by sheer judgment far more precisely than their superiors do with the aid of their involved calculations, and it is therefore entirely superfluous to “check up” on the statements of these guides. These people were born in Pompeii and Herculanum, have loitered round the excavations in their childhood, and many of them possess detailed knowledge that any archeologist might envy.


  Realism


  It is difficult to decide what to write about Pompeii and Herculanum. Every child knows what they are, if not from Bulwer Lytton’s novel, then from those dozens of films dealing with the tragedy of the two towns destroyed by Vesuvius. But a visit will give you the fascination of personal experience that no novel or film can provide. Walking in the wonderfully preserved streets, between shops, villas and palaces, the visitor expects at any moment to see, rounding the corner, some distinguished Roman citizen in his toga, youths in tunics, or Roman girls with their ebony hair knotted into a “bun.” The frescoes and sculptures indicate that the morals of these two towns could not have been particularly strict. The caretakers are not allowed by official regulations to show these paintings and sculptures to lady visitors, yet I have never met a female visitor who has not seen them! How do they accomplish it? The probable answer is that the new lira possesses the same fascination as did the currency of antiquity. If you have seen Pompeii you need not visit Herculanum as well, yet it is worth while doing so, for recent excavations have brought to light a number of wonderful sculptures and a few houses that have remained in a perfect state of preservation. It is possible to see both towns in a day, but there are romantically-minded people who move to one of Pompeii’s excellent hotels for a few days in order to enjoy the atmosphere of antiquity. Without wishing to criticise such people, I would observe that there are at least half a dozen other places in the region that are far more suitable for holiday purposes. I. should advise the tourist to do Pompeii and Herculanum in one day, lunching at Pompeii and consuming at leisure a glass of the Vesuvian wine, the “Lacrime Christi,” then in the evening returning to Naples.


  Those who after the almost obligatory excursions to Vesuvius and Pompeii return home feeling that they have “done” all that is expected of them, have no idea what they are missing. Some of the travel guides do not go further than Naples, as though in accordance with the old saying: “See Naples and die!”—all who have seen Naples proceeded to expire. On the other hand, some students of Italy say that Italy only begins at Naples, and you, gentle reader, will undoubtedly agree with them if you take a trip to Capri and put up at one of its excellent hotels or boarding-houses.


  Capri


  Capri is a part of Italy to which every nation lays claim to some extent. The Germans say that Capri was made famous by a German, Gregorovis. The French take a proprietary interest in Capri because they bombarded it from 1806 till 1808; while the English defended it against them, and have in recent times ousted the natives by the peaceful method of purchasing a great deal of property. The Swedish claim rests on the fact that it was here that Axel Munthe wrote his famous novel about his Villa San Michele, the world’s worst joke. Finally, the Italians say that it is in Capri that the most attractive characteristics of the typical Italian have become crystallised—simplicity, kindliness, naturalness. But even within Italy a contrary point of view is represented by Rome, for according to the Romans Capri is not Italian but Roman. A little boy in Rome once told me that the reason for this was that the Emperor Tiberius, who had a number of pleasure palaces and villas on the Island of Capri, had all the natives thrown into the sea, for he could only suffer Romans round him. Foreigners who happened to land on the island were thrown into the sea from a mountain that is to-day known as Monte di Timberio.


  Nowadays, foreigners visiting Capri can count on a far friendlier reception. Practically the whole island lives on them, and any building that is not an hotel is sure to contain rooms to let, unless the owner is a foreigner himself, in which case he will view the foreign tourist with horror and consign him—mentally at any rate—to the nether regions. It is one of the peculiarities of Capri that when you have been there for three or four days you regard yourself as a native and probably regard with tolerant contempt the fresh crowds of tourists as they are disgorged twice daily, at noon and in the evening, by the funicular railway, having arrived by steamer from Naples. But in three days’ time these new arrivals will also be sitting on the terrace of some café on the Piazza and view with the same tolerant contempt as yourself the newly-arrived Germans, Frenchmen and Anglo-Saxons.


  You will have guessed from the above that there are two or three steamers—according to the season—from Naples to this tropically situated fairy island. In addition, there are steamers from Amalfi and Sorrento and, of course, similar services from Capri to all these places.


  Strenuous Idleness


  To those whose experience of Capri lies in the future (after your first visit you will get on swimmingly on your own) I offer the following advice with regard to the choice of accommodation. You can stay in one of three districts in Capri—on the Grande Marina or harbour, in Capri itself, or in Anacapri, which is less than an hour’s journey from Capri. All three places have their advantages. If you are staying near the harbour (where the “Grotte Bleu” is the only hotel I can recommend) you will not have far to walk for your bathing. However, the best bathing is not on the Grande Marina but on the Piccola Marina on the opposite side. Capri itself is naturally the centre of the island. All roads start from here and lead here. Anacapri is only for those who require absolute quiet. Thus it is really best to stay at Capri itself. The hotels of Capri need no special recommendation. They are all satisfactory as regards accommodation, board, service and prices.


  When you are in Capri you will have nothing to do, yet you will find you have no time for anything. The writing of a postcard is a serious job, and even the most thrilling detective thriller proves to be an exhausting study. When you are in Capri you just are. From spring till late autumn the visitor is largely occupied with the sea. Bathing from the Piccola Marina and the Faraglionis is excellent and you can hire sandolins or sailing boats at low prices for extremely pleasant excursions when the sea is calm. The coast is dotted with caves in which the water is painted green, blue or red by the refraction of the sunlight. The exploration of the caves provides an exciting experience, but even the most experienced oarsmen and the best swimmers only undertake such expeditions when the sea is perfectly calm and the sailors predict good weather. A slight breeze is sufficient to whip up huge waves round the island to which a small sailing boat or sandolin cannot stand up, while the swimmer’s position becomes perfectly hopeless. Thus, as we have said, from spring till autumn the visitor spends most of his time bathing, boating and sun-bathing.


  The rest of the time can be spent in walks. If you are only staying on the island for two or three days you must not omit to walk to the Castiglioni, Capri’s wonderful ruined medieval castle, to the Belvedere di Tragaro, which gives a splendid view of the whole of the Bay of Naples, to the Arco Naturale, the Palazzo di Timberio (Tiberius’ villa), and to the S. Maria del Soccorso. These are short walks, occupying from twenty to fifty minutes, but each of them is an experience. A somewhat longer walk—an hour from Anacapri—will take you to the Monte Solaro, from whose 1,500-feet high peak a fantastically lovely view of the Bay of Naples can be obtained.


  Sorrento


  If you are staying in Capri for a longish time you must pay a visit to Sorrento, the second pearl of the Bay of Naples, and birthplace of Torquato Tasso. Most of what we have said concerning Capri also applies to Sorrento, and in advising you to visit the latter and some other places mentioned below, I assume that you will find it possible to spend a considerable time at one of them. Of course, if you can afford it, you could not do better than spend part of your life in the Bay of Naples and Salerno. Sorrento walks: the Piccolo S. Angelo, the Deserto, the Massalubrense. They are no less lovely than the Capri walks. The hotels of Sorrento are no less excellent than those of Capri, and you can feed just as well at the “Favorita” and the “Campidoglio” as at the osterias in Capri.


  You can go from Capri to Sorrento, or direct from Naples, by steamer, though the motorist will no doubt prefer to travel by the lovely road, blasted out of the rocks, on the edge of the sea. Starting from Naples, the motorist will drive along the Pompeii autostrada, then continue by the ordinary road to Castellamare. Part of the latter road is not particularly good, but beyond Castellamare, where it runs along the coast, it gradually improves, while from Sorrento onwards it is first rate. Three-quarters of an hour by car from Sorrento lies Positano, a name which has only become known in recent years. Positano is a charming fishing village built at the foot of a mountain which has for years been popular with authors, artists and other people of small means. Positano is a particularly suitable resort for a prolonged stay if you wish to rest or work in absolute quiet. It has the important advantage that it is very cheap. The rent of a completely furnished cottage in Positano is 100 to 150 lire, and it will pay you to rent a place like this if you intend to stay for long. You will always find in the village a woman—or a young man—to do the housework, in return for a small wage. The cost of living—and living well—in Positano is very low.


  Amalfi


  You can reach Amalfi by three different routes. You can go by train from Naples to Salerno, and from there back to Amalfi by road along the sea, or by car or omnibus through Sorrento and Positano, and finally by steamer. Amalfi is also a pleasant resort. In its few medium-class hotels prices are moderate. At two of them, the “Cappucino” and the “Della Luna,” the visitor can spend his holiday in Amalfi in unique surroundings, for both hotels are in converted monasteries, and the proprietors have naturally endeavoured to preserve the poetry of the Italian chiostros, while providing every modern comfort. Amalfi has one of the loveliest churches of the region, the Dome, which was built in 1204.


  Ravello


  From Amalfi you can reach the splendid little town of Ravello by a road with many windings. You must not miss Ravello. From Atrani the road gradually rises among vineyards and flower-beds towards Ravello. This is a place where the visitor experiences in the physical sense the poetry and, at the same time, the terrifying magnificence of nature. Life in the quiet little town, in which at one time the wealthy merchant princes of the coast used to build their Norman-Arabic palaces, appears to be almost at a standstill. The palaces, some of them in ruins, are still there, but most of their owners have moved to other districts; the palaces and villas are locked up, waiting for their owners.


  The Magic Garden


  The Palazzo Ruffolo is the finest among the palaces. Its wonderful flower garden gives a lovely view of the Bay of Salerno. It is no wonder that Richard Wagner, when he visited Ravello with his family in 1880, wrote in the autograph book of the palace: “I have found Klingsor’s magic garden.” The whole of Ravello is, in fact, one vast magic garden. It has two hotels, the “Palumbo,” on the site of which Wagner wanted to build a vast hotel to accommodate those who came to see and listen to his works, and the “Caruso Belvedere”; but neither is like any other hotel or inn in the world. The visitor is received here as though he were a Norman or Saracen noble, and that is how he is put up in the lovely arched rooms. Lunch and dinner are served on the terrace of some turret, on a round table with wormholes in it, and the meals include excellent wines. Speaking about food, we must mention the osteria on the Piazza, the “Bella veduta sul mare,” where mine host will first of all cross-examine you as to your tastes, then cogitate for awhile, and finally serve you a meal that you are not likely to forget till your dying day.


  However, the pleasures of poetry and the table should not cause you to forget the sights, such as the interesting bronze door and the interior of the Dome, the Palazzo Gonfalone and the twelfth-century S. Giovanni del Toro. When you say farewell to Ravello you may be sure that you will return as soon as possible. When you earn a little extra money the idea will inevitably come to you to pay another visit to this gorgeous little place. I know this from personal experience.


  Paestum


  But Ravello is not the last of the lovely places round Naples. There is still Paestum, with its magnificent Greek monuments. It is far from me to criticise Roman architecture, but when you see the ruins of Greek churches and palaces here in the south of Italy you will no doubt stand in amazement and exclaim: “This is the real thing after all!” Paestum, formerly a flourishing Greek and subsequently Roman town, was first depopulated by malaria (which travellers need not fear, as owing to reclamation the danger is now past), then devastated by the Saracens. But even the Saracens could not destroy the magnificent public buildings. The Temple of Neptune is one of the best preserved Greek temples. The oldest church in Paestum, called the “Basilica” for some unfathomable reason, is also worth a visit.


  Paestum can be reached by the Naples-Reggio Calabria line via Salerno. If you travel in this direction you must have a look at Salerno as well.


  On the way to Sicily


  The railway line from Naples to Villa San Giovanni, and beyond that to Reggio Calabria, is the most beautiful in Italy. All along the line there are ancient settlements and towns. An archaeologist would undoubtedly find something in every village, but the tourist has no time to spare for these places.


  Passing through the small station of Pizzo di Calabria, the tourist may recollect that it was here that Joachim Murat, ex-king of Naples, Napoleon’s legendary general, was shot dead on October 13th, 1813, five days after landing. Before the train reaches the station of Reggio Villa S. Giovanni, from where it is carried by steam ferry across the Messina Straits into Sicily, it passes through Scilla, the place mentioned in the Odyssey where those who have been fortunate enough to cross the Charybdis were destroyed by the monster with seven heads. In reality both the Scilla and the Charybdis exist, and both are harmless vortices in the sea.


  Puglie


  Before we land in Sicily we must return to the eastern coast of the Peninsula on the Adriatic. This part of Italy is known to but few foreigners, yet it is an interesting, colourful and attractive world. The reason that it was completely ignored in the past is that it lies outside the main tourist routes. It was only recently that the attention of the Italian tourist traffic bureau and of foreign tourists has been directed to this spot. Those who arrive in Italy at Brindisi have the best opportunity of visiting Apulia, and in that case it is best to go from Brindisi straight to Bari and take rooms at one of the completely reconstructed hotels there.


  From Bari the C.I.T. runs conducted tours through the small seaside towns as far as the Emperor Frederick’s magnificent, world-famous castle, the Castel del Monte. There is a tramway service between Bari and Barletta, but the visitor who is intent on seeing things is not advised to make use of it. Among the coast towns Bisceglia is interesting on account of its cathedral, Andria on account of its Roman temples, and Castel del Monte for the reason already stated. Canosa di Puglia has an interesting dome, and it is also here that Bohemond, son of Robert Guiscard, is buried. Barletta was the scene of the “disfida del Barletta,” where, on February 13th, 1503, thirteen Italian knights fought as many French knights under the refereeship of Prospero Colonna and Bayard. An interesting village is Alborebello, south of Bari, on account of its peculiar round, turreted houses, locally known as trulli.


  Bari to-day is the most important commercial centre in the south-east of Italy. In September each year a Trade Fair is held, at which the merchants of the Levant, Little Asia, North Africa, and Central and Eastern Europe congregate. This clean, well-ordered town has an eleventh century cathedral, in addition to the famous S. Nicola church, an example of the Roman style.


  SICILY


  Sicily has now been under Italian sovereignty for about seventy years, yet it still remains a separate and different world. The island is undoubtedly inhabited by Italians, and patriotic Italians at that. But the Sicilian is a mixture of Greek, Latin, Norman, Arab, French, Spanish and a score of other races, and differs from the Northern or Central Italian just as much as the English differ from the French, or the North Americans from the Brazilians. As regards mentality and customs, Sicily is a world apart. Few tourists spending a few weeks in Italy can spare the time to include Sicily in their itinerary and, in fact, at least a fortnight is necessary if you wish to see Sicily properly. And Sicily, the largest island in the Mediterranean, deserves it.


  In Sicily every traveller finds what he most desires to find. The art lover and the antiquary can indulge their passion for art treasures and artistic monuments, the tourist can enjoy the beauties of nature, while the person who merely wants rest and recreation is assured of good hotels, an excellent cuisine and opportunities for sport.


  It is best to visit Sicily in March, April, May or in October and November. During the spring months rail fares are considerably reduced for the “primavera siciliana,” so that a stay of two or three weeks at this time entails comparatively little expense. Sicilian tours planned for about a fortnight or seventeen days are, generally based on the following well-tried programme: Palermo-Monreale-Solunte, three days; Segeste-Trapani-Palermo, three days; Palermo-Termini-Cefalu, two days; Palermo-Agrigentou, two days; Agrigentum-Catania, two days; climbing of Aetna, two days; Catania-Syracusa, two days; Taormina, one day; Taormina-Messina and departure; one day. There are convenient steamer services between Naples and Sicily and some steamers go as far as Genoa. Thus tourists who arrive in Sicily by train via Messina are advised to reverse the programme mentioned here, and travel by steamer from Palermo to Naples or to any other convenient port. Sicily can also be reached by the various air services. There is a daily service from Naples to Palermo (not including Sundays and holidays), and the planes of the Rome-Tunis service also land here. The hydroplane of the Rome-Tripoli service lands at Syracuse.


  Messina


  I need not say much about Messina. Before 1908 Messina was the most interesting city in Sicily, but in that year 84,000 of its inhabitants were killed and its principal art treasures and monuments destroyed by a terrible earthquake. To-day both the Dome and the Annunziata Catalani church are only reconstructed or restored versions of the old buildings. Those who arrive by direct train from Villa San Giovanni are therefore advised not to break their journey here but to continue to Palermo or Catania. However, it may happen that the eager tourist does not wish to waste the precious daylight hours and travels by night. For such tourists there are excellent sleeping cars on the trains communicating between Rome and Sicily and Naples and Sicily. If you are tired out by the nocturnal journey you can stop at Messina, leave your luggage at the railway station and take a bath and a rest at the Albergo Diurno—already described—which in Messina is modernissimo. Having inspected the two churches mentioned above, you may care to watch the play of the church clock at noon. The inhabitants of Messina are very proud of it, but in my humble opinion it will take a few centuries before tourists will flock to Messina in order to see its works. But having seen the business with the clock, what else is there to see in Messina? Shall we say the museum, where there, are a few Egyptian objects, one Carvaggio and a few other pictures. By now it must be lunch time, so let us go to Ricardi’s restaurant near the railway station and become acquainted with the fish specialities of the Sicilians, their wines and world-famous ices. It is no exaggeration to say that nowhere in the world has the making of ices been raised to such artistic perfection as in Sicily. The various cassata concoctions are veritable poems. But Sicilian sweets are no less excellent; every one of them originated in the once so wealthy Sicilian convents and monasteries. In Sicily even to-day a lady—whether married or not—does not appear very often in the street, and formerly it was quite inconceivable that a well-bred girl should leave before marriage the convent where she had been placed for her education by her loving parents. Well—according to an Italian author, the sweets recipes of the convents were all, without exception, “love letters” into which the little Sicilian dames had mixed all their romantic dreams.


  The Lipari Islands


  You can leave Messina for Palermo in the early afternoon. If you enjoy seeing the miracles of nature, break your journey at Milazzo, the harbour of ships sailing for the Lipari Islands. Milazzo is not a big city, and its hotels are accordingly rather modest establishments, but you can safely spend a night or two either at the “Moderno” or at the “Stella d’Italia.” The small steamer leaves Milazzo at 8.45 a.m. for the volcanic Lipari Islands.


  The group consists of seven islands. The Lipari, Salina and Vulcano are close together; the other four are the Alicudi, Filicudi, Panarea and Stromboli. These seven islands are almost a miniature New Zealand, with their countless hot springs and volcanoes. The best way to visit the islands is to land on Lipari and hire a boat there. The most important island of the group is Stromboli, whose 2,150-feet high volcano is in continuous activity, with hourly or two-hourly eruptions of considerable violence. It is an unforgettable sight when glowing lava and rock brought up from the bowels of the earth is flung into the sea at the Sciara del Fuoco during a more violent eruption.


  Palermo


  Returning to Milazzo, you can continue to Palermo either by rail or by road. The railway line runs through lovely scenery along the sea coast, and as Palermo is approached the train passes through veritable gardens. Palermo is one of the most beautiful towns in Sicily and one of the most interesting in the whole of Italy. Every nation that has played a rôle in the history of Western Europe has had something to do with Palermo, occupying the city, fighting for it, or retreating from under its walls in defeat. As a consequence the teeming population of Palermo includes dark-skinned Arab types as well as tall, fair-haired Vikings, and practically every type in between. Palermo is a veritable experimental laboratory for the ethnologist.


  The city has some excellent hotels, but the “Igiea Grand Hotel” is the best. A good first-class hotel is the “Panoramus” on the Via Florio, where the charges are on the moderate side; still less expensive is the “Centrale,” the hotel of commercial travellers on the Corso Vittorio Emanuele. There are a few good boarding-houses, such as the “Lincoln,” the “Aurora,” and the “Lombardia,” where the less pretentious can obtain excellent board and clean, comfortable rooms.


  Palermo has a large number of excellent restaurants and cafés. The “Napoli,” “La Fenice,” are among the best restaurants, while the “Massimo,” “Gran Café d’Italia,” “Politeama,” “Raghet” and “Koch” are the most noted cafés. But—as the reader will already have gathered in the course of the preceding chapters—we are partial to the small osterias, and we therefore call your attention to the establishment of Signor Vassallo and the “Spano,” where a variety of Sicilian fish specialities is provided. The Aetna wines you will be served after lunch or dinner, together with the glass of Marsala over which you will pledge eternal friendship with the proprietors of these places, will combine to make it very difficult for you to take your departure. Incidentally, the English are entitled to be proud of Marsala, a famous Sicilian speciality, for it was an Englishman, John Woodhouse, who, in the year 1773, discovered a method for making the best Marsala, thus establishing at one stroke the superiority of his product over the previously unrivalled Oporto wine.


  The Sights


  We have reserved two days for Palermo, and in view of the many interesting sights in the city this is really not too long. There are magnificent relics from every period of Palermo’s history. The Arab-Norman, Medieval, Renaissance and Baroque periods, and the so-called Serpotta (seventeenth and eighteenth century) school, all had great architects and artists in Palermo. Orientation in Palermo is easy if you remember that the city is divided into four parts by two wide avenues, the Via Maqueda and the Corso Vittorio Emanuele, which cross each other at the Piazza Quattro Canti. Unfortunately, lack of space prevents me from giving a detailed account of the sights, and I must therefore confine myself to a brief outline.


  In the quarter near the Piazza Pretoria you will find the Martorana, a Norman church dating from 1143, with splendid mosaics, and also the S. Cataldo and Gesu churches. On the Piazza Quattro Canti, near the mountain, stands the lovely Baroque church San Giuseppe dei Teatini and, to the right of it, the famous cathedral, whose foundations were laid in the year 1185. The cathedral contains the tombs of six emperors and kings. The pictures in the chapel, as well as the crypt, are worth seeing. Near the Porta Nuova stands the Palazzo Reale, which was begun by the Saracens. To the right and left of the Palazzo Reale stands the S. Giovanni degli Eremiti, a magnificent medieval church built in the shape of an Egyptian cross. The museum contains Greek art treasures. The church of S. Maria Della Catena and the fine Gothic building of the Palazzo Abbatelli on the Via Alloro are also worth a visit.


  The botanical gardens of Palermo are very lovely. Honeymoon couples in particular are advised to visit it. If they get tired they can rest on one of the benches amidst the wonderful tropical vegetation.


  The District of Palermo


  The most important locality in the neighbourhood of Palermo is Monreale, which can be reached from Palermo by tram No. 8, continuing by the funicular railway. If you have little time to spare, or if you are not in the mood to look at churches and art treasures, you are strongly advised to visit Monreale. Its Dome is the loveliest Norman church in Sicily, and is full of mosaics, sculptures, pictures and other art treasures. To the right of the Dome stands the twelfth-century monastery in whose court there are 216 pillars, each different, and each a masterpiece in itself.


  Mondello is a beautifully situated seaside resort some five miles from Palermo. It has two good hotels which are patronised by Palermo society as well as by foreigners. You can spend a few pleasant days at Mondello swimming, yachting and playing golf. There is dancing at the hotels in the evening.


  Selinonte, Trapani, Agrigento


  If you wish to see Trapani, break your journey at Castelvetrani station, then continue by train to Selinonte, which is one of the most important pile of Greek ruins in Sicily and in the whole of Europe. Orientation is not easy in the rather complicated Acropolis and among the temples, and it is therefore advisable to go to the Torre di Polluce by the sea and engage a guide. A unique peculiarity of Selinonte is the fact that it is not framed in a modern city, so that you feel as though you were walking in the midst of an existing civilisation.


  Foreign tourists are generally taken to Trapani, but in my humble opinion even the most conscientious tourist need not trouble about Trapani. Instead, he can continue by train from Selinonte straight to Agrigento, where he will find many interesting sights, and also excellent hotels (“Grande Hotel des Temples,” etc.), and a good restaurant (“San Leone”). There is little to see in the new part of the town, apart from the Dome, which is as beautiful as the Domes of all the other Italian towns. On the other hand, the old town has some wonderfully well preserved Doric temples which can be visited by cab in three hours. The Concordia is, next to the Theseion in Athens, the best preserved Greek temple. In addition, there are the temples of Juno, Hercules, Jupiter and Castor and Pollux, all of which are more or less in a good state of preservation. Do not be in a hurry in viewing these temples, and if you happen to be visiting them in the afternoon wait until sunset, when the graceful outlines of the Doric columns against the evening sky will for ever impress on your memory the city of Akragas of 2,500 years ago, whose inhabitants prayed to their gods in these temples.


  A lovely, unforgettable walk will take you to Rupe Atenea, which gives an excellent view of the whole district of Agrigento. Here, too, it is best to wait till dusk and, sitting on the ruins of the Temple of Minerva, to watch the classic scenery as it becomes enveloped in darkness.


  Taormina


  Taormina is said to have been founded in 396 B.C. by settlers who had fled from the Greek Isle of Naxos. During the intervening 2,331 years Taormina in the course of its varied history has always remained an asylum for refugees. Taormina lies in lovely country above the sea, opposite to, yet at a convenient distance from, Aetna, and its perpetually blue sky, its flowers and citrus groves are sufficient to comfort any refugee for what he has left behind. Formerly Taormina was the refuge of political exiles, to-day it is the resort of voluntary exiles from the noise and tumult of our strenuous modern life who come here to rest. The principal season in Taormina lasts from September till June, during which time the well-to-do fill the gorgeous luxury hotels, whose gardens rival the magnificent parks of Imperial Rome. From June till September, when the weather is very hot, only the second-class hotels are open. The best boarding-house, Schuler’s, is also available in the principal season only. Between October and May it is advisable to book rooms in advance, as even in these times of economic crises it may happen that all the best hotels and boarding-houses are full up.


  Taormina is, above all, a summer resort, so that it is not often visited by tourists on account of its sights. However, it has a fine Greek theatre, where a festival play season is given each year. The top of the Cavea gives an unforgettable view of Aetna and the surrounding district. Taormina’s charming Medieval and Renaissance palaces and its thirteenth-century cathedral are in harmony with the refined atmosphere of this luxury resort.


  Having thus praised Taormina to the skies, we may now reveal how you can get there. It is a little less than an hour’s journey from Messina by train or car, and those who do not intend to go beyond Palermo may stop here for a few days on their way to Syracuse.


  Catania


  On the other hand, if you wish to visit the interior of Sicily, you are advised to travel by the Enna-Catania line. The train passes through some wonderful scenery. There is little to be said about Catania. Next to Palermo it is the most important town in Sicily, and is mainly noted for the fact that the Aetna tours start from here. However, now we are here let us visit the Dome, which contains the tomb of the great Italian composer Vincenzo Bellini, and includes the chapel of S. Agatha, the Castello Ursino, which dates from the time of the Emperor Frederick II, the church of S. Nicolo, which is the biggest in Sicily and from the roof of which a wonderful view may be obtained, and, finally, the Greek theatre and the amphitheatre. All this can be done in half a day, after which we can turn our attention to the Aetna excursion. Catania is quite close to Aetna, and you will frequently encounter in the city traces of former eruptions and earthquakes.


  Aetna


  Up till a few years ago it was very difficult to reach Aetna, but to-day there is already a magnificent autostrada leading up the mountain to the fringe of the lava deposits, so that you can view in comfort the grimly majestic area of one of the world’s greatest volcanoes, where life flourishes charmingly and picturesquely side by side with traces of destruction. In this region the life and destiny of the population has been closely linked with Aetna for thousands of years, and it is therefore not surprising that there should be thousands of superstitions, tales and legends concerning the eruptions and devastations of Aetna throughout the centuries.


  The causes of these eruptions are, of course, the same as in the case of all the other volcanoes. Up till now Aetna has erupted about eighty times, sweeping away whole towns and villages, and destroying their inhabitants, yet the towns and villages have sprung up anew and the people have returned to begin life all over again. The highest peak of Aetna is 10,000 feet above sea-level. The peaks are eternally covered with snow, and in recent years they have become a ski-ing ground of great popularity. From a distance Aetna looks a regular cone, yet in addition to the principal crater there are some 200 secondary craters on the mountain, from the interior of which lava and ashes are constantly thrown up to the surface. The slopes of the mountain are covered with vegetable gardens up to a height of 1,500 feet, and with orchards and vineyards up to some 4,000 feet. Aetna wines and fruits are far-famed products, and it is no small pleasure at the time of the fruit harvest to pick golden oranges and luscious grapes with your own hand. Up to 6,300 feet there are forests, but beyond that there is only the humble flower known as Astragatus Aetnensis.


  Climbing Aetna is not a particularly tiring business, especially as the motor road has already been completed as far as the refuge of Casa Cantoniera. You must start in the early morning from Catania to Nicolosi, where you can arrange the details, engaging a guide, etc., unless you have already made arrangements in Catania with one of the travel agencies who organise conducted parties for a visit to Aetna. While travelling by the motor road is undoubtedly the most convenient, it is far more interesting to walk or to ride on a mule as far as Casa Cantoniera, then on to the Osservatorio, where you can spend the night. From the Observatory you must, if possible, set out about two hours before sunrise on the road leading to the crater. You will be amply compensated for rising so early by the glorious sight of sunrise on Aetna, and the equally glorious view. From here you can see quite clearly the whole of Sicily, Calabria and most of the islands. But even the most experienced Alpinists are strongly advised not to attempt Aetna alone. In addition to the topographical difficulties the volcano itself has dangers which none but experienced guides know and are able to avoid.


  Syracuse


  The main line railway will take you from Catania to Syracuse, the former mighty centre of Hellenic culture, through Lentini and the important naval base of Augusta. Italy has some cities which the foreigner may visit purely for the purpose of recuperation, regardless of any art treasures, and other cities that are only worth visiting on account of the latter. Syracuse belongs to this category, which has a great deal to offer to lovers of the Greco-Roman and Renaissance civilisations, but nothing at all to those who are in search of amusement. Yet the immense tourist traffic and the prosperity of the hotels of Syracuse show that, contrary to the universal view, there are still large numbers of art lovers left. The best hotel in Syracuse is the “Grand Hotel Villa Politi,” which is situated in a lovely garden. The principal season lasts from October to the end of April or the middle of May. After this time some of the first-class hotels are closed, but those that are open all the year round reduce their prices very considerably after the end of the season.


  Syracuse is one of the most important centres of the African trade and of the traffic flowing towards Tipolitania. There is a comfortable twenty-four hour steamer service between Syracuse and Tripoli, and the tourist with four or five days to spare will do well to visit this rapidly developing North African city as well. In Tripoli he can enjoy all that is pleasant, edifying and beautiful, from the magnificent seaside places to the interesting, colourful life of the Arab world.


  But let us return to Syracuse. The modern part of the city with its narrow streets, interesting medieval dwelling-houses, is a picturesque and attractive sight. The Dome, which is built between the Doric columns of the former Temple of Minerva, is gorgeously beautiful. The Museo Nazionale has unique collections of pre-Hellenic and Hellenic art treasures. The neighbourhood of the legendary Fontana Aretusa is also interesting.


  “Whispering Gallery”


  You will need a whole day in order to see the Old Town. You will first visit, by bus or horse cab, the mine of the Capucine monks, which at the time of the wars between Athens and Syracuse served as an internment camp. There were times when 7,000 Athenians were accommodated here. You will continue your journey to the church of S. Giovanni, where a Capucine monk will show you over the vast catacombs, the scene of the secret religious meetings of the early Christians. From S. Giovanni a nice walk will take you to the amphitheatre dating from the time of the Emperor Augustus. There is a horse cab rank here, and you can hire a cab to take you past the charming S. Nicolo church to the Latomia del Paradiso and the “Ear of Dionysius,” an artificial cave 180 feet long which, according to legend, was built by Dionysius as a prison. The acoustics of the cave are such that Dionysius could hear—sitting at a height of 66 feet at the top of the cave—what his prisoners were whispering below. The cave has the shape of an “S” and even the noise of a dropped pin can be heard in it.


  To the east of “Dionysius’ Ear” is the 2,300 years’ old Greek theatre, from which a good view of the city can be obtained. Close to the theatre there is an osteria, where you can lunch fairly well. After lunch you will drive back to the city, and if it is not too late you will take a bus on the Piazza Archimede for the Euryele, the largest and best preserved Greek fortress, built by Dionysius on the topmost point of Epipolis.


  The loveliest and most poetic excursion point near Syracuse is the charming Cyane river. According to legend Cyane tried to abduct Proserpina, so Pluto changed him into a river. If the sea is calm you can approach the river by a boat from the Porto Grande. If the sea is rough, you can travel by bus to the river bank, where you are bound to find a boat that will take you farther on.


  Sardinia


  From the tourist’s point of view Sardinia differs from all the rest of Italy. Conventional tourists do not visit this second largest island in the Mediterranean, and those who prefer smooth travelling, easy train connections and comfortable accommodation, are undoubtedly right in avoiding Sardinia. The hotel industry and tourist traffic arrangements are still in their infancy here. But if you like wild scenery, interesting local costumes and customs you will probably enjoy a visit to Sardinia. Tourist traffic is not regarded as a lucrative business, and the foreign visitor is not regarded as a profitable traveller who has certain requirements but as a guest in the nobler sense of the word, and he is treated accordingly.


  It is best to visit Sardinia during the winter or spring, since in summer and autumn the risk of malaria is still very great. However, in spite of this risk people who come to the island to hunt—Sardinia is rich in game—prefer the autumn. The two most important towns of Sardinia are Sassari and Cagliari, which are connected by rail.


  * * *


  To condense all that a travel guide should contain about Italy, and a great deal of what other travel guides do not contain, in a few pages is both a difficult and a thankless task. Those who read this necessarily brief article are requested to communicate with the Editor of the present work if they have any observations to make concerning its contents or omissions.


  WHAT IS THE COST OF A VISIT TO ITALY?


  I have been requested by the Editor to calculate and state in detail the cost of a visit to Italy. Needless to say, this is a most difficult task. Italy is each year visited by several millions of foreigners, and it would be necessary to prepare almost as many budgets as the number of people who enter Italy in order to spend a few days, weeks, or months on the Peninsula. No doubt, if a member of the Rockefeller family pays a visit to Italy he will spend a little more money than Mr. Brown or Mrs. Smith, worthy employees of one of the Rockefeller concerns, would spend in like circumstances.


  The difficulty is therefore only too obvious. However, since the Editor insists on my writing this chapter, I bow to the inevitable and will try to work out a reasonable budget.


  Railway Fares. It is, unfortunately, impossible for me to fix this item. I have already said that in Italy you only travel at full rates if you are determined to be placed under tutelage. The cost of rail travel depends on the length of the journey. The following tariff is for your information:


  
    
      	

      	First.

      	Second.

      	Third.
    


    
      	

      	lire

      	lire

      	lire
    


    
      	100 kilometres

      	52.50

      	35.50

      	21.50
    


    
      	200 kilometres

      	104.00

      	70.00

      	41.50
    


    
      	500 kilometres

      	219

      	148.00

      	87.00
    


    
      	1000 kilometres

      	347

      	233.00

      	137.00
    

  


  These are the basic prices, without reductions. With regard to distances, I would point out, also by way of information, that, for instance, the distance from the Italian frontier at Ventimiglia to Rome is 652 kilometres. From this and with the aid of any time-table you can calculate the cost of your rail fares yourself, though it is far simpler to go to any travel agency, where you will be informed of all the prices and all the available concessions in a few minutes.


  Accommodation. Hotel prices in Italy have been very considerably reduced. Even in the best luxury hotel a room and board will not cost you more than 70-80 lire per day. But this, of course, represents the maximum. Generally speaking, the all-in prices of the better class hotels range between 35 and 60 lire per day, while at boarding-houses you can live at between 25 and 45 lire per day. If you are staying in the same town for a long time, you will do well to put up at a boarding-house. Prices are reduced in proportion to the length of your stay. The longer you stay the lower will the tariff be.


  Food. At first-class restaurants the price of lunch or dinner without wine ranges between 15 and 30 lire. However, in the small trattorias mentioned in previous chapters you can feed quite well on from 7 to 15 lire per meal. If you wish to economise you are advised to have your breakfast at a coffee bar, where you will be served with coffee and pastries from 1.20 lire.


  Amusements. The theatres are not expensive. Good seats can be obtained at from 20 to 30 lire, except at the big Italian opera houses, particularly at Milan and Rome, where a stall costs at least 65 or 70 lire. The highest prices at first-class cinemas are in the vicinity of 10 lire, but the larger Italian towns have many excellent cinemas where the best seat can be obtained at 5 lire.


  At dance halls you will have to calculate from 10 to 25 lire for refreshments. Where an entertainment is given prices are naturally higher.


  Communications. Owing to the uncertainty in connection with the supply of petrol, taxis are at present very expensive. Omnibus fares in the heart of the town amount to about 50-60 centesimi, while in the outskirts fares range between 30 and 40 centesimi. The price of tickets from the heart of the town to the outskirts is in the vicinity of 1 lira. Tramway fares are generally 30-40 centesimi.


  Experience shows that it is best to provide approximately as much for pocket money per day as the price of board and lodging.


  The total cost of a fortnight’s stay in Italy, provided you travel about 1,500 kilometres, may be estimated as follows:


  
    
      	

      	Lire
    


    
      	Rail fares (50 per cent. reduction)

      	150
    


    
      	Board-residence

      	462
    


    
      	Porters, fares, tips, etc.

      	100
    


    
      	Sundries

      	300
    


    
      	

      	
    


    
      	Total

      	1,012
    


    
      	

      	
    

  


  This amount includes board-residence of a good middleclass standard, but the daily sundries have been taken at a low figure.
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  SWITZERLAND


  So much has been written about Switzerland in the past, so many superlatives used to describe it, that one may well be pardoned for doubting whether the reality will not fall short of these glowing descriptions. Yet the fact that people of absolutely opposite points of view unite in praising Switzerland should cause one to hesitate before rejecting the truth of their statements and ask what is the charm of this country which exerts such an attraction on such diverse types. The answer would seem to be “its diversity.” There are the majestic Alps with their crowns of eternal snow and green valleys nestling between the mountains; there is the Swiss Riviera where the vegetation is semi-tropical and oranges and lemons bear fruit in the open; there is the glorious Lake of Lucerne, which no painter dare reproduce in its natural colouring lest he be scoffed at; there are the big industrial towns, such as Zürich, Geneva and Berne, where can be found examples of the finest modern architecture as well as buildings of great antiquity. But one can go on enumerating the charms of Switzerland for ever without exhausting their variety.


  All the Year Round


  The great advantage Switzerland has over most other countries is that her appeal is equally great all the year round. In spring the alpine meadows are masses of flowers, and for those who adventure higher there is laid open a wonderland of alpine flora unique to Switzerland. In summer the weather is ideal, and in most of the resorts there is fine bathing and facilities for most modern sports and excursions, both on foot and on the exceedingly fine mountain railways. Autumn is the time of the grape harvest, and in some parts of Switzerland there are vintage festivals which are very interesting. Finally, in the winter, the whole aspect of the country is changed and the incredible colours of the summer scene are toned down by a mantle of snow which yet, in itself, contains all those colours, and the sun catching the minute crystals can draw forth a magnificent blaze of colour. Small mountain villages which in summer are deserted, even the local villagers going into the mountains with the cattle, become busy winter sports centres, full of a jostling crowd of merry holiday-makers.


  This, then, is the reason for Switzerland’s popularity as a tourist centre: that it does not matter at which time of the year one goes: that one can choose high or low altitudes according to one’s preference: that one can stay in a fashionable, cosmopolitan resort which offers every luxury, or in quieter towns and villages more truly representative of the country. The choice of the venue of his holiday must depend on the individual taste of each holiday-maker, but sufficient information is given in this article to enable him to arrive at a decision.


  The mass of the Jura mountains runs from the north to the west of Switzerland, roughly parallel with the range of the Alps, in which are the highest mountains in Europe. Between these two ranges lies a green plain in which are all the important towns of the country and which is fringed by the great lakes. On the south side of the Alps is the Canton Ticino which borders on the Lombard plain and is distinctly Italian in character.


  Languages


  The principal languages spoken in Switzerland are French in the cantons of Vaud, Neuchâtel, Geneva, Fribourg and Valais; Italian, which is spoken only in the Ticino; and German, which is spoken in all the other cantons and is the principal language of the country. Besides these three principal tongues there is the dialect of Ladin, spoken by the peasants in the Engadine and which is said to go back to Ligurian. In the Grisons, the local dialect is Romansch, which is derived from early Latin, whilst the dialect spoken in German Switzerland is derived from the original roots of German with an admixture of Latin, and is far removed from modern high German. The English traveller need not be deterred from visiting Switzerland, even if he knows no language other than his own, as in every hotel of any standing the staff speak English. For the traveller wishing to get off the beaten track, a knowledge of either French or German is desirable, according to the district visited.


  Cost


  The question of expense is a vital one when planning a holiday, and Switzerland has, unfortunately, gained the reputation of being an expensive country to visit. When, however, the tourist traffic, which is one of the principal industries of the country, fell off as a result of the high prices, it was realised that something must be done to recapture this very valuable “import.” The result is that it is now possible to visit Switzerland at a cost ranging from less than £1 per day (including rail fare), and some tourist companies are offering most attractive “individual tours,” which include season tickets on the lake steamers and mountain railways and, in fact, allow you to pay for the whole cost of your holiday, including such things as visits to lidos and kursaals, before leaving England. For the novice who does not know his way about, this method of travel is by far the most economical and most practical, whilst the experienced traveller can travel far afield by a judicious combination of the trips on the mountain railways and excursions from the various terminal points. Those fortunate people who have several weeks at their disposal can, by combining several of these tours, see a really amazing amount of the country. It is advisable to make one town in each district one’s headquarters, planning excursions from this and, wherever possible, the return trip should be by a different route than the outward journey. It is also best to plan the whole holiday systematically, proceeding by natural stages, but always allowing a certain amount of elasticity for breaking away from the schedule to explore inviting parts of the country that are encountered en route.


  Before launching on to a description of the various districts, a brief outline of the history of Switzerland may interest prospective visitors.


  Remains of prehistoric man have been found in the caves in the Jura mountains and several other parts of Switzerland, and it is believed that the earliest known inhabitants of the country were nomads during the paleolithic period about 6000 B.C. There are remains of lake dwellers of the neolithic period, particularly at Meilen on Lake Zürich, which are amongst the earliest relics of man in Europe. There are some interesting ruins near Grandson which seem to indicate that these early inhabitants of Switzerland belonged to a druidical religion. With the dawn of recorded history, the tract of land now forming the Swiss Republic, but then known as Helvetia, becomes the scene of a continual ebb and flow as the various tribes spread over the confines of their own countries. A race of Celts from the upper Danubian valley invaded the country, facing the Ligurians further south, and from these Celts (400 B.C.) are said to be descended the inhabitants of the French-speaking cantons. The history of the next few centuries is very vague, except that legend tells that St. Beatus, an Irish monk, introduced Christianity about the first century A.D., and there are many legends connected with his name. During the time of Julius Caesar Helvetia was an ally of the Roman Empire, and there are traces of the Roman occupation to be found in several places, as well as in the place-names. About the sixth century there was an influx of Burgundians into the south-westerly part of Helvetia, and it is from that period that French became the prevalent language in these centres. About the same time, the Franks and the Alemanni poured into the northern part, and many of them settled permanently. Although there is nowadays a considerable amount of inter-marriage, the Germanic type, tall, fair and of powerful build, is still very noticeable. At the same time the Ostrogoths invaded Rhaetia, under the great Theodoric, and settled there. From this time onwards Switzerland, although nominally a part of the Holy Roman Empire, becomes a battleground for various powers that wish to annex it and, as a result, much oppression was practised. This finally became so unbearable that the three cantons of Schwyz, Uri and Unterwalden formed a league about 1250 to free themselves from the oppressor, and this association culminated in the episode (1307) which the name of William Tell has made famous. These three cantons formed the nucleus of the present Swiss Republic, which derives its name from the first one. From this time onwards, canton after canton joined the original league or made pacts with others for mutual defence against the oppressors until, in 1648, the Peace of Westphalia gave Switzerland her political independence. Just before this, the Reformation which was sweeping across Central Europe had also caused much strife in Switzerland, where Zwingli was its chief protagonist and had in great part contributed to the eventual independence of the country.


  Very little of interest to the foreigner happened until 1815, when the Congress of Vienna determined the boundaries of Switzerland at their present-day limits and also fixed its perpetual neutrality, by virtue of which Switzerland enjoys a unique position in Europe. During the War it was the base for the International Red Cross, as well as being fertile ground for the intelligence services of the combatant nations. Switzerland was the only logical, in fact the, inevitable choice, for the seat of the League of Nations, and has been the scene of many important scenes in post-War history.


  How to get there


  There are several routes to Switzerland, the main ones being via Dover-Calais, whence there are through services for the Grisons, Bernese Oberland and the Rhône Valley, or Dover-Ostend with through-connection to Bale. The latter route, while involving two hours more on the water, lasts only three or four hours longer while being considerably cheaper, and there are special trains run by a co-operative movement representing the Swiss hotels—the Swiss Hotel Plan—on which the journey takes practically the same time as by the short sea route. The railway system in Switzerland is very fine, but it is necessary to make numerous changes for practically all centres except those on the main line to Milan or the Grisons. For this reason it is actually more advantageous to travel to Bale and change there, as there is a very good train service all over the country from that city, and during the holiday season numerous special trains are put on for popular centres.


  In Switzerland is found some of the finest railway engineering in the world, and the Gotthard tunnel and Jungfrau railway are achievements of which any nation could justly be proud. The Swiss railway system is all-electric, and it is of interest that the wide use of electricity throughout the country, which obviates smoke and fumes from coal fires, is one of the causes of the singularly pure air. The railway carriages are built with particularly large windows so that the panorama can be enjoyed to the full.


  If you approach Switzerland via Ostend, the last big station before Bale is Mulhouse, which, until 1815, was Swiss, but now belongs to France.


  It has been our endeavour to arrange the information in this article in order to form a round tour covering the whole of Switzerland, but the point of approach and subsequent route can, of course, be varied to suit individual tastes. It is impossible to touch upon more than the principal centres, and to mention more than a few of the attractions of each, but the visitor should, after deciding on which part he will visit, take one of these districts and explore them at his leisure as some of the loveliest parts are those that do not gain several or even one star in guide-books.


  Basle


  On Bale station there is a very fine buffet, and the traveller need have no hesitation in eating there. If there is a wait of any time before the next train Bale—also known as Basle or Basel—is well worth exploring. It is very old, dating back to Roman times, and was a very important town during the Middle Ages, when it played a leading part in Swiss history. Bale itself is situated on the Rhine, which soon afterwards leaves Switzerland, and the eleventh-century minster which is situated on a bluff overlooking the river offers a magnificent view from its terrace across the Rhine to the Black Forest. Near the minster is the university, which was founded in 1460, and amongst its professors have been Erasmus and Nietzsche. Another building which attracts much interest is the Gothic town hall in the market-place. This is all the visitor can see if he has only an hour or so to spare, but it is well worth while spending a few days in the city, roving through the old streets where many quaint houses can be found. Although once a walled city, there are now only three of the gates left. Bale can also serve as the starting-point for many excursions, including one by motor-boat to Augst, the Augusta Rauracorum of the Romans, where there are interesting remains.


  From Bale the railway runs through Rheinfelden, where some of the town walls and towers are still standing. For some time the line runs practically parallel with the Rhine, but branches off at the junction of the Aar, proceeding to Baden. This is a well-known spa and was popular as far back as the fifteenth century. An old history book tells us: “… the baths were most crowded at an early hour in the morning, and those who did not bathe resorted thither to see acquaintances with whom they could hold conversation from the galleries round the bathrooms, while the bathers played at various games or ate from floating tables. Flowers were strewn on the surface of the water, and the vaulted roof rang with music, vocal and instrumental.” All of which sounds most modern. There are a number of interesting excursions to various castles and villages near Baden. Our way now leads us to Zürich, the commercial capital of the country. This is one of the oldest towns, not only in Switzerland but in Europe, and the earliest settlement on the spot dates back to prehistoric times. The monastery was founded in the seventh century and was at one time very powerful. The river Limmat flows through Zürich and behind the quays on the right bank are some picturesque old streets and also the cathedral where Ulrich Zwingli, the great reformer, preached. In the Kirchgasse, near the cathedral, can be seen the house where Zwingli lived. Zürich became the refuge of many English people who fled from the persecution of Mary Tudor and settled there permanently. Another church worth visiting is the Fraumünster on the opposite side of the river.


  Zürich


  Zürich has played a very important part in the history of the Confederation, which it joined in 1351, and has always been one of the most powerful cantons. Many historic meetings have taken place at the old town hall. There are also many fine modern buildings, including, the Stock Exchange and the Tonhalle (concert hall). Even though the traveller may wish to avoid museums, we recommend a visit to the Landesmuseum (Swiss National Museum), which is unique and contains much of interest. Zürich also has numerous fine shops.


  It is a convenient centre from which to explore the surrounding country. The nearest point of interest is the Uetliberg, just outside Zürich, which can be ascended by mountain railway from Selnau, but energetic people can walk up from Giesshübel. The view from the top, embracing the Black Forest, the Jura, the mountains of Appenzell and the high peaks of the Bernese Oberland, is well worth the effort. Other excursions can be made to Wädenswil and further along the shores of the lake to Lachen, which is at the entrance to the charming Wäggi valley.


  The “Black Virgin”


  Einsiedeln can be reached either from Pfäffikon or Wädenswil, and is a place of pilgrimage for thousands who go to pray to the “Black Virgin,” who was brought to Einsiedeln by the hermit Meinrade and set up in the Benedictine Abbey of St. Mary about 948. This has since been rebuilt and is a very striking edifice. Einsiedeln is also a suitable centre for mountaineering and for winter sports. From Pfäffikon we cross the lake to Rapperswil, where there is a fourteenth-century castle and some even older buildings. At Meilen, further along the lakeside, were found remnants of prehistoric lake dwellings. We now continue to Zürich, where we get on the train for Schaffhausen, which is frequently referred to as “the Nuremberg of Switzerland.”


  This is a fine example of a medieval town with houses with turrets and gabled roofs, clustering close together, all dominated by the grim castle on the hill. The view from the river is exceedingly picturesque. Some of the houses still have paintings on the outside, and much of Schaffhausen is still quite unspoiled. A visit should certainly be paid to the cathedral, which was built about 1100. The bell in the cloisters, which was cast in 1486 and bears the inscription “Vivos voco, mortuos plango, fulgura frango” (The living I call, the dead I bewail, the thunderbolts I break), inspired Schiller to write his Lay of the Bell, which Longfellow rendered into English. From Schaffhausen a ride on the tram brings us to Neuhausen on the northern bank of the Rhine just above the famous Rhine Falls. One of the finest views of the falls can be obtained from the grounds of the Castle of Laufen, and the white, foaming cascade of water which is 340 feet wide and 100 feet high is an overwhelming sight. Galleries and footpaths have been provided to enable the falls to be watched from close at hand, and the refraction of the sunlight through the waterspray is unbelievably beautiful. Returning to Schaffhausen, we journey by lake steamer along the Rhine to the Lake of Konstanz. We cross the lower lake, which narrows to the width of a river before we reach the lake proper, which is about 10 miles wide, The northern shore is German and the southern Swiss, with the exception of Konstanz which is German. However, this town has played an important part in Swiss history and, apart from this, is worth a visit for the sake of its old buildings and quaint streets. From 1414 to 1418 it was the venue of the Council of Constance, which was convened in order to reform the Church, as at that time there were three anti-Popes and the whole edifice of the Church was tottering. One of the acts that has brought opprobrium on the Council is the condemnation of John Huss to the stake, in spite of the fact that he had been granted a safe conduct.


  History and Folk-lore


  From Konstanz we can proceed by train to Landquart, but for those who have time there are many interesting places to visit on the way. From Romanshorn a branch line leads to St. Gall, at which one of the oldest Swiss monasteries was founded about the seventh century. The abbots of St. Gall have been very warlike, and the abbey was at one time very wealthy and a great power in the land. The arrogance and craving for power of the Abbot Leodegar precipitated a civil war in the seventeenth century in which about 150,000 Swiss fought against each other. The Peace of Aarau was finally concluded but not accepted by the abbot, who went into permanent exile. There are some fine specimens of old books and illuminated manuscripts to be seen in the library by those who are interested in such things. From the chalets around St. Gall comes some of the finest Swiss embroidery.


  From St. Gall the railway goes to Herisau in Canton Appenzell. Here the chalets present a most picturesque appearance and the outsides are painted. The population of Appenzell is most pastoral, and the men and boys in the villages go up into the mountains with the herds in the spring, staying there the whole summer in the Sennhütten, whilst the women stay behind and do the field work. At dusk the Alphorn may be heard ringing from the mountains when the oldest herdsman sends out the call to prayer. The Appenzellers have fought sturdily for their independence and can tell many stories of victories against overwhelming odds. They were amongst the first to shake off the Austrian dominion. In Appenzell, too, can be found one of the most picturesque of Swiss costumes, consisting of full skirt and a tight, dark bodice, which is open at the front to reveal a high-necked underbodice lavishly trimmed with lace. A long lace apron, cuffs and wide collar, also of lace, complete the costume. On her head the Appenzellerin wears two black lace fans, which are sometimes decorated with flowers. From Appenzell an electric railway runs to Weissbad, which is an ideal starting-point for many excursions. From here one can proceed to the Meglisalp and thence to the summit of the Säntis, from which the whole of Lake Constance can be seen. Another excursion is to the Wildkirchli, an ancient hermitage near which prehistoric remains have been found and from which a subterranean passage leads to the Ebenalp. From Appenzell we can rejoin the main line at Altstätten, which then follows the Rhine valley as far as Coire (Chur) with the little Principality of Lichtenstein on the east. We pass Bad Ragaz, a well-known spa in the valley of the Tamina, which leads to the gorge of Pfäfers where there is a gorge filled with steam from a hot spring gushing out of the rock. This spring was discovered in the eleventh century and has been used for curative purposes since 1365. In the early days, patients were lowered into the gorge on ropes!


  Valleys


  From Landquart we take the Rhaetian Railway and start our exploration of the Grisons; this territory was in ancient times known as Rhaetia. This part of Switzerland has a character entirely of its own and consists of about one hundred and fifty valleys all running off at different angles, and the scenery of the Grisons is of an amazing variety and beauty. Here are to be found lofty mountains capped with snow which tower over valleys both wild and pastoral in their character. Here, too, can be found abundant coniferous forests which cover the flanks of the mountains and at the edge of which nestle the villages. Every valley of the Grisons is different to the others, and rare indeed is the visitor who does not succumb to their spell.


  Klosters


  The name of Rhaetia is said by Livy to be derived from one Rhaetus, the chief of the refugees from Tuscany. During the fifteenth century there were three leagues in Rhaetia, which had been formed by the natives in order to free themselves from the foreign overlords; the Zehngerichtenbund or League of the Ten Jurisdictions; the Lia de Ca Dé or League of the House of God; and the Lia Grischia or Grey League, which has given the canton its present name (Graubünden). The Grisons have been the scene of many battles with the Austrians, the Milanese and Spanish. The Leagues were victorious and gained the independence of their canton and also gained some territory from the Duchy of Milan. The Grisons are best known to winter sports enthusiasts, and contain some of the finest ski-ing country in Switzerland, notably the famous Parsenn fields. However, the Grisons are also very beautiful in summer, and are very suitable for walking tours and mountaineering.


  Our first stop is Klosters, which lies at the head of the Prätigau Thal, and from which a full view of the Silvretta group is obtained. The slopes around Klosters are thickly wooded. Many delightful walks can be made from Klosters to various valleys up to the foot of the great peaks. During the winter Klosters is a popular resort, and has very fine snow conditions as it is sheltered both from the northeasterly winds and also from the Föhn, a warm wind which brings thaws. Klosters is the terminal point for the three-mile-long Laret-Klosters bobsleigh and toboggan run, and is also the starting-point for many ski-ing trips, including one to the Parsenn-Furka, whence the ascent is made to the summit of the range dividing the Prätigau and Schenfigg valleys.


  This would seem to be an apt place in which to say something about winter sports in general. Amongst those who have never been, there is an erroneous impression that the weather is very cold and that shoals of warm clothing are needed. Quite the contrary is the fact. During the day the rays of the sun are very strong, and a few weeks suffice to give the skin a strong, healthy tan. Many ski-ers soon shed their outer wrappings and carry on in short-sleeved shirts or jumpers. The essential equipment is a ski-ing outfit (skis and ski boots can be hired very cheaply), a wind jacket, strong shoes or boots and thick socks. In the evenings, as soon as the sun goes down, there is a decided drop in the temperature, and it is then that it is necessary to wrap up, particularly when leaving the hotels, which are all very well heated. The novice need not be deterred from trying our winter sports. At all resorts of any size there are qualified ski-ing instructors, and a week is usually sufficient to enable one to keep one’s feet and manage the skis fairly efficiently. Skating, too, can be learned very quickly. In most centres the big hotels admit guests at the smaller hotels free of charge to their dances, or else a small charge is made. A winter sports holiday can be had to suit all purses, from a very modest, but equally enjoyable, one in a small mountain village where there is no organised social life and one has to make one’s own amusement to the de luxe, cosmopolitan life of the fashionable resorts of the Engadine and the Bernese Oberland. When choosing a resort for one’s holiday, more particularly in the winter, it is advisable to ascertain whether the visitors to the hotel chosen are mainly English, as on this depends a great deal of the enjoyment of the holiday, as it is in the hotels that the parties are made up. Unless one can converse very fluently in French or German, the visitor who finds himself in a hotel mostly frequented by such nationals is apt to have a dull time.


  Davos


  From Klosters the Rhaetian Railway carries us on to Davos. This resort consists of the two villages of Davos-Dorf and Davos-Platz, which are about half-an-hour’s walk from each other. Davos first became known as a spa for consumptives, and many of the invalids who were cured remained to enjoy the sports and recommended Davos to their friends. It was here that Robert Louis Stevenson stayed for some time and wrote a number of his “Essays of Travel.”


  In Davis-Dorf is a magnificent ice rink with an area of 7[sym]1/3 acres, and here, too, is the station of the Parsenn Cable Railway which goes up to the Weissfluhjoch and gives access to some of the finest ski-ing territory in Switzerland. From the Platz we can take the Schatzalpbahn up to the Schatzalp, whence the ski-er can approach the Parsenn via the Strela. In Davos-Platz is the old town hall which was the Council House of the League of the Ten Jurisdictions. Some people consider Davos rather depressing and choose some of the smaller resorts in the vicinity, but it should be mentioned that most of the consumptives stay in sanatoria, and that an hotel catering for normal winter sports visitors will not take invalids. From Davos the line runs along the Landwasser valley and then enters the gorge of the Züge. Soon afterwards it crosses the Landwasser river on an imposing viaduct and, in fact, the whole of the railway system in the Grisons represents a remarkable feat of engineering.


  The Albula Valley


  At Filisur we branch off on to the Albula Railway and enter the Albula valley. Here lies Bergün, a quaint village with unique houses combining the characteristics of the German and Italian styles of architecture, and designs are painted round many of the windows. Bergün is becoming popular as a winter sports centre; the scenery here is dominated by the Piz d’Aela, and offers some fine climbing during the summer. From Bergün a railway climbs up to Preda, where it enters the 3½-mile Albula tunnel. On emerging at the other end, at Bevers, we are in the Engadine, which is the celebrated valley in which some of the most exquisite scenery is to be found. During the spring and summer, the meadows are a mass of flowers, and no description can do justice to the effect of the flower-studded meadows running up to the slopes of the blue-green wooded hills, with white villages or isolated chalets dotted about and behind it all, the varied shapes of the mountain giants, with snowy peaks and the glaciers sparkling in the sun and darker patches where the snows have melted. A truthful description would sound forced and over-coloured, but those who have seen the Engadine in its springtime glory may well agree that thus would appear the flower-spangled fields of Elysium, and that the noble dead might well be content to roam here for ever. Here are found not only the edelweiss and the gentian, but also the alpine rose and forget-me-not, the Rhaetic poppy and many other varieties not found elsewhere.


  Good Roads


  During the winter the aspect of the country is entirely different, and the nearest description one can give of the mountains, now wrapped entirely in snow, of the bare trees weighted down by snow and hoarfrost, of the chalets and houses blanketed in white, is that it all resembles a masterpiece of the confectioner’s art in sugar. The prevailing colour is white, but there is variety in the blue shadows and the lights flashing from the icicles. In the Engadine was made the “White Hell of Pitz Palü,” and those who have seen this film will have some idea of the magnificence of the scene. From Bevers we can proceed to Zuoz and along the lower valley of the Engadine to Zernez. Here is the entrance to the Swiss National Park, an animal sanctuary and flower reservation; here we can stroll at our will and may see the elusive chamois and also find many flowers that have become extinct in other parts of Switzerland owing to the over-eagerness of collectors. The next station on the line is Süs, the terminal point of the Postauto route to Davos-Dorf via the Flüela Pass, but this road is only open in summer, when it offers a pleasant alternative to the motorist.


  All over Switzerland there are good motor roads, and the country is ideally suited for a motoring holiday. However, it is always advisable to enquire beforehand whether the road selected is open at the time, as on the higher roads, particularly over the passes, there is the possibility of their being impassible owing to snow, avalanches, or other such contingencies. A good motoring map showing the various motoring roads and stating whether they are first class or mere tracks can be obtained, and a special concession is made to the foreign motorist, to whom a refund is made when he leaves the country on the petrol purchased in Switzerland.


  Beyond Süs the line goes on to Tarasp-Schuls-Vulpera, a group of villages where there are some valuable mineral springs. These villages are very old and unspoiled, and Schuls-Tarasp is becoming known as a winter sports centre.


  St. Moritz


  Proceeding from Bevers in the opposite direction we come to St. Moritz via Samaden and Celerina. Here we arrive at the real “playground” of Switzerland. Lying at the head of the St. Moritzer See, the village is in a glorious position and has many attractions for the sports enthusiast, including the famous Cresta run. St. Moritz itself, however, is frequented mostly by the wealthy cosmopolitans who are more interested in the social round than sports, and to whom it is more important to be seen at winter sports than to participate in them. Here you can indulge in a hectic round of pleasures, here you can buy the latest Parisian creations or the newest perfume at fantastic prices; you can sample the most newly invented cocktail and listen to the hottest jazz; here you can be photographed in your most attractive outfit, and you can, if you wish it, actually skate, and even ski; but you will be in the minority and will be paying far more for your sports than if you stay at the surrounding villages which give access to the same marvellous ski-ing country.


  From St. Moritz there is a string of beautiful lakes, along which are situated the resorts of Campfer, Silvaplana, Maloja and Sils Maria. Both the two last-named are very fine centres for an enjoyable, not too exhausting holiday. From Maloja, which is the highest point in the valley, there is a motor service along the Val Bregaglia to Chiavenna (Italy). This is a most interesting journey, as the character of the country becomes more and more Italianate, and there are pronounced differences between the vegetation of the upper and lower portions of the valley. From Silvaplana there is a Postauto service to Coire via the Julier Pass, which is open all the year round if snow conditions permit. Lenzerheide, which is popular both in summer and winter, lies on this road. Off the road, in the heart of the mountains, lies Juf, the highest inhabited village in Switzerland, at an altitude of 6,900 feet.


  Proceeding south from St. Moritz we come to Pontresina, and here the Engadine is at its loveliest. From here there are innumerable excursions, one of the chief being up the Roseg Valley to view the Roseg and Morteratsch glaciers on the flanks of Piz Bernina. Fine views can be obtained from many of the peaks, the dominant feature of the landscape being the massif of the Bernina. There is not a single walk that will not bring its reward in the shape of fresh beauty revealed. Pontresina is becoming very popular for winter sports as it offers facilities for ski excursions of all grades of difficulty. In summer embryo mountaineers can join the “Tourenwoche” at Pontresina, where they will receive instruction by qualified Swiss guides and be taken on easy or difficult climbs according to their proficiency. Let me here advise all mountaineers, even if experienced, not to attempt any but the simplest climbs without a guide. To do this is not an admission of inefficiency, but merely common sense, as the guide, who is a native of the district, knows it thoroughly, and has been trained in mountain craft from earliest childhood. Before he is given his guide’s badge with its distinctive white cross he has to pass searching practical and theoretical examinations, and with him you are safe. He knows the local weather conditions, the difficulty of the various ascents and what to do in emergencies. Those who have never climbed before need not hesitate thinking of the difficulties. The tuition given in the various mountaineering schools is very efficient, and even a simple climb—besides the joy of achievement—brings one superb views of country unspoiled by the works of man, across wide sweeps of mountain and plain, and the mighty peaks have quite a different aspect to their appearance from the valleys.


  From Pontresina the Bernina Railway ascends to the Bernina Pass, 7,645 feet, then dropping to Alp Grüm, whence can be seen the Palü glacier and the Poschiavo valley with its lake.


  Via Mala


  We now have to retrace our steps to St. Moritz, where we travel by the Swiss Federal Railway to Coire, but before reaching this town we descend at Thusis, which lies at the entrance of the Via Mala—the evil Way—the most celebrated gorge of Switzerland. The entrance to the gorge is guarded by the two ruined castles of Ehrenfels and Hohen Rhätien, and after passing through the tunnel called the “Verlorenes Loch” we emerge into the canyon. A motor service runs at the top of the cliffs, which are vertical and 1,600 feet high, and crosses the abyss twice on bridges from which a fine view can be obtained. Beyond the second bridge is a staircase hewn out of the rock, by which the intrepid traveller may descend to the bottom of the abyss. Here the Rhine thunders along in a stormy fury and the sound re-echoes from the walls and fills the gorge with a terrific clamour. The whole sight is awe-inspiring and somewhat terrible. Proceeding onwards, we reach Splügen, whence we can see the Zapport glacier, which is the actual source of the Rhine.


  Reichenau


  From Splügen one road leads over the Splügen Pass to Chiavenna, in Italy, through some very wild scenery, in which there are few chalets as there are frequent avalanches. The other road leads over the Bernadino Pass to San Bernadino, which is becoming known as a winter sports centre. From here we could proceed by an electric railway to Bellinzona and the Swiss Riviera, but as we have not yet finished exploring the Grisons, we must return to Thusis and rejoin the main line train as far as Reichenau. From here the Postauto takes one to the villages of Flims-Fidaz and Flims-Waldhaus, which lie on the edge of the valley among pine and larch woods, in the depth of which is the beautiful, dreamlike tree-encircled Lake of Cauma. These hills have been formed by a landslip in prehistoric times, and rambling along their wooded slopes many clear pools, which make delightful bathing places, will be discovered. From Reichenau the Disentis line runs through the Grisons Oberland, in which lies Ilanz, one time the capital of the Lia Grischia, and which still has some quaint old houses.


  From Disentis the Furka railway proceeds to Sedrun and Andermatt, but this journey is not particularly interesting, so we will go on to Coire from Reichenau. This was the Curia Rhaetorium of the Romans, and much of interest will be discovered on a ramble through the streets. Parts of the cathedral date back to the eighth century. From Coire there is a railway to Arosa, where there are several sanatoria, and which is also a favourite winter sports centre.


  From Coire we continue and retrace our steps to Sargans, where we branch off to Wallenstadt on the Wallensee, a narrow strip of water with the mountains running right down to its shores. The line continues along the Seeztal, alongside the lake to Weesen, which is a suitable spot to select as one’s headquarters for exploring the district. There is a branch line up the Linthal to Glarus, the capital of the canton.


  The Tell Country


  From Weesen the main line continues to Wädenswil, the junction for Einsiedeln which we will take, continuing beyond Einsiedeln to Arth-Goldau, where we change over to the St. Gotthard Railway for Brunnen on the Lake of Lucerne. This is a popular lakeside resort and situated at what some people regard as the finest end of the Lake of Lucerne, or the “Lake of the Four Cantons.” But this is a controversial point and every fresh view of the lake so lovely, every bay has its own attractions, that each has its own champions. The lake is surrounded by mountains of singular beauty, chief amongst which are Rigi, Pilatus, the Bristenstock and the Stanserhorn. Delightful villages nestle in every bay, and any of these are suitable as headquarters during a stay in the district, as there is a very fine lake steamer service connecting them all. On some tours a free season ticket is given for an unlimited number of journeys on the lake steamers and the mountain railways, and the holiday maker who has one of these will not be able to exhaust their possibilities in a week’s or even two weeks’ holiday. Added to this they give free admission to the bathing beaches of which there are many all round the lake.


  Returning to Brunnen, we are in the heart of the Tell country. Facing Brunnen, on the other side of the lake near Seelisberg, is the Rütli meadow where, in 1307, Werner Stauffacher of Schwyz, Walter Fürst of Uri and Arnold vom Melchtal of Unterwalden, each with ten companions, took the oath to help each other in their stand for freedom, which was eventually to culminate in the establishment of the Swiss Confederation. The town of Schwyz has given the Republic its name, and it can be reached by railway from Brunnen. Here can be seen the “Bundesbrief,” the Treaty of Federation, which is to Switzerland what Magna Charta is to England. At Brunnen begins the famous Axenstrasse, which is hewn out of the rock itself and has many apertures which allow of many magnificent views over the lake. Along the shores of the lake rises the sheer precipice of the Axenstein, at the foot of which is the Tell’s Platte, on to which Tell leaped from the boat in which he was being taken to Küssnacht.


  Farther along we come to Flüelen and then to Altdorf, which is said to be the scene of Tell’s famous exploit with the apple. More than any other part of the country, the Lake of Lucerne district is ideal for holidays all the year round. In the spring the crocus and narcissi come out in their thousands, following the retreating snows on the mountains. In May and June the meadows are dotted with coloured flowers, and throughout the summer there is an ever-changing variety.


  Practically all the surrounding mountains can be ascended by mountain railways; Rigi from Vitznau, and from the summit there is a fine view of the Jungfrau; the Stanserhorn from Stansstad and Pilatus from Alpnachstad. During the summer the climate is not too hot and the bathing beaches are delightful places in which to lounge about for hours. The church spires are everywhere a characteristic feature of the landscape, as are the weather-browned chalets which nestle on the hill-sides.


  Lucerne


  Lucerne itself consists of the new town, on the River Reuss, with its modern white hotels, and the old town on the hill, which is very picturesque. There are several very old bridges, notably the Spreuerbrücke on which is a chapel with frescoes of the “Dance of Death,” and the Kapellbrücke which connects the old water-tower, of which hundreds of people must have seen photographs, to the mainland. Rigi is now becoming a popular winter sports centre, and a new 10-km. long ski run has been constructed from Rigi down to Arth-Goldau.


  An electric railway runs from Stansstad to Engelberg through pleasant valleys, farms and orchards. Forming a background on either side are pine woods, and ahead looms the domed summit of the Titlis. At Wolfenschiessen there are some delightful old chalets, and 6 miles farther on we reach Engelberg, which is a favourite winter sports centre for English visitors. One of the chief sports here is curling, the national game of Scotland, which was first introduced into Switzerland in 1882 by a Scot.


  Engelberg itself lies in a village surrounded by meadows and has magnificent views of the surrounding mountains, chief of which is the Titlis with its mantle of eternal snow. Nearby is the great waterfall of the Tätschbach and the Trübsee Lake, which can be reached by mountain railway. In the winter this is the point of departure for ski runs and snow conditions are generally very good. During the summer it is the starting-point for important ascents, including the Urirotstock, Titlis and Spannort. Of interest, too, is the Benedictine Abbey, founded in 1120 by Konrad von Seldenbüren. Legend tells that walking over the meadows he heard angels singing accompanied by St. Cecilia on her lute, hence the name Engelberg, “Mount of the Angels,” and in his devotion he built the monastery on the spot where he was when he heard the heavenly choir.


  I have not mentioned one half of the delights of the Lake of Lucerne district, but trust that I have said enough to induce the traveller to spend some time discovering it for himself.


  The Gotthard Tunnel


  From Stansstad we board the steamer for Fluelen in order to take our seats on the Gotthard Railway. This is one of the major feats of railway engineering in the world. Boring was commenced in 1872 and the work completed by 1880, the line being opened for traffic in 1882. By 1924 the electrification of the line was completed, the power used being delivered from the River Reuss, the Lake of Ritom and the Fossbach Falls. The whole of the Gotthard line runs among magnificent scenery, and it is a continual pleasure to look out of the windows of the train. All the great peaks can be seen, and at one point a high bridge crosses the Kerstelen Gorge where a foaming stream plunges down towards the valley. After passing through tunnels cut in the Bristenstock in order to protect the line from avalanches, the train winds its way upwards in spirals, recrossing the Meienreuss three times and altogether twists so much that the traveller becomes dizzy and is bewildered by finding the same landmarks on different sides, all the time altering their relative altitudes considerably. The Gotthard Tunnel is entered at Göschenen and continues over a stretch of 9½ miles to Airolo. The old Gotthard road used before the tunnel was cut is still in existence, and many people prefer to travel over it in motor-coaches in order not to miss any of the scenery.


  Val Levantina


  It is said that Charlemagne was the first to make the road safe for pack mules, but it is almost certain that it was used by travellers even before his time. If we travel by road we also see the hospice which has in the past provided shelter for many belated travellers. Once the train emerges from the tunnel we are on the southern slopes of the Alps in a country of entirely different character. From here the Alps lead down in a steady slope which culminates in the Lombard plain and, belonging as it does by geographical configuration to Italy, the vegetation and architecture becomes steadily more and more Italian. Although here, at the mouth of the St. Gotthard, we still see mainly conifers, it will not be long before these give way to chestnuts, which in their turn are replaced by figs, vines, mimosa, camellia, and other sweet-flowering shrubs. No longer do we see the weather-beaten chalets to which we have become so accustomed, but instead the villages are all white with a few houses built of coloured stones, and among every cluster of dwellings we see the campanile or bell-tower of the churches.


  The train proceeds along the lovely Val Levantina. Waterfalls plunge downwards rapidly into the river Ticino, which has given the canton its name. Many pleasant days can be spent in this valley; the thing that will strike the stranger as odd is that he will only see women working in the fields, as the men of this district are practically all employed in the hotel industry, which occupies them away from their homes all the year round except in the winter season. There are no fields in the English sense of the word, but cultivation is carried out on small banked-up plots of earth as the ground itself is too sloping for sufficient depth of earth to be maintained on it.


  Heavy loads are carried by the women in the Gerla, a deep conical basket; this is fastened on to their backs with straps, and it has a very large capacity. Piora, Ambri-Piotta and Rodi Fiesso in the upper part of the valley offer good facilities for ski-ing and skating for those who require a quiet time, and it is always possible to vary a holiday in these villages by taking a trip down to Bellinzona or even the lakes.


  Bellinzona


  Another station in the Val Levantina is Giornico, and it was here that in 1478 600 Swiss led by Frischhans Theilig donned their skates and defeated 15,000 Milanese. As a result of this overwhelming victory the Duchy of Milan ceded for ever to Uri the Val Levantina and the Val Brugiasco, provided that a wax taper weighing 3 lb. was given to the cathedral of Milan each year. The country people speak Italian, and many of their customs date back to the time when the canton was actually part of Italy, but their allegiance is all to the Confederation, and they are as good Swiss as their brethren beyond the Alps.


  At Biasca the Val Melsolcina joins the main valley and is very similar in scenery to those at Mesocco. There is a very fine ruined castle perched on a crag, and this makes a most imposing picture. Below Biasca the valley widens and at last we come to Bellinzona, the capital of the canton. The town is built round three small hills, each of which is crowned by the ruins of a medieval castle; in these used to live the Governors of Uri, Schwyz and Unterwalden, who used to rule the district.


  The upper portions of the Lombard Lakes Maggiore and Lugano—although usually called the Italian lakes—lie in Swiss territory and were ceded to Switzerland in 1512 by the Duke of Milan, together with Valle Maggia and Mendrisio, and the whole of this territory was ruled by the Cantonal Governors. The character of Bellinzona is purely Italian. Here will be found old houses with shady arcades and balconies. Everywhere the slender campanili of the churches soar into the sky offering a marvellous contrast between its deep blue and their dazzling whiteness; fascinating old palaces can be found and many a dim alley entices the wanderer away from the main roads.


  Throughout the Canton Ticino will be found typical Italian houses with arched porticoes and roofed balconies in which refuge can be taken from the mid-day heat; many are built round courtyards, and it is not an unusual sight to see cobs of corn strung along the arches, as these are taken to show the prosperity of the family. This, too, is the country in which grape is cultivated everywhere, and a great deal of the labours of the country people is concerned with vine culture.


  Lugano


  From Bellinzona we will go first of all to Lugano, the situation of which may be compared with Naples, lying as it does in the curve of a bay on a lake, the blue waters of which would challenge comparison anywhere. White hotels stand along the lake side and at one end of the bay rises the symmetrical dome of Monte San Salvatore, whilst at the other is the pyramid of Monte Brè. Both these mountains can be ascended by funicular railway and offer fine views.


  In Lugano violets and primroses will be found in bloom in January, and later in the year such flowers as the camellia, mimosa, and oleander bloom profusely, whilst the orange blossom fills the air with its indescribable fragrance. The older part of Lugano is very interesting and here will be found many arcaded streets in which the traders set out their wares. Market day is every Tuesday, when the peasants come to town wearing their native costume and display their colourful goods on benches in the Piazza del Independencia. The market closes at noon, after which the women hawk their goods from house to house. The chief products of the Tessin are pottery, woven materials and woodwork, which reach a high and artistic level. On the hill stands the cathedral of San Lorenzo, whilst in the town itself is the church of Santa Maria degli Angioli, in which there is a very fine fresco of the Crucifixion by Luini. The visitor need not stay in Lugano itself but can select an hotel in the suburbs, the most beautiful of which are Castagnola and Paradiso.


  From Lugano many excursions may be made by lake steamer, and here again the season ticket facilities on the steamers and mountain railways offered by the Swiss Hotel Plan make a thorough exploration of the district possible, as otherwise fares would absorb a very considerable amount of money. There are many fascinating walks, notably to Gandria, a quaint village on the lake side; it is built on the side of a very steep hill so that the houses appear to be perpendicularly over each other. Most of the streets in Gandria are steps hewn out of the rock! Facing Lugano on the other side of the lake is Monte Generoso, the last high peak of the alpine range. A fine rack railway takes us to the summit, where there are several large hotels which are patronised mainly by the big industrialists of Upper Italy. The view is a magnificent one. To the south lies the Plain of Lombardy, and on a clear day the spires of the Milan Cathedral may be seen. At the base is Lake Lugano, whilst Maggiore and Como lie on either side. To the north lies the central chain of the Alps, with the Monte Rosa and Mont Blanc prominent in the west, stretching across the panorama to the mountains of the Grisons, and their eternal snows make a piquant contrast to the semi-tropical vegetation of the lake valleys.


  Locarno


  Another excursion is by tram to Cadro-Dino, whence Lugano can be seen nestling on the borders of the lake; from Dino the tram continues to Tesserete, from which many pleasant walks can be taken. One leads by a small mountain path to an old Capucine monastery in the heart of the wood, the monks of which brew a special liqueur from cocoa beans which is called ratafia; if you are lucky the monks will give you a drink of this ambrosial liquid whilst you are resting. There are restaurants all along the lake in which musicians play Swiss music. At the end of September the vintage festival is held in Lugano and the streets are then most picturesque, as kiosks are erected everywhere in which enormous quantities of grapes are for sale; there is singing and dancing in the streets, and at night there are festival plays for which singers from Milan are engaged.


  From Lugano we return to Bellinzona and then proceed to Locarno on the shore of the upper part of Lago Maggiore. Locarno is more sheltered from the winds than Lugano, and palms, cork trees and eucalypti are to be seen everywhere; the gardens of the town are a veritable mass of sweet-smelling, luxurious blooms. Everywhere around Locarno lie hills that ascend to the mountains, and the trees change from olives and figs to fir and pine, which in their turn disappear as the glaciers are reached. This will give some idea of the variety of scenery and temperature to be found in the neighbourhood of Locarno. The town, of course, has become famous because it is there that the Security Pact Conference was held and a treaty signed which so recently has been occupying all our thoughts. The old and new intermingle, and it will be found altogether delightful.


  Nature Cure Settlement


  There is a fine bathing lido bordered by fields and woods, as is the Lido Agnuzzo, the bathing beach at Ascona, a nearby village. The favourite excursion is to the old monastery of the Madonna del Sasso, which is perched on a cliff high above the town. There is much of interest here, but for a closer description I would refer the reader to a book on Locarno by Mr. T. E. Jessop, which can be obtained from most of the tourist offices in Locarno.


  In this book will be found much valuable information about Locarno and the surrounding valleys. At Ascona there is a delightful nine-hole golf course, and many may prefer this village to Locarno itself. Another delightful excursion is to Ponte Brolla at the mouth of the Valle Maggia. A bridge spans the deep gorge down which the river Maggia tears in a white rage. Here there is a restaurant where the local inhabitants may be observed playing Bocce, a form of bowls, and the visitors are frequently invited to join in. The tables are made of logs, the whole place is very charming and the wine is served in pottery cups which are made in the neighbourhood.


  Near Ascona is the Monte Verita, where thirty years ago there was founded a nature cure settlement. The property has recently been acquired by a wealthy German who has built there an hotel combining the latest style of architecture most harmoniously with the prevailing Italian style and in which his fine collection of objets d’art, including paintings by modern masters, is used to ornament the rooms and galleries. Vegetarian cooking is specialised in and huts and chalets in the park-like grounds of the hotel may be rented for any length of time.


  From Locarno many trips can be made by lake steamer to various resorts on the lake; one of these is to Brissago, well known throughout Switzerland for the cigars which are manufactured there. The steamers also continue on to the Italian part of the lake, and a visit should certainly be paid to the Borromean Islands and to Stresa in Italy.


  The Simplon


  We now take the Centovalli railway, which runs along the beautiful valley of the same name, continuing until we arrive at Domodossola on the Italo-Swiss frontier, where we can change on to one of the express trains which run through the Simplon tunnel (the longest tunnel in the world—over 12 miles—which was opened in 1906) and proceed as far as Montreux on the Lake of Geneva, but there are many places en route at which we must linger. On emerging from the tunnel we are at Brigue, which is an important railway junction. From here we can travel on the Lötschberg line, which after leading through the Lötschberg tunnel leads on to Kandersteg in the Bernese Oberland. However, as we shall be going to the Oberland later on, we will, instead, take the Furka line and ascend the Rhône valley to Gletsch. Here the view is dominated by the tremendous Rhône glacier which seems to stream into the valley in a mass of ice, and it is well worth while proceeding a bit on the road to the Furkahorn in order to get a full view of this unique icefall. We will now return to Brigue, but will stop at the interesting places en route.


  Our first break is at Fiesch, which is a charming village in the midst of flowery meadows. From here, the most frequent excursion is to the summit of the Eggishorn, which gives a fine view of the Aletsch glacier as it descends from the Jungfrau; from here too we can see the plateau known as the Concordia Platz, from which are started most of the important climbs in the Bernese Oberland. Near the Eggishorn is the Märjelen See; the western shore of this lake is formed by the glacier itself; lumps of ice are always breaking off from this and can always be seen floating in the lake. There is very little to attract us at the remaining stations, and so we will carry right on to Brigue, where we will now stop for a while. The town is a good starting-point for a trip to Belalp, from the summit of which we get another view of the Great Aletsch glacier and also of the Finsteraarhorn. From Brigue we can travel by motor along the Simplon Pass, which is beautiful. We ascend to the summit by way of Napoleon’s Bridge and some fine woods to Simplon. We get some fine views on the way, and if we continue past the village of Simplon we come to the hospice; from here the road descends to Iselle at the southern mouth of the tunnel.


  Valais


  On our return to Brigue we must proceed down the Rhône valley, which seems to divide the Alps in two. Coming as we do from the Tessin on the other side of the Alps, the contrast in vegetation and architecture strikes us most forcibly. Here we have once more the weather-browned chalets and the campanile has given way to the church spire. Although most of the bigger stations on the line have names in both French and German, we are in French-speaking Switzerland, in the canton of Valais. At one time the Valais was part of France, having been seized by Napoleon, but the Congress of Vienna restored it to Switzerland. The next station to Brigue is Viège or Visp, where branches off the line for Zermatt, which lies in the Nicolaital. Magnificent peaks rise on either side as we ascend the valley; there are the Dom in the Mischabel group, the Rothorn and the Weisshorn, the Dent Blanche and, towering above them all, the Matterhorn, the monarch of the Alps.


  From here too we can see Monte Rosa, the highest peak in the Alps (15,217 feet), which actually stands in Italian territory. From Zermatt, ascents can be made by the experienced mountaineer of almost all the great peaks, but for those who shrink from the exertion of these climbs there is the electric railway which goes up the Riffelalp, the Riffelberg to Gornergrat from where there are really fine views of the glaciers and the alpine giants. Here too is fine ski-ing country, and the beauty and grandeur of the high Alps in their winter dress is never to be forgotten. On our return journey we reach Stalden, which lies at the entry of the Saastal, which also is very lovely, but is overshadowed by its more famous neighbour, the Nicolaital. A motor road is being built along the Saastal, but is not yet completed, and visitors to any of the villages along this valley either have to tramp or hire a mule. These animals are also used to transport the mail, and it is very interesting to watch the arrival of the mule-post.


  First of all we reach Saas-Grund, and from here we have the choice of two ways up to Saas-Fée, either the mule track which leads over the bridge which spans the Saas torrent, or by foot along the Kapellenweg which leads up to the Hohen Steige where there is a lovely white chapel. On this path are a number of white shrines which are very unique. Twisting between pine woods, with the thunderous roar of the torrent in one’s ears and with magnificent views over the valley, it is well worth the effort of making the ascent and a delightful, if quiet, holiday can be spent in the village.


  Montana


  We now continue along the Rhône valley and pass Leuk or Loèche; north of this town, in the valley of Dala, is Loèche-les-Bains, a spa which was known to the Romans and which lies in magnificent country at the foot of the Gemmi Pass. The next town along the line is Sierre, the chief town of the district, which, even in Roman times, was a favourite resort for the Patricians. Here, wherever we go, on hills crowned with ruined castles and modern villas, we find an abundance of vines. Muscat, Malmsey and Rèze are the chief products of this district. Sierre is the junction for Montana-Vermala, which lies on a sunny plateau, facing south, and giving an extensive view over the numerous peaks of the Alps. There are many pretty lakes, surrounded by pine or larch trees and delightful glades. Owing to its fine position and good air, there are a number of sanatoria for consumption at Montana, but it is also a favourite holiday resort all the year round. From Montana there is a motor-car service to Crans s/Sierre, which lies in a beautiful natural park. In summer the visitor has the advantage of using the fine golf course and also the aerodrome at Montana, whilst in the winter there is some very good ski-ing in this district.


  Immediately opposite Sierre is the entry to the Eifischtal, which is very narrow, but one of the finest valleys in the district. Vissoie is the capital of the valley and is a good centre for walks and excursions. From here the road ascends to Ayer, and then we finally reach Zinal, which is a favourite mountaineering centre for this district. The village itself lies in the midst of green valleys. On the left lies the Morning glacier and in the background the solitary peak of the Bessos, which can be seen all over the valley.


  From Zinal the mountaineer may proceed along various “traversées” to Zermatt, Gruben, Evoléne and Les Haudères, and there are a number of great peaks to be conquered which are reached from the club hut of Constanzia.


  Sion


  From Sierre we come to Sion, the capital of the Valais. The surrounding vineyards are regarded as being amongst the finest in Switzerland; it is interesting to learn that the introduction of the vine into Switzerland is credited to Charlemagne. Sion itself lies on two hills; on one, Tourbillons, are the ruins of an old castle, built in 1294 and destroyed in the fire which ravaged the town in 1788. On the other hill is the old castle of Valère, where can still be seen some of the ancient methods of defence, such as catapults and also an old handmill. Notre Dame de Valère, the church of the fortress, has been rebuilt and contains the cantonal museum. The site of the church was originally that of a pagan temple. The church was for some time the principal church of the See, but this function was later transferred to the cathedral, built in the fifteenth century. Sion lies at the mouth of the Val d’Hérens, which is very interesting. A little way from Sion is Mayens de Sion, where there is a quaint old chapel set amidst vast forests.


  Farther along the valley we come to Evolène, where there are some very old houses in the ancient Valaisian architecture; here too can be seen some of the old costumes of the Valais, which the women wear on Sundays. At one fork at the end of the valley is Arolla, with Mont Collon as a background. Here there are many glaciers, but the village owes its fame chiefly to the Swiss stone pine forests, the “arole” to which it owes its name. This pine is becoming increasingly rarer and Arolla is one of the few places where it can be found. The village is a favourite spot for the mountaineer.


  Leading into the Val d’Herens just after Mayens de Sion is the Val d’Hérémence, in which can be seen the Pyramids of Euseigne, which are one of the freaks of nature. These pinnacles arise from a terminal moraine and each point is protected by a stone, which was left there by nature. We must continue on our journey and arrive at Martigny, where the Rhône valley makes a sharp bend to the north-west. Near the market-place in Martigny is the Monastery of St. Bernard, the parent house of the famous Great St. Bernard Hospice on the Pass.


  Martigny


  Martigny is built on the remains of the Roman town of Octodurum, but there is little left to suggest its antiquity. On a hill nearby are the ruins of the Château de la Bâtiaz, which are said to be partly Roman. From Martigny-Bourg, we can go by train or by motor along the Entremont Valley. At Sembrancher we can branch off down the Val de Bagnes; here rich meadows cover the lower slopes and there are numerous hamlets. As we proceed up the valley past le Chable, the scenery becomes wilder. Passing through the village of Lourtier we must continue on foot; the road becomes steeper and ascends above the falls of the Dranse and we get a fine retrospective view of the Dent du Midi. Soon after the falls the space widens and we come to a small plain where there are small black chalets and a few white hotels. Fionnay lies at the meeting-place of several valleys at the foot of the Grand Combin, and some fine ascents can be made from here, notably up La Ruinette, le Pleureur and Mont Avril.


  If we continue up the main valley from Sembrancher we come to Orsières, whence a motor road leads up the Cattogne hill-side, and we finally come to the lovely Lake of Champex. At one time this was one of the most secluded spots to be found in Switzerland, but there is now a group of hotels on the lakeside, testifying to the growing popularity of the district. Various climbs can be made from here, that up Mont Cattogne being one of the most attractive, as from the summit the view reaches as far as the Lake of Geneva. Pursuing our way up the Val d’Entremont from Orsières the road winds up the flank of Mont Brun and, passing through Liddes, we reach Bourg St. Pierre where, in the inn, we can see the chair in which Napoleon sat down to breakfast before crossing the Pass to Italy.


  St. Maurice


  Now the road winds steadily upwards, through ever wilder country and numerous gorges until we reach the Cantine de Proz. From here the ascent is made through the Pas de Marengo, so called in commemoration of Napoleon’s battle, through the desolate Combe des Morts, till at last we reach the famous hospice on the Pass. The hospice was founded about the tenth century, and the dogs kept there have become famous for their work in rescuing travellers who have strayed from the path or been overcome by the cold. Even now the dogs still go out at sunrise and sunset to search for lost travellers. Just beyond the hospice is a small lake besides which is a stone marking the Italian frontier. At Bourg St. Pierre we can see another interesting stone outside the church, which marks the twenty-fourth Roman mile from Martigny.


  We have to return by the way we have come as far as Martigny; another excursion is up the Trient Valley. At Salvan we come to the wild, romantic gorge of the Trient which tears along between the hills. At Finhaut we come to a plateau on which lies the picturesque village. There are many fine walks in this valley which is of rather stern character. The next stop, Chatelard, lies on the bank of the Eau Noire and is very beautiful. The railway continues to Chamonix, but as Chatelard is the last stop in Swiss territory, we must retrace our steps.


  From Martigny the railway continues alongside the Rhône and passes the village of St. Maurice, which is one of the oldest settlements in the valley. The abbey at St. Maurice is known to have been in existence at the end of the fourth century and is the oldest one in Switzerland. Here was quartered the Theban Legion under the Centurion Mauritius, after whom the settlement was renamed when he and his troops had been massacred for their loyalty to the Christian religion. After St. Maurice we come to Bex, the junction for Gryon, Chesières, Villars and Bretaye, all of which are fine winter sports centres, more particularly Villars. The village is in a delightful position on a sunny plateau in front of a pine forest, through which a tiny mountain stream runs in summer. There is a fine view, including the Diablerets, the Dent aux Favres, the Grand and Petit Muveran, the Dent de Morcles and the Dent du Midi.


  Geneva


  A rack railway takes you up the Chamossaire to Bretaye, from where one of the finest views in this part of the country is to be obtained. Bretaye also offers a suitable start for a numberless variety of ski tours. The skating rinks at Villars are among the best in Switzerland, and while a number of English visitors are to be found, the atmosphere is mainly international. Fêtes are held on the ice, and the picture made by the skaters, all holding chinese lanterns and the innumerable coloured lights glowing against the snow, is fairylike. Villars is a very lovely place and well worth a visit. Before reaching Bex the railway branches off to Monthey at the mouth of the Val d’Illiez, in which Champèry is the principal village, lying at the foot of the Dent du Midi and the Dents Blanches.


  In the summer many fine climbs can be made from here, while in the winter there is ski-ing and skating in plenty. The peasant costume in the Val d’Illiez is very unusual. During the week the women wear long trousers and a waistcoat, whilst on fête days and Sundays they wear knee-breeches with embroidered braces, a short waistcoat and a red kerchief on their heads.


  The railway continues from Monthey to Bouveret on the shore of Lake Geneva. From here there is a line to Geneva along the lakeside, passing through Evian-les-Bains and Thonon-les-Bains, but as these spas lie on the French side of the lake we will not stop there, but continue straight on to Geneva, world-famous as the seat of the League of Nations. Geneva is so old a city that the date of its foundation is not known, but it was already a town of considerable importance in Roman times. Geneva stands at the foot of the lake, on both banks of the Rhône, and wide boulevards and fine quays line the riverside and radiate in every direction. The chief aspect of Geneva is modern and the League of Nations Palace on the Quai du Mont Blanc is one of the finest modern buildings in the town. Although Geneva was the last of the twenty-two cantons to enter the Confederation it has always played an influential part in Swiss history. During the Reformation it was very much to the fore; Calvin lived and preached there and became the virtual dictator of the town. It is due to his influence that the interiors of so many churches in the canton are austere and bare. A city of enormous wealth, Geneva is an important commercial centre. In 1864 a convention was held in Geneva which resulted in the foundation of the International Red Cross, and Geneva may now be said to be the capital of the world.


  The Cité


  The harbour of Geneva is very fine, and in it can be seen the picturesque craft similar to the Mediterranean feluccas which are not seen on any of the other Swiss lakes. We get a marvellous view across the lake of the Salève mountains, the Alps and Mont Blanc. Although the Salève actually lies in France, it can easily be ascended by mountain railway, and from the summit there is an extensive view of the lake, the Alps and the Jura. Geneva is the home of the watchmaking industry, and a collection of Geneva watches can be seen at the History and Art Museum.


  I do not propose to take you on a conducted tour of Geneva, for you can obtain all the information you want from the Official Enquiry Office at 3, Place de Bergues, which is maintained for the purpose. In spite of its predominantly modern character, Geneva also has its old part, the Cité, which clusters round the cathedral, and here we realise a little just how old Geneva is. The cathedral was built about the twelfth century, but has been spoiled by later additions. Next to it you will find the Chapel of the Maccabees, of which John Knox was the Pastor of the English Protestants from 1556 to 1558, and even to this day services of the Church of Scotland are held here in summer. Between Geneva and Lausanne lie a number of small villages which all seem to cluster round old castles. The most famous of these is Coppet, where lived Necker, the Finance Minister of Louis XVI. His daughter, Mme. de Staël, inherited it from him, and here she held many of her brilliant salons which were attended by most of the literary celebrities of the Continent. On this part of the lake lies Nyon, the Roman Noviodunum, which is well worth while exploring as it still contains many medieval characteristics. Part of the old town walls are still standing. From Nyon we take the train for St. Cergue, a delightful little resort at the foot of the Dôle, the second highest peak in the Jura. St. Cergue is famous for its view of the lake and mountains on the farther shore.


  Lausanne


  We now come to Lausanne, the capital of the Canton of Vaud. Lausanne is built on three hills, and the best way to see it for the first time is from Ouchy, the harbour of the town. From here one sees first the flowery slopes, then the houses clinging on the hill-side and above the red roofs of the houses are flung the arches of the great bridges and viaducts which connect the hills, while some of the lower houses are connected by tunnels. The apex of the picture is formed by the Cathedral of Notre Dame, which stands on the highest hill.


  If we ascend to the town by the funicular and gaze over the lake from the cathedral, the view is simply magnificent. The cathedral is by many people considered to be the finest church in Switzerland, and although the various parts were built at different periods it forms a very harmonious whole. It seems to be the focal point of the town and all the streets and curious covered stairways seem to lead to it, somewhat as all the streets in Montmartre seem to end at the Sacré Cœur. Near the cathedral is the Château St. Maire, built in the fourteenth century, from the terraces of which there is a fine view over the town, the lake and the mountains on the French side of the lake.


  There is a considerable foreign colony living in Lausanne, but the local life can best be seen on the Wednesday and Friday of each week, when the peasants of the surrounding villages come into town in their costumes, which lend a note of colour to the proceedings. Above the town is a fine park, with restaurants and a lake. This site was once densely wooded and legend has it that it was once the home of Belin the Sun God and Healer. Among the famous people who have lived in Lausanne is Gibbon, who completed the Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire there, as well as Dickens while he was working on Dombey and Son. Lausanne is very proud of its eighteen-hole golf course, which is one of the finest in Europe.


  From Lausanne to Montreux there is an almost unbroken line of white hotels fringing the lake front, as this is by far the finest portion of a lake which is nowhere anything less than beautiful.


  Vevey


  Next we reach Vevey, which is the principal town of the district and is of great antiquity, being built on the site of the Roman town of Vibiscum. Vevey offers many modern amenities while still retaining the characteristics of a Swiss town of the Middle Ages. From here we can travel on the funicular to Mont Pélerin and go on to the pretty village of Blonay with an old castle*. Life at Vevey is quieter than at Montreux and visitors who do not wish to stay at an ultra-fashionable resort would do well to make Vevey their headquarters for the Lake of Geneva. All the lakeside resorts can be reached by steamer and by train, and the country behind the town offers many lovely walks. Montreux itself can be reached in half an hour, so that there is much to recommend Vevey. Near the town is the village of La Tour de Peilz, literally “the tower of pelts,” and it is said that at one time the old castle round which the houses cluster was roofed with skins.


  Along the lakeshore from Vevey to Villeneuve the scenery becomes even more beautiful, if this be possible, and the trees come right down to the water’s edge in many places. We now come to the three towns of Montreux, Territet and Clarens, which are practically one. Montreux-Territet is a fine modern town, offering every facility for pleasure. The promenade runs along the lakeside for nearly 5 miles and there are many pleasant cafés in which to rest. As everywhere, the hills rise in the background, merging into the higher peaks of the mountains and villages can be seen on the slopes, whilst across the lake lies the panorama of the great snow-clad peaks. The visitors at Montreux are a cosmopolitan crowd and life here is distinctly fashionable. The tennis courts are reputed to be the finest in Europe and there is also a golf course not far from the town.


  “Prisoner of Chillon”


  In the casino-kursaal we can dance, have light refreshments and watch various types of entertainment. From the lakeside can be seen the cleft which the Rhône valley makes in the shore on the opposite side, and it seems to fade away into the blue distance, while above it hovers the Dents du Midi, with clouds screening part of it. In the Bay of Territet we must pay a visit to a building which is the goal of every visitor, the famous Château de Chillon. There can be but few show places which so truly merit the numerous stars bestowed on them by guide-books. In a marvellous state of preservation—parts of it were erected in the eighth century—Chillon is intensely picturesque, no matter from what angle it is seen. It has had a chequered career and is known mainly because it was here that Bonnivard, a patriotic Swiss friar, was imprisoned by Duke Charles of Savoy in 1526. After being captive there for ten years he was released when the castle was taken by the Bernese. Byron’s poem, the “Prisoner of Chillon,” was inspired by the story of Bonnivard. The castle was then inhabited by the Bailiffs of Vevey, but has been uninhabited since 1733. The interior does not disappoint and ranges from the quaint wooden balconies in the courtyard to the grim torture chamber. We can also climb up to the roof of the main tower, whence we get a view of the lake framed by the towers of the castle, and one that we will not easily forget.


  Returning to Montreux, if you are able to visit it during the first week of June, you will be able to participate in the famous Narcissus Festival. This carnival is usually held on the first Saturday and Sunday of June, and rivals the fetes of the French Riviera. Crowds pour into the town; first there is an excellent entertainment, then a procession of beautifully decorated cars which is followed by a battle of flowers and confetti. At night there is a Venetian Fête on the lake and a firework display. The whole lakeside is illuminated and the hotels are also decorated, so that Montreux takes on a most festive appearance. But the pièce de résistance for me is not so much the fête in the town as the narcissi themselves, in whose honour it is held.


  Narcissi


  The hills and meadows behind Montreux are covered so closely with the white blossoms that they give the illusion of a snowfall. They are lovely at Les Pleiades, which is reached from Blonay, but the finest displays are on the meadows near Les Avants, above Montreux. If you start out from the village and wander into the meadows beyond, or, better still, take the rack railway up to the Col de Sonloup and then work your way downhill, you will very soon find yourself in the midst of the flowers, and the perfume—which impregnates the air—will come wafting towards you as you step out of the train.


  If you stand on top of the hill and look down, you will see a fairy-like scene which it will be rare to equal anywhere. The down slopes in every direction are covered with the white narcissi, and where the bouton d’or is mingled with them, there seem to be gold streaks among the silver. Deep blue-green pines form a contrast to the prevailing white, while far down in the valley you can see the brown chalets almost hidden among the masses of pink and white bloom of the fruit trees. The shadowy flanks of the mountains seem to have their bases in snow, and on the peaks of the higher ones there is real snow that is scarcely whiter than the fields. And over all, glorious sunshine, not polluted by fogs and smoke particles, and a sky of deepest blue. A scene unsurpassable in loveliness you would say. Yet that same sun—still very warm, if not quite so hot as now—in winter shines down on these hills and valleys when they are all white with snow, and the blue of the sky is then repeated in the shadows. The trees are stripped of their bloom, but the hoar frost and snow have converted them into delicate white traceries.


  This is fine ski-ing country, and the winter sports enthusiast might debate whether it is not more lovely now than in summer. A winter sports holiday at Les Avants offers the advantage of being able to run down to Montreux whenever one wants a change, to visit a cinema or do some shopping; conversely, one can stay in Montreux and ascend to Les Avants for the sports, or else to any of the other sports stations near the town, such as Glion and Caux. The latter particularly is lovely, and is worth a visit in summer as well. Caux is the starting-point for the Rochers de Naye, the highest point in the district, whence there is a fine view. From Caux itself one can see practically the whole of Lake Geneva. In all these centres there is every variety of winter sport, ice hockey is played, and there are evening entertainments in the larger hotels.


  Leysin


  Before we leave the Lake of Geneva there is one other place in the district which should be mentioned, and that is Leysin, which is reached by railway from Aigle. Here in the sanatoria are carried out the most miraculous cures of tuberculosis. Leysin itself has a very high average of sunshine and, even in January, attains nine hours a day. The air is wonderfully pure and smoking is prohibited in order that it shall not be polluted. By its position the village is sheltered from north winds, and the sun is utilised to effect a cure even of advanced cases. As the patients gradually recover they take up sports, and many stay for some time after they have shaken off the dread disease in order to regain full strength. There are schools for the children who have to stay for some time, and it is amazing to the visitor to see them sitting in the sun with barely the minimum of clothing. Leysin itself is privately owned, and the only people there besides the natives and the invalids are relatives or friends of the latter.


  Of more interest to us is the line which runs from Aigle via Le Sépey to Diablerets in the Les Ormonts valley. Diablerets offers fine opportunities for ski-ing, and a bobrun is constructed on the Col du Pillon road along which, in summer, we can drive to Gstaad. There are many fine walks in the valley and there is also the ascent of Les Diablerets to tempt the climber in summer.


  The Bernese Oberland


  We must now bid farewell to the lake and go on our way to the Bernese Oberland. Our route is one of the most beautiful in the whole country. We take a train of the Montreux-Oberland-Bernois line and first of all pass through Les Avants, then through a tunnel under the Col de Jaman into the Upper Valley of the Sarine, which leads us to Montbovon, the junction for Gruyères, an exceedingly picturesque village. If we have time we can continue on the same line to Bulle and Romont, a really remarkable medieval town. However, the Oberland calls so we will continue in the main-line train to Rossinière, a small winter sports centre. Here starts the Pays d’Enhaut, a picturesque, unspoiled valley of rather less rugged character than most Swiss valleys, with mountains rising on either side. Château d’Oex, our next stop, is the most popular holiday centre in the district and is a charming spot in summer.


  The surrounding meadows are very luscious and rich in flowers and a considerable number of red and white cattle will be seen browsing. These cattle are unique to this district and to the Simmenthal, which adjoins the Pays d’Enhaut, as in the remainder of Switzerland the cattle are mostly dun coloured. In winter Château d’Oex becomes filled with visitors, mostly continental, particularly for the Fête de Nuit, a carnival which is held each season.


  After Château d’Oex we reach Saanen and then, at Gstaad, we have arrived in the Bernese Oberland, the mecca of sports enthusiasts and mountaineers. The Oberland stretches from Gstaad to the Haslital and contains such world-famous mountains as the Jungfrau and her two eternal attendants, the Mönch and Eiger. Here are to be found great glaciers whose movement is so slow that it has to be calculated at the rate of inches per year; here are some of the quaintest and oldest towns in Switzerland, conjuring up visions of the romantic Middle Ages which, alas, were mostly times of strife for the Swiss as the great lords and feudal barons were bitterly opposed to the freedom of the cantons, and the German, Austrian and Burgundian overlords were eager to retain possession of Switzerland. Here too are the two lovely lakes of Thun and Interlaken, which are unique for their background of the snow-clad alpine giants.


  Only a few years ago Gstaad was an unspoiled village; it lies in a fine position at the converging point of the three valleys of Turbach, Lauenen and Gsteig, all of which contain many delightful walks.


  Sport


  Switzerland is essentially a land of rivers, and it is very rarely that one finds a district in which there is not, at least, a small brook. Around Gstaad there is some good trout fishing in the numerous small mountain tarns. Everywhere around Gstaad are thickly wooded hills; charming as it is in summer, it is in winter that it is seen at its best. Its unspoiled freshness has gone, for it has become a very popular centre. During the winter is held the “Cours Hippique”; horse jumping is a feature of this event, and many of the crack riders of the Swiss Army enter for it. Ski-kjöring races—in which the ski-er is drawn by a horse—are also included; this sport comes from Norway and was first introduced into Switzerland in 1906. Gstaad offers a very large variety of ski-runs, and there are quite a number of accessible mountains in the neighbourhood, including the Wildhorn, Egli and Hornberg. Skating too is very good, and the largest rink has an area of about two acres. Gstaad can also be reached by train from Spiez, and this is the more direct route from England. Saanenmöser, the next stop, is a small winter sports centre; after it we come to Zweisimmen, the chief town of the Simmen valley. There are many pleasant walks, both long and short, in this neighbourhood, also some easy ascents to the Rinderberg, Hundsrück and Spillgerten. From Zweisimmen there is a railway line to Lenk, where there are sulphur baths. Numerous waterfalls rush down amidst steep cliffs and overhanging glaciers, and the whole scene is dominated by the Wildstruble mountain; the seven torrents tearing down from the Plaine-Morte and Raetzli glaciers have given the Simmen valley its local name of “Siebental” (valley of seven). The energetic walker can reach Sion in the Rhône valley about ten hours after leaving Lenk and would have to cross the Rawyl Pass.


  Adelboden


  In the other direction from Zweisimmen the train runs through the Lower Simmen valley. Here the chalets are larger than in other parts of Switzerland, and in Erlenbach, one of the villages in the valley, they are amazingly large. After Erlenbach we cross the Kirel river and come to Oey-Dimtigen, whence there is a branch line to Grimmialp. During the winter the journey has to be made by car or by sledge. Grimmialp is one of the cheaper resorts for winter sports, frequented mostly by Germans, and is suitable for people who do not care for crowds, but require sports only, for which there are good facilities. From Erlenbach we come to Wimmis, where there is a fine tenth-century church. The next station is Spiez, an important railway junction. From here the trans-continental trains continue to Milan. Many years ago, when Rudolphe II, King of Burgundy, lived at Spiez Castle with his queen, it was known as the “Golden Court” and the country around the castle was named the “Golden Air.” In the thirteenth century there lived at the castle Heinrich von Strättligen, a famous troubadour, who sang the praises of the country and some of whose verses are preserved in Heidelberg University. The castle is now open to the public. A pleasant excursion from Spiez is to the Niesen, which is ascended by a cable railway. From the summit there is a wonderful view of the Lake of Thun, the Kander Valley and the great ring of peaks, which includes all the giants of the Oberland and the Alps. Our way must now take us along the main line as far as Frutigen, where the Enstligen Thal joins the Kander Tal.


  At the head of this valley lies Adelboden, a popular winter resort, particularly for curling, which is reached by bus from Frutigen. Adelboden is the highest commune in the Bernese Oberland, and most of the chalets are very old. In the church will be found frescoes depicting the “Last Judgment,” which were painted in 1423. There are some excellent ski-runs, the principal of which is the Hahnenmoos field, which is amongst the finest in Switzerland. In spring the Hahnenmoos is a mass of violets and other vernal flowers. On the opposite side of the valley rises the Bonderspitze, on the slopes of which a very fast ski race is run each year. The sight of the ski-ers flying down the mountain side, with clouds of flying snow behind them, is terribly thrilling, and at times it really seems as if they have left the ground. The valley itself is still very unspoiled and many old customs have survived among the peasants.


  Kandersteg


  Continuing from Frutigen we travel through the valley of the Kander to Kandersteg, a small village at the entrance of the Lötschberg tunnel. After leaving Frutigen the train climbs a hill and then crosses the valley by means of an enormous viaduct. At Kandergrund the valley becomes narrower and we reach Blausee Mitholz station. The Blausee is a small lake, of a marvellous deep blue and so clear that at the bottom can be seen logs, covered with algae. The reason for the colour is not known and it is said by some authorities that the algae cause it.


  After Blausee we pass through a series of tunnels and cross several bridges, till at last we come to Kandersteg, which has always had a considerable amount of tourist traffic, as it is the last stopping-place before the ascent to the Gemmi Pass. The way to the pass is by a track leading through a glen past the Dauben See; it used to be the main route to the Rhône valley from the north, until the Lötschberg tunnel was built. It can be reached from Kandersteg either on foot, or else you may travel to the summit in an odd, two-wheeled cart, called a “Gemmi Wägeli”; the descent to the Rhône valley may only be tackled on foot. The whole journey is well worth the effort for the sake of the wild and magnificent scenery.


  Kandersteg is surrounded by famous peaks, such as the Blümlisalphorn, Doldenhörner and the Balmels. It is famous for the flower, displays in spring, and numberless varieties of spring and Alpine flowers will be found here. One of the most attractive walks is to the Oeschinen See, a lake which is embraced by rocks and mirrored in it are the peaks of the Blümlisalp, the Fründenhorn and Doldenhorn with their waterfalls. The mountaineer will find many peaks to ascend, and besides those already mentioned there are the Weisse Frau, Wilde Frau, the Wildstrubel, and many others.


  As Kandersteg lies on a large plateau, several miles long, it is possible to go for easy walks on this without having to do any strenuous hill climbing. During the winter Kandersteg is rapidly gaining popularity and is the home of some of the finest Swiss ski-ers, but owing to its relatively low altitude, snow conditions cannot always be relied upon.


  The “Witches’ Cauldron”


  On our way back to Spiez, we will leave the train at Reichenbach and take a car or sledge, according to the season, to travel up the Kiental. The scene is dominated by the Blümlisalp group, where the river Kien has its source. Numerous smaller valleys join the main one, and many of these are worth exploring; they are completely unspoiled and foreigners rarely visit them but go to the more famous valleys of the Oberland. After the town of Kiental we proceed to Tschingelalp, whence the road climbs by steep curves past a number of waterfalls and the weird “Hexenkessel” (witches’ cauldron), where the water bubbles as if it were veritably being heated and some potent brew prepared. Griesalp itself consists only of the Kotel Kurhaus Griesalp and a few chalets, and is a perfect place in which to spend a holiday in summer or winter. There are a large number of interesting climbs on all the peaks in the district and it is possible to get to Mürren by way of the Sefinenfurgge, or else one can make one’s way to Kandersteg over the Hohtürli Pass. Here we are amongst the finest Alpine scenery, and the whole of the Bernese Oberland is as lovely in spring as in winter, but with a very different kind of beauty.


  In order to avoid the return journey to Spiez we will cross the mountains to Mürren, which is perched on a terrace of the Schwarzgrat, whence there is an almost perpendicular drop to the Lauterbrunnen valley. The altitude of Mürren is so great that it lies on a level with the glaciers and upper peaks, and it is no unusual sight to find masses of gentian on the slopes near the village. Here we get a marvellous view of the Jungfrau, Mönch and Eiger and of the other big peaks, the Schwarzmönch, Gletscherhorn, Ebnefluh, Mittaghorn, Grosshorn, Breit-horn, Tschingelgrat, Gspaltenhorn and Bütlassen. As in all the rest of the canton, there are good walks; one is to the Blumenthal or Valley of Flowers, which is one of the finest spots for a display of Alpine flowers throughout the district, and prominent among them all are yellow pansies, which grow in such masses that the meadows appear to be covered with yellow sheets. Chamois are protected in this neighbourhood and can occasionally be seen bounding from crag to crag. Mürren is a popular winter sports centre. The famous Arlberg-Kandahar ski-meeting is held there every other year, and in these races the ski-ing “aces” can be seen at their best. A funicular railway climbs the Ållmendhubel, from which there is a ski-jump and also the start of a bob-run, on which the “Bob Derby” is held each year. Mürren, too, is one of the main centres for curling; there is something for almost all tastes, and there are very few people who will not be pleased with Mürren. Next we descend the valley to Lauterbrunnen, which lies near the Grütschalp. Everywhere near the village are mountain torrents and waterfalls, of which the Staubbach is perhaps the most famous. It is a fine veil of water which drops almost noiselessly down in front of a precipice 1,000 feet high, and is so ethereally lovely that it has inspired many poets, including Goethe and Byron, to write poems.


  The Trümmelbach Falls


  A complete contrast is offered by the wildly foaming Trümmelbach Falls on the opposite side of the valley; after tearing through a wild gorge and passing through a subterranean passage, the water drops about 100 feet and then dashes out through a small hole in the rock with such tremendous force that it strikes the opposite rock face before falling down a deep chasm and escaping into the valley. Underground galleries have been built, so that it is possible to view the falls from a very close range, and this sight is most weird and terrifying.


  The peasants in the Lauterbrunnen valley produce hand-made bobbin lace, and in spring and summer the women can be seen sitting at the windows or in the doorway, busily working away.


  The Jungfrau


  From Lauterbrunnen it is not far to the village of Wengen, which is situated on the wall of the Männlichen, facing the Jungfrau. Brown chalets are dotted about on the green meadows at the base of the slopes, above which rise the gleaming tiers of the great glaciers, culminating in the snow-covered peak with its blue shadows. The Jungfrau can be seen in all her glory from any of the meadows near Wengen, while next to her rises the white cone of the Silberhorn. From Wengen the Alpine Glow is seen in its full splendour. As dusk draws nigh, a soft orange glow spreads over the upper snows; the colour gradually deepens and creeps lower and lower until the whole of the slopes are bathed in it. Deeper it grows and deeper, ranging from orange to crimson, the sky darkens to purple and becomes studded with stars. Suddenly the glow fades and disappears, and the contrast between these turbulent colours and the moonlight-flooded landscape in its quiet mood of silver and grey with velvety black shadows is eerie.


  Wengen is surrounded by beautiful peaks which shelter it almost completely from the north wind. The Wengernalp Railway opens up miles of snowfields for ski-ers. There are the slopes of the Jungfrau and the Eiger, the Männlichen and the Scheidegg. At Water Station, on the Wengernalp Railway, the ice run begins. A short walk brings one to the top of the 3 mile long run down to the village; at the top there is a jolly crowd waiting their turn for the down run, and the scene is made vivid by the brightly coloured sweaters and scarves.


  From Water Station the train continues to ascend until it emerges above the tree line and we get a view of the valleys deep below, while all around us are snowy slopes and greenish-blue glaciers. At Wengernalp station we disembark for the snow run, which joins up to the ice run lower down. The ski-ing slopes here are “nursery” slopes, i.e., for beginners. The train continues up to the


  The Jungfrau Railway


  Scheidegg Pass, whence the experienced ski-er can start out on many thrilling runs. From Scheidegg starts the Jungfrau Railway, which is the highest in Europe and a marvellous feat of engineering. This line is only open in the winter when the snowfall has been poor, and even in summer it is advisable to make enquiries as to weather conditions before starting on the journey, else, instead of the eagerly anticipated view, one may see only a wall of fog.


  From Scheidegg the line proceeds towards the Eiger glacier, near which is Eigergletscher station, where a team of Polar dogs is kept in order to maintain communication with the upper parts of the line in the event of weather conditions causing a stoppage or else for runs on the glacier. A little beyond this station the train enters a tunnel in the Eiger and a stop is made at Eigerwand, where a branch tunnel has been bored in the rock. As we step out of the train we see a shaft of light breaking through the opening, and we can walk along the tunnel until we reach the aperture, which is the centre of the wall of the precipice; the opening is closed with glass and as we look through we see the village of Grindelwald far below us; the view stretches above the neighbouring peaks as far as the Jura and the Vosges mountains.


  From Eigerwand the tunnel continues upwards through the Eiger and the Mönch (this circuitous route was adopted in order to reduce the gradient) to the next station, Eismeer, where there are a restaurant, post office and observation gallery, all hewn out of the rock. From the gallery we look down on the glacier, all twisted and warped with deep chasms, where the shadows deepen to an unearthly green and the thought of being trapped in one makes us shudder. The great ice mass is travelling so slowly that the movement is imperceptible to the eye. The view gives on to Grindelwald, on to the Fiescherfirn, with its deep crevices, the Schreckhorn, and other peaks. A small tunnel leads down to the glacier face, but this can only be used in summer.


  At Eismeer we change on to another train for the last stretch of the journey to Jungfraujoch, 11,342 feet above sea-level. From the station a gallery leads to the open air, and the difference in the atmospheric pressure is very noticeable, and quite an effort is entailed in walking to the mouth of the tunnel. Here we come out into the brilliant sunshine, but the rock walls around us are coated with ice; it is interesting to learn that a summer ski meeting is held at Jungfraujoch every July, and this event is one of the most important in the Oberland.


  The Jungfraujoch Plateau forms a saddle between Jungfrau and Mönch. There is a hotel here, which is the highest in Europe, and there is also a cheap hostel for climbers, as this is the starting-point for climbs of the Jungfrau, Fiescherhorn, Eggishorn, and other mountains.


  The Sphinx tunnel leads out on to the glacier, and near it is an observatory and weather station. The view from the plateau to the north embraces the Jura, the Black Forest and the Vosges mountains, while we also get a marvellous view of the Aletsch, the greatest glacier centre in Europe, which moves at the rate of 14 feet a year.


  Grindelwald


  On our descent from the Jungfrau we can continue by the other branch of the Wengernalp Railway to Grindelwald. We pass over the Scheidegg Pass on our way and get one of the finest views of the valley. The dominating peak here is the Wetterhorn, a striking mountain the sides of which rise sheer from the lower pastures to an eminence of about 2 miles before culminating in a sharp, tilted pyramid. At its base lies the Ober Grindelwald Glacier. The whole character of the Grindelwald valley is grimmer than that of the Lauterbrunnen Thal. Grindelwald itself lies at the foot of the Wetterhorn and straggles up the slopes of the Schwarze Lütschine to the base of the Faulhorn. The village is extremely old and it is known that a church was built there in the twelfth century. Grindelwald is a paradise for ski-ers, offering ascents of the Grosse Scheidegg, Faulhorn, Schwarzhorn, Männlichen, Lauberhorn, Kleine Scheidegg and Eiger. Many of the finest Swiss ski-ers and ski-ing teachers are natives of the village, and they are found all over Switzerland. There is also an exceedingly fine bob-run. In summer there are beautiful walks throughout the district. From the Waldspitz one can see across the intervening crags to the ridges and clefts of the Schreckhorn, Finsteraarhorn and Fiescherhorn. Here, in May, we can see masses of mauve and white crocus growing on the slopes and almost touching the snow line, and as this recedes fresh flowers shoot up almost immediately. Later on the slopes are covered with mauve soldanellas, the blue gentian, variously coloured primulas and other flowers too numerous to mention. Here, too, the mountaineer comes into his own and there are many Alpine club huts. It is possible to walk from Grindelwald over the Grosse Scheidegg down the Rosenlaui Thal, which is very lovely. Here the Wellhorn, an imposing mountain, towers over the forested slopes, while next to it the Rosenlaui glacier descends in great steps. The other wall of the Wetterhorn is seen far above, while the bed of the valley is a delightful green. Here are ancient nut-brown chalets and again a wealth of wild flowers. The Rosenlaui Valley leads on down to the Haslital which it joins at Meiringen, the chief town of the valley. The peasants of the villages, apart from farming, are mainly occupied with wood-carving and weaving. Most of Meiringen was destroyed by fire in 1892, with the result that most of the town is new, but there are a few old chalets remaining. The chief attraction of Meiringen is the proximity of the Aare gorge, a great chasm nearly a mile long, through which the river Aare flows just before it enters the town. A path is carried along the cleft and from this it is possible to look down into the gorge and also up to see the rocky walls converging, and at times they almost touch. Proceeding south we come to the Handeck Falls, where the Aare drops 150 feet. Beyond is the Grimsell Pass which leads down into Gletsch. Another popular excursion from Meiringen is to the Reichenbach Falls.


  Brünig


  From Meiringen we can take the Brünig Railway to Brünig, whence it leads on via Lungern and Sarnen to Lucerne. Brünig itself is gradually becoming a popular resort, and the villages above it on the slopes of the Hasliberg—Hohfluh and Reuti—offer winter sports for those who prefer a quiet resort. We will now go from Meiringen to Brienz, a village lying on the north shore of the Lake of Brienz at the foot of the Brienzer Rothorn, from the summit of which a fine view can be obtained of the lake and the Alps.


  Brienz


  Brienz is the centre of the wood-carving industry in this district, and some of the work of the peasants is of distinctly high quality. From here we can take a steamer to the opposite side of the lake to view the Giessbach Falls. Here the water pours down a total height of 1,300 feet in a series of fourteen cascades, through richly wooded slopes and charming meadows until at the last cascade the water leaps into the lake itself. The best way for us is to travel by lake steamer to Interlaken, which lies between the two lakes of Thun and Brienz. This town is a fashionable centre and is particularly suitable as headquarters in summer from which to explore the Oberland. Here are fine bathing beaches on both lakes; shops where all requirements are catered for and where one may purchase the hand-woven linens, embroideries and carvings of the Oberland peasants. At the kursaal there are given symphony concerts, operettas, gala balls, dances and firework displays. One of the great attractions of Interlaken is the Tell Festival Play, which is held throughout the season in the open air on the Rügen. The stage is natural and uncovered so that the sky can be seen and the song of birds as they settle on the trees adds to the verisimilitude of the action; but the auditorium is roofed. The text used for the play is that by Schiller. At the end of May the Hirtenfest (Festival of the Shepherds) is held in Interlaken, and the country people then come into the town in their quaint old costumes. Innumerable excursions can be made from Interlaken on foot, by car, train or boat and there is so much to see that the lakes of the Oberland can be visited many times without their possibilities being exhausted.


  There is the fashionable promenade of the Höheweg, whence can be obtained one of the finest distance views of the Jungfrau; there is Heimwehfluh with its shady views, commanding an outlook over both lakes; there is the Schynige Platte which is reached from Wilderswil by a rack railway, and from where there is a magnificent view of the Alpine giants; there is St. Beatenberg on the slopes of the mountain from which there is an exceedingly lovely panoramic view of the blue lake, the green slopes of the hills with their inevitable background of white mountains. Below the village are the Beatushöhlen, a natural tunnel through which a subterranean stream flows; stalactites hang from the roof and glitter in the light from the electric bulbs which have been fitted to allow the caves to be visited, and small waterfalls trickle along murmurously.


  These caves are reputed to have been the home of a dragon who devastated the land around until it was finally overcome by St. Beatus—the Irish saint who is credited with the introduction of Christianity into Helvetia—and drowned in the lake; there is the Harderkulm which can be reached by funicular, and it is not unusual for ibex to be seen near the summit of the Harder or the Augustmatthorn. These animals are reared in the Ibex Park near Interlaken and later set free on the mountains.


  Thun


  Our best way to explore the lakeside is to travel by train along the lakeside towards Thun. The next village is Merligen, where in September is carried out the ceremony of “Kästeilet” (cheese division). All the cheese produced in the valley during the summer is stored and, at the Kästeilet, divided into equal portions for all the dairymen and cattle owners in the district.


  Next we come to Gunten, where a motor-bus service starts for Sigriswil, another good centre for walkers. After Gunten comes Oberhofen, which lies on a bay. The castle of Oberhofen is a well-known show place and is built on a spit of land jutting out into the lake. One solitary tower rises from the blue waters and is joined to the main building by a covered bridge. After Oberhofen comes Hilterfingen with an old church dating back to 930, and finally Thun, which is on the banks of the Aar about a mile from the lake.


  Thun has a very medieval appearance and is built round a hill on which stand the old Zähringer castle and the church. From the Brändlisberg near the town one can obtain a magnificent view over the lake, with the red roofs of the houses in the foreground. Saturday is market day, and in the morning the country folk come in, many with their goods in carts drawn by dogs, and wearing their picturesque costume; the whole scene, with its colour and movement against the setting of the old Bällizstrasse, transports us back to the Middle Ages. From Thun we can go for a pleasant walk to Heimberg, where Swiss pottery is made.


  Berne


  Proceeding up the Aare we come to Berne, which is not only the capital of the canton but of the whole Swiss Federation. Berne was originally a small, unimportant village, but in 1191 Berchtold V von Zähringen commissioned Cuno von Bubenberg to surround the village with walls in order that he might have a stronghold from which to protect himself against his enemies. Von Bubenberg laid out the walls to take in a larger part of land than the village itself, and the inflow of nobles who were in league with von Zähringen soon made of Berne a town of importance. One of the old city gates is now the Zeitglockenturm; on this tower is a remarkable clock; when it strikes the hour a procession of little figures, including the bear—the heraldic device of Berne, which appears in shields and on fountains all over the town—pass in front of the vividly coloured dial. Near by is the Käfigturm or “Cage Tower.” The houses have high gables and many of the streets in the old part are cobbled and flanked by shady arcades. Old fountains play in the streets and the housewives still fill their buckets at them. In the quarter of An der Matte, below the terrace of the minster, the oldest part of Berne, the women can be seen washing their clothes in the street in the stream which flows through the Mühlenplatz. Though this part is now a slum, it is well worth a visit because of its picturesqueness.


  From the minster terrace we get a view of the roofs of the town and the gorge of the river across to the mountains of the Oberland, and the three peaks of Jungfrau, Mönch and Eiger can be discerned quite clearly. Near the Nydeck Bridge is the old bear pit, where the Municipality has kept bears since 1513. Berne will fascinate and delight everybody who visits it, and the modern buildings, of which the Federal Palace (the seat of government) is the principal one, do not disturb the charm of the town.


  From Berne we will go to visit Fribourg, another very old town which lies in the valley of the Sarine. The tower of the church of St. Nicholas is a prominent landmark in the town, and in the interior of the church are quite a number of interesting things, such as the fifteenth-century choir stalls. The organ is said to be the largest church organ in the world and have a very fine, sweet tone; the recitals given on it during the summer are well worth attending.


  Neuchâtel


  Opposite the old town hall stands an ancient lime tree, which legend says has grown from a sprig which was planted on June 22nd, 1476, after the battle of Morat—in which the free Swiss inflicted a severe defeat on the Burgundian troops under Charles the Bold. The sprig was brought to Fribourg by a young soldier who had run all the way from Morat to bring the good news and who collapsed and died as soon as he had gasped out his news. It is peculiar that although French is spoken in the upper town, the language of the lower town by the river is mainly German.


  The quarter of the Auge, by the river, is one of the oldest in the town and here we can see the old wooden Pont du Berne which was constructed seven hundred years ago. Not far away is the modern suspension bridge which spans the river in a high arch and everywhere the modern bridges form a piquant contrast to the old houses.


  From Fribourg it is not far to Estavayer on the Lake of Neuchâtel, where there is a fine old castle. Yverdon, at the head of the lake, was for many years the home of Pestalozzi, the famous educational reformer, who taught in the school there.


  Travelling round the other side of the lake we reach Neuchâtel, and from the hills behind the town it is possible on a clear day to see the whole range of the mountains from Mont Blanc to the Bernese Oberland. Neuchâtel is the centre of the Swiss chocolate industry as well as of the watch industry; in the valleys of the Jura the watchmakers can be seen working away in the windows of their chalets. Most of them specialise in one part only and the whole watches are then assembled in the big towns, of which Le Locle and La Chaux-de-Fonds are the principal ones. The chalets of the Jura are somewhat different to those in other parts of Switzerland and their roofs are higher, without the width that is found in the Valais. Near Le Locle are the falls of the Doubs. Another pleasant excursion from Neuchâtel is to the Val de Travers, where one of the interesting sights are the natural asphalt supplies. Near the village of Noraigue, in the same valley, are great precipices, down which the river Arense leaps in wild falls.


  From Neuchâtel the main line runs to Bienne, another centre of the watchmaking industry. In the Lake of Bienne lies the Isle St. Pierre, where Rousseau lived for many years. In the valleys that lie behind Bienne we can find many beautiful wild flowers, and as this part of Switzerland has not become a popular holiday centre, varieties will be found here that have become extinct elsewhere. From most of the high points we can see the range of the Alps which traverses the whole of Switzerland, and the panorama is very impressive.


  Solothurn


  After Bienne comes Solothurn or Soleure, the capital of the canton. The fortifications were built by Henry the Fowler in the tenth century as a protection against the raiding Magyars. It is very interesting to find that it was this German monarch who established the class of burghers—the third estate—in Switzerland, and conferred many privileges on the town under his rule, which placed the burghers on an equality with the nobles in. many respects. Some of the old gates of Soleure are still standing, and strange old buildings can be seen, but most of the town has a modern aspect. From Soleure we can reach Basle either via Délémont or Aarau, so that this is the last stage of our journey, through a country that is beautiful beyond description and fascinating in all its different aspects.


  The Swiss themselves are a simple, kindly people and do everything in their power to make the visitor comfortable. No other country is so suitable for a holiday at any time of the year, and rare indeed is the person who has not—after the first visit—returned to Switzerland again and again, each time just as eagerly, knowing that a holiday here will be one in every sense of the word and that he will come home feeling refreshed by the marvellous air and after the wholesome change.
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  GERMANY


  Introductory and Personal


  As a journalist I have spent fifteen years in Germany, and there is hardly a corner of Germany that I have not come to know. I came in touch, first as a student, later as correspondent of important foreign newspapers, with all classes of people, except perhaps tourist parties. I was at home in Germany as a native of the country would be and yet I looked at everything with the curiosity and interest of a stranger.


  No European country is so diverse, so rich in world-renowned and also unexplored features as Germany. Its size, about 181,000 square miles and the number of its inhabitants, nearly 66 millions, alone show that the huge territory of this mid-European state must offer the tourist endless possibilities. Though indeed what do numbers tell us? Or geographical concepts? Theories will not help us to realise, especially here in the sea-girt British Isles, a country which is bordered on the north by the cold waters of the North Sea, is neighbour to Scandinavia through Denmark, is bounded in the east by Poland and Lithuania (at one time by Russia) marches with France, Belgium and Luxembourg on the west (so that it is only a few hours distant from England), whilst in the south the furthest outlying parts are only separated from Italy by the comparatively narrow territories of Austria and Switzerland.


  Germany—Unity and Diversity


  The peculiar diversity of Germany is emphasised by the variety of its climates, its geographical situation, its natural divisions, and also its historical development. It is too easily forgotten that the united German state is only sixty-five years old and that the union, then politically completed, did not in any way bring about homogeneity. Accordingly in 1919, after the revolution, a new effort was made to bring into being a single uniform State from the yet loose structure formed by the innumerable large and small states. This project was defeated more or less by the political, religious and temperamental differences amongst the people, so that only in the last few years, after the seizure of power by the National Socialists, has the union of Germany been definitely attained. Obviously it can only be considered a political union because, in spite of the fact that all speak the same language (though with a large number of dialects), the diversity in their modes of living, thought, and, in fact, the fundamental differences, inwardly and outwardly, amongst the people remain undiminished. Thank God, however, we have nothing to do with politics. Out task is but to trace the pleasant and interesting effects of these strongly varied characteristics. The strong individualities of the many countries which are merged in the German State result in Germany’s possessing probably more varied economic, cultural and artistic centres than any other country in the world.


  Some interesting towns


  With all due respect to Manchester, Birmingham or Liverpool, and to Marseilles, Lyons or Bordeaux; in France as in England the capitals alone are the true centres of all cultural and social life. In Germany this is by no means so. Towns such as Hamburg in the north, Frankfort in the west, Dresden and Leipzig in the heart of Germany, Munich and Stuttgart in the south and Breslau more or less in the east, are in almost every respect on an equality with Berlin; and to these must be added the numerous smaller towns, especially the capital towns of the one-time principalities, or the independent town-states, like Bremen and Lübeck, which in many ways rival the great metropolis in historical interest, architecture and civic form. We have only to think of Weimar which, for many decades, especially in the lifetime of Goethe and Schiller, was the centre of German cultural life, or of the little much-sung student town of Heidelberg, or of Nuremberg, where the noblest works of art of the German townsmen were created. We could fill pages with similar instances, but the whole of this introduction is but an apology.…


  Before I started seriously on this work I had perceived my inability to express the inexhaustible complexity of Germany in a single article. I felt stifled by the knowledge gained during fifteen years of travelling about the country. I did not want to forget anything or to leave out anything, and ever I saw before me like a threatening spectre the thick books that were the logical result.


  The Author is Perplexed—Enter Mr. Marland


  In my perplexity, not knowing how to begin or end, I came upon help from an unexpected quarter.


  I met Mr. “John Marland.” You may not know him. He comes from Surrey, is fifty-five years old and was, up to a short time ago, Branch Manager of a big Insurance Company in the City. Mr. Marland worked industriously and intelligently in his profession for nearly forty years of his life, is a member of a good but not too expensive club, has a wife and grown-up children and a notable collection of golf clubs which he takes walking every Saturday without exerting himself too strenuously. Six months ago he retired from business; his departure was accomplished in a worthy and dignified manner. Up to this memorable date Mr. Marland had perceived the mania for travel shown by some of his restless contemporaries, and had, on the whole, avoided it. Not that he was altogether untravelled. He merely thought that his own country offered him so much worth seeing that he did not desire, in order to find relaxation and enlightenment, to undertake the long journey to the Continent. Also, being only able to speak English, which up to that time had completely sufficed him, he considered a journey abroad somewhat too adventurous. Adventures were not compatible with Mr. Marland’s quiet career.


  This attitude to life was changed, as he himself told me, when he retired from business. He then became restless and felt that he had missed a great deal through not learning to know other countries and people.


  Mr. Marland decides to travel


  His friends returned from the Continent with a changed attitude to world events. The newspapers recommended most attractive and cheap journeys to the Continent; his son, who with his bicycle had travelled over half Europe, was now almost contemptuous of his complete lack of foreign experience. Then, when his wife wished to visit relations in Scotland and hinted broadly how pleasant it would be to shut up the house altogether for four weeks, Mr. Marland’s secret plan ripened to a decision. He set off to the Continent for four weeks, to visit Germany, which country had, for a long time, interested him more than any other, and now appeared more interesting than ever on account of political changes.


  As travel abroad already seemed to him somewhat new and out of the ordinary, he decided to do one or two other things as well which he had never before thought of. So, for instance, he kept a diary about his travelling experiences, in spite of the fact that for four decades he had written nothing but business letters. He also decided not to mix only with those of his own class, but to miss no opportunity of getting to know the real life of the people in Germany, as he had never been able to do in England. When I met the returned and happy Mr. Marland and heard of the journeys he had accomplished, I asked him to let me have his travel diary. He thereupon, in his charming and obliging way, arranged for me to have his manuscript, only stipulating that I should leave out anything personal.


  I believe the following revised and somewhat abbreviated version of Mr. Marland’s diary may prove extraordinarily useful to others on their travels. Mr. Marland has the ripeness and sober deliberation of a clear-thinking business man, and also the unbiassed receptiveness of a man who travels abroad for the first time. And now we will leave him to do the talking, with one remark only—Mr. Marland’s travel notes make no claim in any way to completeness. He refers only to what he himself saw, leaves out everything which was not seen by him personally and takes it for granted that everyone like himself goes on his travels provided with good guides supplying correct information about the so-called “sights,” museums, and the topography of the towns. In addition, he must be excused if he brings financial questions rather much to the fore: his long business career, perhaps, causes him to give a prominent place to material considerations.


  Mr. Marland acquires information


  I have decided to visit Germany. I shall not stay away more than four weeks in any case, and I do not at all know whether I shall spend the whole four weeks abroad. I shall certainly have to do without a great deal that I am accustomed to. I have chosen Germany for several different reasons. Firstly, because everybody says that it is the cleanest country in Europe, and I set tremendous store by cleanliness. Secondly, the organisation of the German State railways and the shipping companies is so notably efficient that the discomforts of travel are almost entirely absent. I have sometimes wondered at the fact that in Germany there is only one railway company and that a State one. I am indeed a supporter of private enterprise, but I can see that in the case of traffic the advantages of having a single enterprise like a state railway company can be considerable. In addition, the question of finance had no small influence on my decision. Owing to the peculiar conditions of international indebtedness, foreigners now have a good opportunity to travel cheaply in Germany.


  Problems of German Currency


  I have been told that I shall have to buy my traveller’s cheques in England. I have a rooted objection to all official regulations, but when they are useful to me why should I not submit to them? If I took my money in cash to Germany I should only get about 12 marks to the £1, whilst if I buy my traveller’s cheques in England I get 18 to 22 marks to the £1. In the City we have often had trouble over the fluctuation of the mark; this time I shall get some benefit from it. Calculating correctly therefore, as regards my disbursements in Germany the £1 will be worth 20 marks to me. It is a great point also that, in addition to the Registered Mark, I as a foreigner am entitled to still further advantages in Germany, as if I remain there longer than seven days I get a reduction of 40 per cent. for the journey from the German frontier to my destination and back. I can also, if I work out my plans beforehand, take a circular tour under the same conditions. I may travel either by rail, boat or aeroplane or combine all three as I wish. I must say I do not quite understand this. We English would never stand a foreigner getting better terms in our country than we ourselves, but in any case we do not set so much store by foreign tourists as the Germans, who are making greater efforts than ever to attract foreigners.


  Routes to Germany


  When I have travelled from London to Edinburgh I have always known which was the most comfortable evening train to choose. Now I have the task of choosing amongst various possible routes. At the London office of the German State Railways (19, Regent Street), they talked to me at length in answer to my enquiries, giving me detailed advice. I would very much like to fly—my holiday is being planned so that I may make up for what I have missed so far, and I have never yet flown. However, perhaps I will leave flying for next time, although it is tempting to think that I could be in Cologne in five short hours, and the fare is reasonable It costs little more than the journey second class in a sleeping car. But on this first journey to the Continent I have the feeling that I should get more of the atmosphere of travel if I went by train. In addition the sea passage of six hours from Harwich to Flushing is tempting. It would take me no more than fifteen hours by sea and rail to get to Cologne. I could also go by another route, for instance Dover-Calais, in almost the same number of hours, but this time I should like to see as much as possible of Holland, at least from the windows of the train. Many advise me to go by the big ocean liners of the Norddeutscher Lloyd from Southampton to Hamburg, and perhaps that would be pleasanter, but I think it a good thing not to collect too many new impressions before my arrival in Germany. One cannot do everything at once. I have decided therefore to leave in the morning, arriving in Cologne in the late evening.


  Where shall I go when I reach Germany? I have looked through a pile of travel books and enquired of countless people, and now I must make up my mind. Four weeks is a horribly short time. Many things worth seeing must be left out. I shall have to give up East Germany, though, according to all accounts, the country of the old Prussian Knights is well worth seeing; so is East Prussia and the free town of Danzig, which is interesting for its political history and its wonderful medieval panelled houses. Now that I have come to the point of deciding how I shall spend my four weeks, I begin to realise that I have waited too long.


  The Rhineland


  It is a good thing that I am going to arrive at Cologne, because it is obvious that I must see the Rhineland. I have heard from countless people that the journey up the Rhine to the peacefully dreaming wine towns and the towering stately ruined castles, is one of the most beautiful that the world can offer. Also, I must confess here and now that I am filled with comfort at the thought that I shall be able to drink the Rhine wines, which I prize above all others, on the spot, and shall be able to enjoy a tip-top wine for 2 marks, i.e., 2 shillings, and for 4 or 5 marks a famous vintage, without feeling that I am paying as customs duty twice the price charged in the country of origin (even though fully convinced of the necessity for the English customs system).


  After the Rhine the next place to see will be Frankfort-on-Main, the great commercial centre of the west, and reputed to be one of the most beautiful towns in Germany. Nuremburg must certainly not be left out—at least, so I am told—nor the neighbouring town of Rotenburg, which is, perhaps, the only town in the world which remains undisturbed by the centuries, and within its walls gives the impression of an unspoilt medieval city. Bayreuth also is quite near, and from there it is only two hours to Munich. I must certainly not miss the Alps round Garmisch-Partenkirchen. I know the Scotch mountains, but the Alps must be far grander, and even in summer snow lies on them. So far, I have only seen mountains in the rain.


  Beer


  One of my friends goes every year to Bavaria solely on account of the beer. The German beer has made him an expert on the subject, he talked to me for hours about it and tried to illustrate his knowledge by demonstration. He gave it up, however, and said that the best bottled beer gives only a faint inkling of what it is like to drink it with its wonderful creamy froth fresh drawn from the cask in a brewery at Munich, Nuremberg, Dortmund or Würzburg. His enthusiasm sometimes almost pained me, as he definitely affirmed that he could no longer enjoy our bitter ale. I am, in principle, against the worship of foreign specialities, but I must say that I am exceedingly curious to try German beer in its original form. There are distinctions here which are quite unknown to us but which sound most enlightening. “Dortmunder Union,” “Münchener Löwen,” “Spaten,” “Franziskaner” and the world-renowned product of the original Munich court brewery, “Würzburger Hofbräu,” “Siechen” in Nuremberg, “Reif” in Erlangen, “Schultheiss Patzenhofer” and “Berliner Kindl” are some of the more important names that I must remember. In addition there are special beers, if one is lucky and arrives at the right time for “Salvator” at Munich or experiences the rush of joy which is released by new bock beer. In Munich I shall order beer in quart pots and “stone” pots, according to my note-book, if I am to enjoy it properly. Radishes, white sausage and salted rolls are the best accompaniment to the genuine enjoyment of beer.


  I am giving much too much space to this question, but it is the fault of my friend, who, apparently, sees Germany only through a beer glass.


  Further towns to be visited


  I must, however, fill out my travel programme. I shall give at least a week to Berlin and Potsdam. Hamburg and the other Hanseatic towns, Lübeck and Bremen, will have to have some days. As an Englishman I shall be specially interested in Hamburg and Bremen. With our Queen Mary we have certainly carried off the prize, and I think that no other nation will easily surpass our wonderful boat in tonnage and speed, but the German shipping service, the headquarters of which are the two big concerns, the “Hapag” in Hamburg and the “Norddeutscher Lloyd” in Bremen, on the North Sea coast, will, in the future, be a very dangerous competitor. Through my connection with insurance I know the amazing development of the German shipbuilding industry, and have seen at Southampton the two giants, Bremen and Europa, which captured from us the Blue Ribbon of the Atlantic for the first time after the World War.


  Dresden, the city of art, gardens and cigarettes must also have a place in my programme, and likewise Leipzig, with its two great fairs, in the spring and autumn. These are unequalled in their general usefulness and in their international character. In these great industrial towns of the one-time Kingdom of Saxony, German literature has its home—here are publishing houses which have become universally known, such as that of Baedeker who gave his name to the guide-books, Tauchnitz, who has done so much to bring English literature on to the Continent, Brockhaus and Meyer who produce worthy rivals to our Encyclopaedia Britannica, Reklam, whose yellow booklets bring the whole field of literature within the reach of everyone for a few pence; these firms are as much an integral part of Leipzig as are the great music publishers whose names I used to see on music books when my daughter’s practising nearly drove me mad.


  Youth Hostels


  My son, with the superior knowledge of youth, examined my programme most critically and said that I should have no notion at all of Germany even when I had seen all these places! The smaller German towns are the ones that should be seen, the well-cared-for estates of Thuringia, the fine medieval towns in the Harz Mountains, the countless German thermal baths, established on a scale at Baden-Baden for instance, Wiesbaden, Kissingen or Bad Ems such as is hardly to be found the world over. My son had a very good time—for three months he cycled about Germany and got the impression that Germany exists solely for the cyclist and the wanderer. He brought me a list of Youth Hostels which, in every town and at every place of interest in this great State, open their doors in the most friendly manner to foreigners, and, according to the pictures he showed me, are often more beautiful than the finest hotel. This is, of course, youthful enthusiasm, but I can quite well imagine the pleasure with which a youth learns that for two shillings or even less, he can stay the night in an old castle or a water-mill turned into a Youth Hostel. All these Youth Hostels belong to one great organisation and are recognisable by a special distinctive sign. I could get their addresses from the local travel bureaux, but I certainly shall not do so, as I prefer a comfortable hotel to the most romantic castle; also I think I should look rather comic in a Youth Hostel, although Jim says that older people also frequent them.


  The rest of my programme I shall leave to chance. The office of the State Railways in London has so arranged the tickets for my tour that I can break my journey anywhere without further trouble, and on payment of a small supplement can also make any excursions I like in the district I happen to be in. I was also told about the Foreigners’ Travel Bureau, which is unknown here and which is to be found as a rule at the railway station or the Town Hall. One can obtain there gratis information as to the best accommodation to suit every purse, also a guide should one wish, while prospectuses and descriptive literature are provided and any other requirement attended to.


  No need to know German


  In this way I shall be relieved of my greatest worry, as in the smallest town I shall be able to find someone through the bureau who can understand my English, though I have been told that many more Germans speak English than I should ever have expected. It is almost a passion with the Germans, the learning of foreign languages, a passion, I must confess, that I am unable to understand. I speak only English and have been quite satisfied with it. Now I am told that I shall still feel quite satisfied with my English in Germany, so why learn foreign languages? Apparently I shall be able to talk happily with many of the young people in Germany, especially school children and students, as in the last few years German youth has set itself feverishly to learn our language. I know that in the Kaiser’s day there was a definite feeling in Germany against the English, though this had no political foundation, it was simply we did not understand each other. Now, however, all who know Germany tell me that this has completely disappeared, rather is reversed, for every German seeks the friendship of every Englishman, is delighted if he can speak a couple of words of English, and believes that through his friendliness the bringing together of the two peoples may be somewhat furthered.


  Golf


  I do not intend to trust entirely to chance, and am going to write down the most important events of the next month. Naturally, this year everything centres round the Olympiad, which by all accounts is to be by far the largest and the most crowded of all previous sports festivals. As regards my personal interest in it, I used to be keen on rowing at school, but for twenty-five years I have played nothing but golf. In the programme of the Olympiad, golf has no place, which, perhaps, is all for the best, as the intense competition might disturb the serenity and charm of my favourite sport. In addition, I have heard that in Germany golf is peculiarly the game of the so-called higher classes of society, and is not a pleasure enjoyed by the people as a whole. In this connection the Germans have something to learn from us. Even more peculiar to me is the fact that they hardly play cricket at all, a thing we cannot imagine here. But I am happy to learn that I need not be deprived of my golf, as I see from my list that there are two clubs in Berlin with good 18-hole links. Altogether there are forty-nine golf courses in the different watering-places, and in Hamburg, where there are two, I shall certainly play. In Cologne I shall probably not have time, but must certainly not miss the famous course at Baden-Baden, which is supposed to be one of the most beautiful. Munich, Wiesbaden, Bremen, Bad Nauheim, also have golf courses. In all these places I can obtain visitor’s tickets without any formality, and shall find fellow-countrymen everywhere, as the professionals in Germany are English.


  The Olympiad


  I remember when I was fifteen years old the first modern Olympiad took place at Athens. The fortieth anniversary of the revival of the Olympic Games on the occasion of the Eleventh Olympiad in Berlin will be especially festive. The Olympic flag will be brought by relays of runners from Greece to Berlin, 3,000 runners passing the flag on through Greece, Bulgaria, Jugoslavia, Hungary, Austria and Czechoslovakia. This unique run will last from July 20th to August 1st, and the entry of the last runners into the Olympic Stadium in Berlin will give the signal for the festal opening to the peaceful army of youth, from all countries and peoples.


  One hundred thousand seats for the spectators are planned in the Stadium, which is the centre-point of the 325 acre State sports ground. Wonderful things are told of the Olympic village, nine miles from the Stadium, where the 3,500 competitors will be entertained as guests of the German Reichswehr.


  A couple of days ago I saw my youngest son, who told me with feverish enthusiasm that he was going with a dozen of his school friends to the Olympiad. I looked somewhat doubtful, but he showed me his billeting ticket, from which I gathered to my astonishment that he is to be entertained with others for a mark a day, or one shilling in our money. I then enquired how this could be possible, and was told that the whole people are mobilised for the purpose of giving the hundred thousand foreign guests the best possible welcome. Although the hotels are mostly already booked up, one can obtain excellent private quarters for from 3 to 6 marks a day, prices are officially fixed and even the restaurants are controlled in order to protect the interests of the foreigner as far as possible. Although I cannot personally be in Berlin at this time, I shall give my son an Olympic Stadium pass, the finest present imaginable for him. With this he is entitled to one of the best seats in the Stadium for every event, and as the ticket is transferable he can give others the benefit of it. The whole thing will only cost me £5 in our money, and I must say it seems to me ridiculously cheap. It is no wonder that the so-called German quota is already sold out, but there are still places reserved for foreign guests.


  Other events of the Olympiad


  In addition to the Stadium the State sports ground possesses a wonderful swimming stadium with 18,000 seats, a riding ground where the various riding competitions take place, and, as on this occasion the sporting events are combined with cultural, the Dietrich Eckardt open-air theatre. I must confess that the name Dietrich Eckardt is totally unknown to me, but I gather that it is of great significance in the new Germany. The bearer of the name was in the forefront of the National Socialist movement and one of Hitler’s most intimate friends, but long before the seizure of power by the National Socialists he died in tragic circumstances. His plays, which even to-day are little understood by the great mass of the people, are now included in the repertoire of most of the State theatres in Germany.


  In any case, I shall see the new Olympic tower, where the Olympic bell, which is familiar to me from pictures, will be hung. This bears the legend: “I call the youth of the world,” and the various events in which the best athletes in the world will compete in nineteen different forms of sport, will begin and end to its call.


  I shall be specially interested in the rowing regattas, being an old rowing man. These take place at Grünau on the Spree, the German Henley. I wonder if the Spree can compete with our Thames? The sailing races take place at Kiel, which should also be visited. This is the largest harbour in Germany for battleships, and the mise-en-scène of Kiel Week, which was an historic event in the days of the Kaiser.


  It is strange how one changes merely in the making of plans. I should never have thought that there would be so much to interest me and that I should want to see so much, and I cannot understand why I waited so long.


  Important events of the summer, 1936


  A few days after I retired I was asked whether I had any wish to take part in local Government, for instance to stand for election to the Borough Council. I could not then make up my mind, but perhaps I shall have an opportunity to attend the International Borough Congress which is to take place between July 7th and 13th, and which would certainly be most stimulating. But no, I won’t spoil my holiday travels. The great German exhibitions would also interest me, as I know they are amongst the best organised in the world. This year there are two important ones in Berlin. Between July 18th and August 16th the “German Exhibition,” and between August 28th and September 6th, the great “Radio Exhibition.” There is also a rich choice of Festival Weeks, first and foremost the “Bayreuth Festival Week” with its incomparable Richard Wagner performances between July 19th and 30th and August 18th and 31st. Last year they did not take place, so the attendance will be so much the larger this year. Personally I shall not be there, for to be frank I am not so keen on music. Probably my daughter’s practising is responsible for this. The State Festival Plays at Heidelberg between July 12th and August 30th give an insight into the artistic productions of the new Germany, while the Römerberg stage performances at Frankfort between July 1st and August 31st have a long tradition behind them, and in the wonderful frame of the ancient town have a unique setting. Perhaps I might at least include them in my programme.


  Now I see that at the end of July the golf championships take place at Berlin-Wannsee. These would greatly interest me, but I ought not to travel to Germany just for them.


  What clothes to take


  There is already more than enough of my programme, and one question only remains—what shall I pack for the journey? I have been told that I may safely leave my dress clothes at home, as in Germany they are only worn on the most festive and most official occasions. Where we should wear dress clothes, in Germany the dinner jacket is correct; for instance, at the theatre, when ladies are wearing full evening dress, it may be worn. For a traveller it is unnecessary, as dress regulations are less strict in Germany than with us, and no wry looks are directed at one if one appears in the best restaurants or in the stalls at a first night in dark street clothes. Otherwise my wardrobe will be sufficient—in summer there is less rain than with us, but it is usually not much warmer. In the winter, of course, one has to be somewhat more warmly clad—in Germany many men wear fur coats, whilst here this is but a speciality of Mr. Eden’s. The tall hat which, under English influence, was worn some years ago on the Hamburg Bourse, has disappeared from Germany as, so to speak, everyday wear, and is only to be seen at weddings, funerals and high official gatherings. My grey cutaway and my grey topper may be left at home, even should I attend race meetings, which I certainly intend to do (the races at Hamburg with the Derby, in Berlin Grünewald and Berlin-Karlshorst, in Baden-Baden and other places, are, I believe, quite equal to the English race meetings), as if I wear them I hear that I should at once be known as an Englishman, and though I should not object to this, as an Englishman I do not wish to be conspicuous.


  I think I know pretty well everything now which should be known beforehand, and am rather amused at my thoroughness. Too much of this may spoil a journey—the principal thing is not to be too much burdened, and this applies to luggage as well as to plans.


  The Journey


  [The friendly reader must miss out Mr. Marland’s sea passage and railway journey, as we must save space, and so we are not publishing the 44 pages which Mr. Marland has given to his experiences in the Channel and on the journey to Cologne. With all due respect to Mr. Marland these are in no way different to the experiences of everyone who undertakes the same journey under the same circumstances. Mr. Marland was not sea-sick, though everyone else was, which in no way guarantees Mr. Marland’s seaworthiness, as he who tells the story of his journey is always the only one to avoid sea-sickness. We will therefore meet Mr. Marland again at the railway station at Cologne.]


  At the Frontier


  That was the first foreign frontier that I have ever crossed. Other people—for instance, my son—who have travelled a good deal, would certainly not understand my feelings. I must admit that I was somewhat excited. One hears so much of the unpleasantness of the passport and customs examinations, and my foreign business friends had so much to say about the inquisition they underwent from the Emigration Officers when they came to England. At the German frontier, however, nobody asked me whence I came, what I was doing and how long I was staying. I was only asked for my passport, which was stamped, and all was over. Fellow travellers told me that in Germany the control of foreigners is carried out quite otherwise than in England. Whilst here it is not necessary to report for three months and the examination of the foreigner is done at the frontier, in Germany each newcomer has to report at once, though if one is staying in a hotel or pension there is nothing to it, as the porter fills in the form from the passport and sees to all the rest. If one is living privately one certainly has to go oneself to the police, but at the most it means a slight loss of time without any other unpleasantness or obligation.


  Customs and Tobacco


  First at the frontier and somewhat later at the first German station, I was struck by the enormous number of different uniforms. There were in our train forty or fifty young people whom I took to be soldiers. The customs examination was done by a gentleman in a green soldier’s uniform. Having looked at my passport he did not examine my luggage, but all the same the handbags of a German passenger were well searched. The customs regulations are in the main the same as ours, if anything, somewhat less strict. Photographic apparatus, portable gramophones, typewriters, if for personal use, may safely be taken. It is really not worth while taking a lot of cigars and cigarettes, as pipe tobacco prepared in the English manner is to be had, also cigarettes which are very much like our own Virginia cigarettes. These are all produced in Germany, but foreign brands are prohibitively dear. A genuine English or American cigarette costs about 4d., whilst about twenty-five good German cigarettes may be had for 1s. This is the result of the duty, which is enormously high on all tobacco products in Germany. Fortunately for me I am a cigar smoker, and in this connection had my first pleasant surprise in Germany—an excellent German cigar costs hardly more than 3d. or 4d. and for the same kind of thing I should have to pay at least 1s. 6d. in England. The Germans have a highly developed cigar industry, and their products are shipped from Bremen all over the world. Genuine Havana cigars however, which are very popular in England, are rare and even dearer than with us.


  All this, however, has nothing to do with uniforms, but the green-clad customs official led me to a digression. I was inclined to be over-cautious, as I had been warned not to discuss political questions with strangers in Germany. We have to get accustomed to the fact that in other countries opinion cannot be expressed so freely as in England, and as visitors we should avoid criticising the political affairs of other people. Now I could not decide whether a harmless question about uniforms would be considered political. My curiosity, however, won, and I began a diplomatic conversation on the subject. “Your soldiers are quite differently dressed to ours” I said to my neighbour, who had told me that he was a jeweller from Pforzheim, the centre of the German jewellery trade. The chief German industries are centralised for the most part according to towns and districts—Leipzig has the original fur industry and the fur market, the Ruhr towns the heavy industries, Offenbach, near Frankfurt is the leather town, in Central Germany the largest factories in the chemical industry are situated, although the most important organisation in the German chemical industry the I.-G. Farben, is at Höchst, near Frankfort. Chemnitz, Plauen and other Saxon towns owe their prosperity to the world-renowned German textile manufactures. My neighbour the jeweller told me all this, and I gathered that his interests lay first and foremost in his civil calling. The answer he gave me to my question about the uniforms, however, taught me something else.


  Uniforms


  I learnt that most of the uniforms I saw in Germany have nothing to do with militarism. He himself had formerly belonged to the Stahlhelm, but was now in the National Socialist Vanguard organisation and often wore uniform once a week. The youths in our compartment who wore brown shirts and jackets were members of the S.A., the Sturmabteilung, which was so widely described in all the newspapers even before the seizure of power by Hitler. The members are all in civil callings and only use their free time for work for the Party, which to Germans is now synonymous with the State. He pointed out a particularly fine-looking fair man, wearing a really very well cut black uniform over his brown shirt, indicating that he was a high officer in the S.S., short for Schutz Staffel (Defence Corps). The S.S. is the élite corps of the Third Reich, picked men of the National Socialist movement, who form Hitler’s bodyguard and that of the other leaders of the Reich. The S.S. is increasingly incorporated in the State, and already carries out policing duties. The name “Secret State Police” occurred to me, but I thought it wiser not to mention it. I was not surprised to hear that many other Party organisations wear uniform, as well as the hundred thousand German youths who are now roped in for service, provided with grey uniforms and a head covering like a ski-ing cap, and are to be seen in crowds in the streets. So in Germany in one day you see more uniforms than in England in a whole year. Of course, universal military service accounts for many of these, apart from the Party. Children are very uniformed as well, the smallest belonging to the so-called “Young People,” the bigger ones to the Hitler Youth. The girls also have their uniformed organisation, the B.D.M. (Bund Deutscher Mädel).


  Whilst our officers wear civilian clothes when not on duty, the Germans wear their uniforms all the time. In this connection I remember a story my son told me. Some German and English youths were discussing the differences in character of the two peoples, and a young English boy said: “One of the greatest differences is that when an English soldier has finished his day’s work he takes off his uniform as quickly as possible and gets into his beloved flannel trousers. When, however, a German civilian has finished his work he tears home to change his civilians for a uniform.”


  It certainly seems a fact that the Germans love uniforms and are proud of being able to wear them. This, however, has nothing to do with the militarism of old times—it is a leaning towards voluntary organisation and discipline which to us English seems strange and hard to understand, though there is no reason why we should grudge others a pleasure we do not covet ourselves. Especially when a love of uniform is combined with a love of peace, as in the case of my neighbour, the friendly jeweller who declared in every second sentence that no one in Germany desires war.


  Hotels


  I realised, however, that the question of where I should stay in Cologne was a more interesting and important one than that of politics.


  This subject had become of general interest in my compartment where six of us sat very comfortably. There were two commercial travellers, who are the best connoisseurs of hotels, and they both took a lot of trouble to give the inexperienced foreigner good advice.


  In half-an-hour’s time I had acquired a most exhaustive knowledge of German hotels. Prices had become cheaper all round during the last year—in the most expensive luxury hotel one could get a good room for 10 marks (or 10s.). Those most characteristic of Germany, however, are not the luxury hotels, though these hold their own with the best of ours, but the numerous good middle-class hotels, excelling in cleanliness and good organisation, which are to be found in every town, even the smallest. It is rare that an hotel in Germany has not running hot and cold water in every room, and central heating is so much taken for granted that it is not even mentioned. Gas heating, which is so common with us, is hardly seen in Germany. (I shall certainly be deprived of my beloved open fire.) The public rooms in the big hotels are generally much larger than in ours, and though they are friendly, convenient and tasteful, they are not so comfortable as in England. Whilst the English hotels try to be as homelike as possible, those in the big German towns are planned more for suitability. Against this, however, the rooms are on the average larger than in the English hotels and the service is organised much more in accordance with the individual wishes of the guests than in England.


  Breakfasts


  The question of breakfast needs a special chapter to itself. In the first-class hotels breakfast is hardly ever included in the room price. As the hotel prices are calculated as low as possible, the proprietors feel they must charge comparatively highly for breakfast in order to make their profit. My fellow travellers, two of whom had often been in England, told me, whilst sighing for the English breakfast, that the usual breakfast, which costs as a rule a third of the price of the room, would not satisfy me. Generally it consists only of coffee, tea or chocolate, different kinds of rusks, butter and marmalade. It is a special concession if an egg or a small piece of ham is given, and anything ordered in addition to this meagre menu, according to English ideas, is charged extra in the bill.


  As however in very good middle-class hotels no more than 5 or 6 marks a day is charged, and in some a good room with breakfast can be had for 3 to 4 marks a day, this small supplement can really not be regarded seriously. The German hotels expect their guests to take at least their breakfast in the house, and even if they do not always raise the price of the room in consequence of not doing so, it is certainly the thing to take breakfast in the hotel, and is also more convenient and pleasanter. There is plenty of opportunity for going to the fine coffee-houses, quite an unknown experience for us English, at other times of the day.


  In most German towns the hotels are round about the railway station. When only staying one night in a place it is not of much use going to any other part of the town, as the square round the station and the neighbouring streets provide accommodation for every purse and all requirements.


  Pensions


  Pensions are very popular in Germany, and are classed as small hotels. Often, and especially at the watering-places, they occupy a whole house, but as a rule only one or two floors. They are more intimate than the hotels, and therefore specially indicated for longer visits for the sociably minded. Their prices are rather different from the hotels, and one cannot generalise—a first-class pension charges more, naturally, than a second-class hotel. “Pension” does not mean what it once did, that meals in the daytime must be taken in the house, as they nearly all give room and breakfast. The best and most reliable belong, as is general in Germany, to an association, the lists of which are to be found in every foreigners’ travel bureau.


  A speciality of Germany, but to be found also in Switzerland and Scandinavia, are the so-called Christian Hospices, which are, on account of their standing and quietness, indicated for ladies travelling alone. Their name has a religious significance only for those who value the fact that there are generally rooms set apart for devotions, but there is no obligation in this connection. Visitors do as they like in the Christian Hospices the same as elsewhere, but he who is not looking for the lighter kind of adventure or, as they say in Germany, seeks a “stormfree dwelling,” will not err in going to a Christian Hospice.


  The information bureaus are glad to provide travellers also with the addresses of private houses, so-called private lodgings which, particularly in the smaller towns, are pleasant and give an opportunity of getting in touch with the people. One must, however, beware of strangers who haunt the railway stations offering first-class accommodation. The police and the foreigners’ travel organisation have for the most part eliminated: these undesirable persons, and the extraordinary care for safety in Germany guarantees that the stranger no longer runs much risk, but it is easy to get hold of a wrong address, and to be cheated if nothing worse.


  Police


  In this connection I was made very forcibly aware of the German policeman, nicknamed Schupo. All respect, they say, to the famous English police, whose difficult duties are so efficiently carried out, but the German Schupo has some characteristics which are foreign to the English policeman. Every German policeman considers himself at the service of travelling foreigners. He knows about almost everything and takes pains to give the best and most detailed information. It often happens that a German policeman leaves his post to help a tourist in some way or other. In the large towns there is a great increase in the number of policemen who speak foreign languages—in Berlin and Munich the custom was introduced of giving them an armband showing the languages they speak. In Berlin there is a policeman, whose beat is in the Unter den Linden, who speaks six different languages.


  As I had already learnt more than enough from my son about the Youth Hostels, my travelling companions abandoned this subject with surprised smiles.


  Tips


  My neighbour the jeweller, who had so far talked to me in very good English with a slight foreign accent, suddenly announced that he wished to explain something to me but did not know the correct word. He then repeated several times “drink money” and was somewhat annoyed that I did not understand what he meant. At last it struck me that he was talking about tips, which in Germany are usually called “drink money.” This is a survival of feudal times when the great lords gave their servants presents over and above their wages, so that they might enjoy themselves in the beer-houses. Now I gathered that in Germany I must not be too free with tips; they are nearly always included in the hotel charges, and the price is often calculated to include service, especially in the middle-class hotels. When this is not so, 10 per cent. is added to the bill in the middle-class hotels, and 15 per cent. in the first-class, but this latter is reduced to 10 per cent. for long visits. In the restaurants, also, the waiter does not expect anything over and above the 10 per cent., though he is not upset if he gets a little more.


  Restaurant Cars


  The same system is in force in the restaurant cars which I got to know, much to my satisfaction, soon after we left the frontier. Whilst in all other continental countries the restaurant and sleeping cars are run by the International Wagon-Lit Company of Brussels, Germany severed her connection with this great international organisation during the War and formed the “Mitropa,” which now runs its very comfortable sleeping cars and restaurant cars for all classes throughout Germany. In addition to the menu, which is no dearer than a good average restaurant, a variety of snacks can be obtained in the restaurant car very cheaply at any hour of the day. The wine list is of special interest to the hurried traveller, as on his journey through Germany he can sample a wide choice of the most popular Rhine, Moselle, Ruwer and similar wines. By way of introduction, I enjoyed a glass of Pschorr-Bräu during the intervals of studying the wine-growing towns of my coming Rhine tour.


  Whilst in England in the express trains one can be served in most if not all of the carriages, on the German trains there is only one restaurant car, and it is therefore advisable to reserve seats for the midday and evening meals. A waiter goes through the train and gives out tickets.


  The sleeping cars have lately been completely modernised. The newest acquisition is third-class sleeping cars which are nearly as comfortable as those in the higher classes; the only difference is that each compartment accommodates three people against one in the first class and two in the second class. In any case the newest type of sleeping car is so well arranged that one does not at all mind a miniature dormitory.


  Different types of trains


  Sleeping cars and dining cars are attached to three different classes of train, the FFD, FD and D trains. The FFD trains are extremely luxurious, one of them being the Rheingold Express, from Holland through Rhineland to Switzerland. The FD are the long-distance trains and have no third class. I must here mention that German trains usually run three classes, first, second and third. As regards comfort, the German second class corresponds to our third class. Although the third class since the War has been generally used by everyone, I would advise a foreigner of luxurious habits to use the second class, not because the third is not equally clean and well ventilated, but because we cannot put up with the hard wooden seats for any length of time. The first and second classes are as well upholstered as our own compartments. The German railway coaches are much higher from the ground than ours, but the steps provided require no special skill to mount.


  The D trains, which are the most important for foreign travellers, are really “through” trains. I thought at first that this meant the trains went through, i.e., only stopped at the most important stations. This was logical, but the name has a different meaning, and signifies not that the train goes through but that the traveller can walk through the train. In other words, the “passenger” trains and some of the express trains are the only fast trains so constructed that the coaches are all separate, whilst the D trains are like ours, in which passengers can pass from one coach to another. Thus it is obvious that only the D trains can take restaurant cars.


  FD means long distance through train, and is somewhat dearer than the ordinary D train. The railway prices in Germany are reckoned according to class and by the kilometre. The charge is 5.8 pfennigs second class and 4 pfennigs third class. It should be noted for the benefit of the well-to-do that the first class costs something less than 9 pfennigs per kilometre, but I personally never felt obliged to pay this rate. For the D trains a supplement is payable of 5 marks in the first and second classes for every kilometre over 300 and 2.50 marks in the third class. For the FD trains there is yet another 3 to 6 marks to pay. In spite of this small extra charge, I realised at the start of my journey that for long distances these trains are the only ones to use, as the “passenger” trains are very slow, owing to their many stops.


  Germany, especially the parts I had decided to see, is everywhere very rich in small and medium-sized towns, so that the “passenger” trains, stopping at every small station, take twice the time of the D trains. The German trains generally are among the quickest in the world, and an hourly average of 50 to 60 miles is not out of the way. The record is held by the four-year-old “Flying Hamburger,” which covers the 180 miles between Berlin and Hamburg in 1 hour and 38 minutes, nearly as fast as an aeroplane, i.e., 78 miles an hour. I must admit that we have nothing as quick as that so far.


  As I had seen in Cologne a train composed of sleeping cars of the International Wagon-Lit Company, I thought my travelling companion had given me wrong information. There are, however, some express trains circulating in Germany belonging to this foreign company. They are all luxury trains like the Orient Express, the Ostend-Vienna Express, the Paris-Karlsbad-Prague Express, the Nord Express and the Berlin-Riviera Express.


  German Greetings


  We arrived at Cologne to the minute—the German trains are the most punctual in Europe—and my travelling companions were so excited that they hardly stopped to take leave of me in spite of the friendliness they had shown me. I wondered whether there was any special reason for their nervous condition, but I soon realised that it is only a temperamental difference between ourselves and foreigners. The latter often get excited without any reason whatsoever, we on the other hand remain calm when there is some reason for excitement.


  But my new friend the jeweller came back to give me his address and to ask me to visit him without fail if I ever went to Pforzheim. He then held his right hand high and said: “Heil, Hitler”! Naturally I had heard of this greeting, which in the Third Reich is called the German Greeting, but for a moment I did not know what to do. As a foreigner I could not return the greeting in the same manner, but this was the only time I received it, as most Germans are tactful in this respect and never force their German greeting on foreigners.


  Porters


  “Träger!”


  From many of the carriage windows issued this cry, which I must certainly make a note of if I want a porter. Although most German travellers carry their heaviest baggage themselves, there are many more porters at the German stations than at our own. It seemed to me they are rather more obliging than ours and try to help travellers and advise them without expecting any extra payment. There is a luggage tariff but it is rather a matter of form. I did not take any notice of it as I soon learnt that on an average if one has two or three pieces of luggage, a mark is quite gratefully received.


  The word “Träger” I soon learnt, but some of the impossibly long words I always had to read first if I wanted to use them. “Gepäckaufbewahrungsstelle” means “Cloak Room” in our more compact English. In spite of its complicated name, this institution is most useful—it is cheap and convenient if one wants to go round unburdened looking for a hotel in a strange town. When the accommodation is found the hotel porter fetches the luggage from the station. In Cologne I saw motor-buses bearing the names of hotels. These wait at the station and take their guests without charge to the further parts of the town. On the station there is a crowd of servants from the different hotels, with the names of the latter on their caps. I did not take any notice of them because I had not made up my mind which hotel to go to, but when one has decided beforehand to go to a certain hotel it is very convenient to have the time and money-saving help of these men.


  Railway Stations


  The size and splendour of the Cologne main station made a great impression on me, and I was even the more astonished when I learnt that it is by no means one of the best or largest. Leipzig with its huge platforms, where twenty-eight lines enter the station, Frankfort with its very beautiful station, Stuttgart, modern and light, with a hotel attached (not so common in Germany as with us), take the lead amongst German stations, but the smaller and medium-sized towns also have railway stations which surpass our London termini in every way. One curious exception is Berlin, where the great international stations such as Friedrichstrasse, Anhalter station, Zoo, are not so pretentious as the provincial stations. I heard, however, that there is to be a lot of rebuilding shortly.


  In addition to the information bureaux of the State Railways and those of the Foreigners’ Travel Bureaux in the towns, of which I have already heard, everything is done to make the foreigner at home as quickly as possible. I should like to describe all the methods used, but it would take too long. It appealed to me very much that the railway stations in Germany cater so well for the satisfaction of our hunger and thirst. In every one is a large restaurant, often one of the best in the town. In addition, there are many buffets and wagons going round with cold food and drink, the beloved sausages and coffee.


  Sausage!


  The eating of sausage in Germany is an experience. There are so many varieties, of which the “Frankfurter” has become world famous. Each district has its sausage speciality, as for instance the “Halberstädter” in Central Germany, the “Weisswürstchen” in Bavaria, the “Bratwürste” in Thuringia. Hamburg produces a garlic sausage, which though very tasty is not so odoriferous as its name suggests.


  The French, Austrians, Italians and Hungarians all joke about the German coffee, but we English have really no right to do so. I find it much better than ours, but I must say that our tea is infinitely better than what you get in Germany. It is one of the secrets of the world why better coffee is made from the same material in one country than in another, and tea tastes better in England than in Germany, although the same brand and the same quantity may be used. Many say that the water accounts for it, and I was told of a coffee-mad Turkish ambassador in Berlin who had water brought in casks from Vienna so that he could have his coffee as he liked it.


  Tea and coffee are not drunk at the same meals in Germany as with us, coffee being generally taken when we have tea and vice versa. Thus in the afternoon coffee is generally drunk, even when the shop bears the legend “Five o’clock tea.” I don’t know why on the Continent they think we always drink tea at five o’clock and always speak of “English five o’clock tea.” All my life I have drunk tea at four o’clock, and all my acquaintances do the same. My son certainly does not drink tea in the afternoon, but he is nothing to go by as he is a revolutionary.


  At dinner, coffee is very generally drunk with us, in Germany tea accompanies a cold supper. But taken altogether, much more coffee than tea is consumed in Germany. It is the German national drink, I think far more so than beer.


  Coffee-houses


  In Cologne I discovered a number of coffee-houses round about the station. On the Continent these are the cheapest places for light refreshments, are usually well appointed, provide newspapers (including the best English ones), and offer all these conveniences for the price of a coffee costing 50 to 60 pfennig during a stay of two or three hours in the café. In all German towns there are good cafés, where ladies in the best society may go alone, although I would advise my wife to enquire as to the most suitable ones for her to patronise.


  In the afternoon and evening there is usually music in the cafés, and the habit of dancing is increasing annually. There are special dance cafés, excellently appointed, where young girls often dance with strange young men—all quite harmless and respectable.


  He however who wishes to smoke his pipe in peace and read the newspapers should avoid the music and dance cafés—there are plenty of quiet ones. For me it is a unique sight to see well-dressed men publicly playing chess or cards in a special part of the big coffee-houses. In Germany a game called Skat is usually played, which we do not know here, but our Bridge is becoming more and more popular on the Continent. I don’t think I am exaggerating when I say that as much Bridge is played to-day in Germany as in England. Many cafés have special Bridge rooms and there are many Bridge salons in the large towns, where good partners may be had. Every hotel porter can give information as to these.


  Civic Institutions


  The search for a hotel gave me no trouble at all in Cologne. The sort that one requires is to be found all round the station and on the Cathedral Square. I learnt here that every German town has three central points—the railway station, the Head Post Office and the Town Hall. The Germans live much more of a civic life than we do, and even before the formation of the Third Reich, which has developed the civic sense to its highest pitch, state and municipal institutions were of far more importance than with us. The English townsman lives in his family, the German townsman in the municipality, and thus it is that the whole life of the town is grouped round the municipal institutions. It may also be said that these serve the people in more ways than do ours. I have already spoken of the railway stations; the Town Halls are usually a centre for the chief welfare organisations and information bureaux for all purposes, and in addition—a friendly note—there is nearly always the Town Hall “cellar,” a favourite place for civic enjoyment. The food and drink supplied there depend, of course, on the lessee, but in any town it is nearly always safe to make for the Rathauskeller if one wants a decent meal. Generally it is a typical German hostelry, and there is always a good wine list, as the choice of wines is the care and pride of all Rathauskeller hosts.


  We have nothing like the Head Post Office in England. In this establishment everything connected with postal business is to be found, and in most towns it is open day and night. If one is unable to give a definite address in any town it is best to have one’s letters sent to “Hauptpostlagernd,” and there is no town where letters addresssed thus will not be quickly and conveniently received. For telephoning also the Head Post Office is superior to branch offices, as both information and connection are quicker there. The variety of its services usually means that it is a very large building and is equipped in the most modern manner inside and out. As it is always very central it is most convenient for making appointments and for getting one’s bearings.


  The Cologne Rathaus is in parts one of the oldest buildings in the town, which in spite of its many antiquities gives the impression of being quite modern. The municipal banqueting hall is one of the most renowned in Germany—it is called Gürzenich and is well worth a short visit. This beautiful hall was dedicated to the joy of life—Roman, Celtic and Germanic elements are happily mixed therein. Cologne is one of the chief centres of German Catholicism, which fact is evidenced by the countless churches. It is also the mise-en-scène of the most famous of the German carnivals. The English carnivals somewhat illogically take place in summer, the Rhenish and Bavarian, according to four-hundred-year-old tradition, in carnival time, which every year ends with Ash Wednesday, usually falling in February, and the face of this busy and industrious town completely changes during this time.


  Cologne Cathedral


  In addition to the carnival, Cologne is world-famous for two other things—the cathedral which, with its great size and soaring Gothic beauty, made upon me, who am no connoisseur, an unforgettable impression. With its two great towers, and accompanying small one, it dominates the whole town. To be exact, I think our most beautiful cathedral at Salisbury attracts me more, because it is situated in the midst of grass lawns, whilst Cologne Cathedral is right in the turmoil of the town. It has, however, a really astonishing individuality of its own. The building of it was begun in the thirteenth century and ended but a couple of decades ago in our own time. Whilst other churches which have been completed later have been spoilt by variations in style, this is not so in Cologne. By a fortunate circumstance the medieval plans were discovered in the nineteenth century in two different places, and the building was therefore completed in the original style.


  Many people know of Cologne Cathedral, but many more use Eau de Cologne. Cologne, which has become world-famous through it, has actually an accident to thank for it. When, some hundreds of years ago, some Italian distillers, amongst them Johann Maria Farina, went to Cologne by mistake instead of Frankfort, this refreshing toilet water was at that time called Frankfort Water, but the Cologners took up its manufacture and developed it successfully until our own times, when the products of Johann Maria Farina or “4711” are known the world over. As the name Farina is very common in Italy and can in no way be protected, it must be remembered that there are a good many Farina productions. The most genuine of these Farinas is that which is distinguished by the mark “Opposite Jülichplatz.”


  Shops in Cologne


  I bought a large basket-work-enclosed flask for my wife at a chemist’s shop or, as it is called in Germany, Drogherie. I hope I shall have no trouble with the customs when I go home, but anyway shall declare the flask and perhaps shall get the benefit of my honesty.


  Toilet requirements and medicines are purchased at separate shops in Germany. If I want toilet things I have to go to a Drogherie, but if medicines, to an apothecary.


  All these and any other shops which I may need are to be found in the Hauptverkehrsader Kölns, and in the Hohen Strasse, which is the principal shopping street in Cologne; it has a particularly friendly and pleasant character as, on account of its narrowness, cars but seldom venture down it. Among the shops I liked best are the fashionable sports shop, Sauer, and the Stollwerk chocolate shops.


  Many winding little streets lead out of the Hohen Strasse—a part of old Cologne right in the midst of the modern life of the town. I saw there a great many antique shops where book-lovers may browse.


  Hotels in Cologne


  After much deliberation I decided to stop at the Hotel Monopol-Metropol, which is very central and where I got a good room for 6 marks. The most luxurious and newest hotel is the Excelsior, where the prices are 1 to 2 marks higher. I might also have stopped at the long-famous Dom Hotel, near the cathedral, or the amusing Grossen Kurfursten, also called the Savoy Hotel. I liked too the Ewige Lampe, with its quiet comfort and famous wines, where one can live well for 4 marks. The largest hotel of all is the Baseler Hof, with 400 beds.


  The Hotel Excelsior has a special significance for us English. I was told about it by Germans, but think it more tactful for us to say as little about it as possible. The English flag flew over it for a long time during the occupation of the Rhineland, when it was the headquarters of the English army.


  I was pleased to find that the Rhinelanders regarded our soldiers of the Army of Occupation—but our soldiers only—not merely without bitterness but with actual friendliness in their recollections. The English behaved most correctly and fairly in a difficult and critical situation, so I was repeatedly told by Germans themselves. Indeed, many mixed marriages resulted therefrom.


  Entertainments in Cologne


  I had only one evening in Cologne, and I was advised to go to the Opera, of which the inhabitants are justly proud, but I had decided to keep my musical entertainment for other towns, and was unable to go to the play as I should not understand the German.


  I was sorry to miss the extremely luxurious restaurants such as the Wiesel in the wide Budengasse, or Rettberg in Komödiengasse, where the most delicious dainties may be obtained, but I preferred to go to the smaller places, hidden away in various narrow streets. In one street called Am Bollwerk there is quite a number of these close together. Many give almost the impression of a medieval drinking booth, and in them one encounters the genuine friendly cheerfulness of the most widely differing classes of Cologne society.


  I had done a lot in one day and so I went rather early to bed. This was not an easy thing to do, as in the big German towns the places of entertainment are open late, and one can amuse oneself quite legally till 3 o’clock in the morning without going to an expensive night-club. The limitation of the sale of drink to certain hours is unknown in Germany, but I have never seen any ill result from this freedom. When under the influence of drink the Germans sing somewhat loudly and talk a great deal, but of any grosser form of intoxication there is hardly a sign to be seen. I must testify in pleasant remembrance of my new friends, whom I shall probably never see again, that everywhere where I was recognised as a foreigner, I was almost boisterously greeted, and even when people did not understand English they tried to include me in the company in some way.


  It was interesting to note how anxious the Germans were for my criticism or perhaps, rather, my praise. While to us our manner of life is not the concern of any foreigner, the Germans are most anxious that the foreigner should have a good opinion of everything and feel himself at home as soon as possible. It is much easier to get into a German family than an English one. The Germans keep open house and are delighted when a reputable foreigner visits them. The invitations which one receives even from casual acquaintances may be taken seriously and are not empty forms of courtesy as in southern countries.


  The Rhine


  The Rhineland, my next objective, is rather a vague description—in the widest sense of the word the Rhineland consists of all that country lying on the banks of the river. Now this largest and most beautiful of Germany’s rivers is 825 miles long and traverses, from Switzerland to the North Sea, a huge part of the German Reich. It is navigable almost throughout its length, and thus is of the utmost value and importance for German commerce. Each part of the Rhine has its own individual beauty; even as far back as the Swiss frontier, where it flows through Lake Constance, the surroundings are most lovely. The Upper Rhine, which is known by this name from Basle nearly to Mainz, traverses the wonderful Black Forest, where are situated many important watering-places, where one of the best brandies, in the world, the “Schwarzwälder Kirsch” is made, and where the clock-making industry, still partly an industry of the home, is situated. The most important part for the tourist, however, is the Middle Rhine, from Bingen to Cologne, between the mountain chains of the Odenwald, the Taunus and the Hunsrück. The unpretentious Lower Rhine, which however has a charm of its own, flows through ever flatter country from Cologne through Holland to the North Sea.


  Tributaries of the Rhine


  The Rhineland, however, means much more than this. The tributary streams of the great river are almost as famous as the Rhine itself. First and foremost the valley of the Moselle must be mentioned, where the scenery and mountains almost equal those of the Rhine valley, and the wines form an indispensable part of any good wine list all over the world.


  The little Nahe, which is only 70 miles long, is also very important for its wine industry, whilst the Rheinpfalz, entering the Rhine on the left bank between Karlsruhe, Mannheim, Saarbrücken, lies in the richest of Germany’s wine-growing districts and can put on the market no less than 500,000 hectolitres of wine yearly.


  Another tributary of the Rhine is the Ruhr, famous during the years after the War, on the banks of which lies the Ruhr district, with its tremendous industrial works and the headquarters of the important coal and iron industry of Germany. The most famous of the industrial towns here is Essen, where the Krupp works are situated. The industrialisation has naturally robbed the valley of the Ruhr of much of its beauty, and he who is not specially interested in the industrial creations of the Germans and in modern town building, will find little to attract him on the banks of the Ruhr.


  The Wupperthal is also a very important German industrial region and contains, amongst other towns, Wupperthal-Elberfeld and Solingen. The former is reckoned as the German Manchester, and occupies the same place in the textile industry. Solingen is known as the German Sheffield, as it is the biggest competitor of the Sheffield steel industry.


  Although the Main is a tributary of the Rhine, indeed the biggest of them, the Main valley with its metropolis, Frankfort, constitutes a region of its own and has really not much to do now with the Rhineland.


  Even this short account shows that it would take a lifetime to cover thoroughly the region of the Rhine and its environs. For myself and my fellow tourists, usually a week or less has to suffice.


  What is the best thing to do then? Should one go to Düsseldorf, the town of half a million people, which lies so temptingly near to Cologne, and which plays so great a part in the history of German art. Düsseldorfers laugh at the Cathedral town, and say they would be bored stiff there. I was a bit puzzled, then decided to economise as regards my time, otherwise I should be stopping in Western Germany too long and realise little of my ambitious travel projects. So I will put off visiting Düsseldorf. Perhaps because I am not so young as I was I miss my family, and the next time would prefer to travel with them, though it is perhaps a one-sided wish, for my son and daughter are already world travellers of quite a different kind.


  So this time no Düsseldorf, and no long Rhine journey such as I planned. Though it is very tempting to spend two or three days on the water and to see all the castles, mountains, valleys, homely towns and wine villages of the Rhine, the more distant goals, Munich, Berlin, Hamburg, and so many others call me.


  I shall not, however, give up the river trip altogether. In Cologne here I have already seen the white Rhine boats packed full with cheerful people; a greater proportion of young people on board than you would probably see in England—all laughing, singing. There is no doubt that no wine is needed in order to acquire the atmosphere of the Rhine—it is in the air.


  Climate of the Rhineland


  I was fortunate in having sunny weather, the Middle Rhine district being blessed with a specially good climate so that one must really be unlucky if one gets bad rainy weather in the spring, summer or early autumn. Those who know well this blessed corner of Europe declare that the Rhine is at its best in October, when the stream of tourists, which usually overruns these peaceful places, has begun to slack off, and the wine harvest has begun, with its feasts varying in tradition and ceremony from one small town to another. Whilst in the summer months there is a possibility that the thousands of strangers may prevent one getting to know the people of the Rhine as they are, during the weeks of the wine harvest the Rhinelander can be seen unhindered at his work and his play.


  The Wines of the Rhine and the Moselle


  We English generally are no wine connoisseurs, although even we have some idea of the Rhenish and Moselle wines. I myself, although I have often enjoyed a Rhine or Moselle wine, am more at home with whisky, sherry or port. The Germans have brought the enjoyment of their justly famous wines to a fine art. Anyone, particularly on the Rhine, who is not an inveterate teetotaller, can tell you which are the best vintages.


  There are endless differences in the wine-growing regions, not only between the districts but between vineyards in the same district. Hearing enthusiastic talk on the subject, one feels one would like to go deeper into this wine-lore. But I soon saw that for want of rudimentary knowledge I was a bad pupil, and quickly gave up further efforts. Now I content myself with the knowledge that the Rhine wine is sweeter and more fragrant than that which grows on the Moselle, that the Moselle wine is better for being kept, has a somewhat sharp, masculine character and has in particular that aroma that the Germans poetically call “bloom,” highly developed. Whether one drinks Rhine or Moselle wine, one should if possible choose a shop where the name of the owner of the vineyard is on the bottles. The so-called Crescenz wines can always be guaranteed for good quality. The Rhine wine can be distinguished from the Moselle even by the inexperienced layman, as the former is contained in greenish and the latter in brownish slender bottles. On the Rhine or the Moselle, however, one should by no means always confine oneself to the bottled wines. The so-called open wine, from the casks in the cellars of the innumerable inns and wine shops, is very agreeable; it is, of course, newer, but for a Rhine tourist that is of no great importance unless he wants to set up as a connoisseur. The new wine in the harvest months has its special devotees; in its first stage it is called “Federweisser.”


  If you want to enjoy a good German wine at its best, it must be drunk cold. In this connection we are great sinners in England. Another similar crime is to swallow the golden liquid as if it were water. It should be drunk slowly and savoured with the nose and the tongue. The true connoisseur first smells the wine and then lets it run slowly over his tongue. One of the favourite Rhine wines is “Liebfraumilch,” which fine wine was originally grown only in one vineyard, and it is well to see that one gets the genuine article.


  In England we only know the German white wines, and they are doubtless the most important. But at Assmannshausen and in other wine-growing places there is also a good red wine grown. These, however, have a very much smaller market value than the French or Italian wines. It is the same with “Sekt,” the sparkling champagne-like drink, a very good quality of which is produced by Matheus Muller, Deinhardt, Henckel, Kupferberg, etc., and which is proportionately very cheap, but abroad has no chance against the French champagne. In Germany, however, it can safely be ordered and will be found enjoyable.


  A Rhine Tour


  After much deliberation, and so as to get the most out of my travels, I arranged my Rhine tour as follows. It was more expensive than it might have been but the extra cost was well worth it. In Cologne I hired a car and drove to Coblenz, and thereby came to know one of the best motor roads in Germany—from Cologne to Bonn—and a typical example of Germany’s new motor roads. From Coblenz, where I arrived in the afternoon, I took the 4.25 boat to Mainz, where I arrived at 9 o’clock in the evening. On my motor ride I had the opportunity to stop at the university town of Bonn, to see across the river the wine-intoxicated Königswinter, then on to friendly Remagen where a good red wine and the well-known Apollinaris Water are produced, having also at other smaller places at least time for a few minutes’ walk round in order to get to know the interior of these homely little towns. On my drive I had a good view of one of the most famous regions of the Rhineland—the Siebengebirge, or Seven Mountains, with their picturesque castles. At Petersberg, one of the seven hills, is one of the best hotels in the neighbourhood; it certainly charges somewhat higher prices but offers, in addition to excellent food and wine, a view which hardly has its equal in the world.


  Even if one is not an art connoisseur, enthusiasm is a little damped at the sight of some of the castles. There are a few amongst them that look overwhelmingly pompous, but are only tasteless imitations. At the end of last century there was a wave of romanticism resulting in efforts to restore the building art of the Middle Ages. Thus the Drachenburg was built on the Drachenfels mountain, but no one is proud of it to-day, and there are many ill-natured jokes made about it.


  The river trip then gave me a wonderful general view of the justly famous stretch of the river from Bingen to Mainz. The Rhine boats have an excellent kitchen and are so built that every traveller has as clear a view as possible of both river banks.


  It was very lucky for me that I had taken my luggage with me, as I could set out the next morning from Mainz to my next objective, Frankfort, thus getting the greatest amount of pleasure out of the Rhine trip in one single day and that without becoming overtired.


  I made many notes and talked to people as much as possible as I was again fortunate in coming across Germans who could speak English. From what they have told me I have made the following list of the places most worth seeing on the Rhine. Though sketchy and superficial it should be useful for my next and I hope more leisurely visit. Anyway, we tourists must always be superficial. Too much thoroughness, and we shall never get any further.


  Places to see on the Rhine


  ADENAU


  Lies somewhat away from the Rhine in the valley of the Aar, surrounded by the Eifelgebirge. Noted for the Nürburgring, the finest and most modern motor-racing track in Europe. Twenty-nine kilometres long, 9 kilometres wide, with gradients up to 700 metres. Built round an old castle.


  ASSMANNSHAUSEN


  Well-known wine-growing town on the Rhine, between Coblenz and Mainz. On the bank of the river is the much-described inn Zur Krone, where nearly everyone who is anyone in Germany puts up. Amongst other things, lines by Hindenburg in a historically valuable visitors’ book. Home of many poets and artists. Opposite the wonderful ruins of Burg Rheinstein.


  BACHERACH


  At the foot of the Stahlleckburg, the castle of German youth. A medieval-town character, known over the whole of Germany from songs and romances. Famous wine—the name of the town is supposed to derive from the god Bacchus. Equal distances from Coblenz and Mainz.


  BONN


  One hundred thousand inhabitants. World-famed university. Most of the Hohenzollern princes studied here and they were members of the chief student corps which have their beautiful houses in Bonn. The birthplace of Beethoven. There is a museum in the house of his birth, Bonnstrasse no. 20. Terminus of the 12½ mile new Cologne motor road. The best hotel is Königshof—room price about 6 marks.


  BINGEN


  On the right bank of the Rhine at the entry of the Nahe. Opposite the small town of Bingerbrück. Between them on a small island in the Rhine is the unique Mäuseturm, about which there are many legends. Bingen, with many typical wine shops, is surrounded by fruitful vineyards. The river there is called Binger Loch; the most dangerous part of the Rhine.


  DEUTSCHES ECK


  Near Coblenz where the Moselle flows into the Rhine. Scene of many national festivals. A huge memorial to Kaiser Wilhelm I.


  DEIDESHEIM


  In the so-called Rheinpfalz. The Deidesheimer wine is one of the best brands in the whole of the Rhine district. Very ancient town, dating back to A.D. 770.


  EHRENBREITSTEIN


  A small town with the celebrated fortress of the same name, once a political prison. Wonderful view from the fortress over Rhine and Moselle.


  GODESBERG


  The subject of many student songs, now a highly developed watering-place with villas of rich Cologne merchants. Very near Bonn. Many girls’ schools. Rheinhotel on the river. Hotel zum Adler at the station. Room prices 4 to 6 marks.


  HONNEF


  Watering-place in the Siebengebirge. Not far from Bonn. The best climate in the whole of Germany. Spring two weeks earlier than elsewhere. Also known as the German Riviera.


  KÖNIGSSTUHL


  Near the little town of Rhens. The ruins of the gathering place of the one-time elective princes who were chosen by the Kaiser. The old inn at Königsstuhl is one of the most famous on the Rhine.


  KÖNIGSWINTER


  With its 4,500 inhabitants, it is the most wine-soaked town on the Rhine. A wine shop in nearly every house. Centre for excursions in the Siebengebirge. Funicular to Drachenfels and Petersberg. Favourite donkey ride to the castle. Kurhotel Peterberg, room about 7 marks, hotel on the Drachenfels 4 to 5 marks. The students’ wine shop, Weinhaus Bellinghausen, is worth visiting.


  COBLENZ


  The name derives from “confluentis”—the confluence of the Rhine and the Moselle. 66,000 inhabitants. Centre of the wine trade. Incomparably beautiful wide promenade along the river bank. In the autumn, jolly wine-harvest festivals. Adolf-Hitler bridge, an example of the newest bridge-building technique. The best wine at the Civil Casino, where one can also stay. Sektkellerei Deinhardt, where Sekt is sold. First-class hotels, specially well known is Hotel Koblenzer-Hof on the river, former headquarters of the American army of occupation. Room price about 5 marks. Hotel Riesenfürstenhof, the same price. A good centre for many excursions.


  LORELEI


  The Lorelei is a rock jutting out into the Rhine, a few kilometres from the small town of St. Goarshausen, which lies at the foot of the Burg Katz, seat of the old noble family Katzenellenbogen which built most of the nobles’ castles. Described by countless poets, become world-famous through Heine’s poem. Origin of the legend is the danger to shipping, as at one time many boats and fishermen were lost in the current. The Niebelungs’ treasure, immortalised by Wagner’s opera, was supposed also to lie under the Lorelei rock.


  MARKSBURG


  The only mountain castle in Germany remaining intact. Near the little town of Braubach. Seat of the Society for the Preservation of German Mountains. Medieval interior. Music festivals given there with medieval instruments and costumes.


  MAINZ


  145,000 inhabitants, the capital of Rheinhessen. Opposite the entry of the Main into the Rhine. The birthplace of Gutenberg, the inventor of printing. Cathedral with 1,000-year-old towers. Very good theatre. Artistic Old Town. First-class hotels—Hof von Holland, Mainzer Hof, Zentralhotel, Hotel Karofen, rooms to be had in all these for 5 marks.


  NATIONAL MEMORIAL


  Called the Niederwald monument, about 770 feet above the Rhine. 34-ft. high figure of Germania on 80-ft. high base. Not very tasteful, but a wonderful view from the terrace over the Rheingau. Best reached from Rüdesheim.


  PFALZ


  By the old town of Caub, not far from the Lorelei. The castle of Pfalz is a gloomy grey stone building, partly built in the river.


  REMAGEN


  At the confluence of the Aar, where good red wines are grown. Home of the famous German motor-driver Caracciola, whose family owns the Hotel Fürstenhof, with good wine cellars. A beautiful view of the Rhine valley from the harbour.


  RÜDESHEIM


  Undoubtedly the most famous of the wine-growing towns, in the vineyards of which a very favourite wine is grown. In the Drosselgasse the wine shops jostle each other—in summer an interesting, vivacious crowd in the streets, though rather loud for sensitive ears. The Drosselhof in the Drosselstrasse is one of the most beautiful wine houses on the Rhine.


  WIESBADEN


  Should also belong to this section, but made such an impression on me that I feel I should not insult it by this telegraphic style of writing.


  Wiesbaden


  I really meant to go straight from Mainz to Frankfort, but I heard of a better way and broke my journey at Wiesbaden. The few hours I spent there were by no means long enough to give a complete picture of this world-famous watering-place, one of the most beautiful and well-cared-for in Europe. As I wanted to be in Frankfort in the evening, I could neither go to the Opera as I was advised, as the best artists in Germany are to be heard there, nor to a concert in the Kurhaus, the building of which cost £500,000. I could, however, breathe the wonderful air of Wiesbaden, a place combining all the features of a fine town and a garden-surrounded spa. Although it has 160,000 inhabitants, as one strolls through the Kursaalplatz, the Kurpark, or the unique promenades, one feels only the comfort and luxury of a great town without being disturbed by the traffic of a modern city. Coming, however, from the Kur quarter to the shopping centre, a few minutes away, one would think oneself in Paris.


  The Kurhaus, in spite of its ornateness, gives an impression of harmony and, I might almost say, friendliness. It is worthy of the thousand-year-old reputation of Wiesbaden as a watering-place. (The Romans knew its health-giving springs.) No less than twenty-seven different springs supply the wonderful water which is used successfully for many different complaints. Wiesbaden is specially recommended for nerves, neuralgic pains, rheumatism and diseases of the respiratory organs, but chiefly it is a unique resort for all convalescents and for those who seek healing and relaxation. The town is surrounded by the gentle slopes of the Taunas mountains and itself lies about 400 feet above the sea. Everywhere, during my short stay in Wiesbaden, I heard English spoken. This spa has for a long time been the resort of English and Americans and has recently become fashionable again. In the course of a year the population of Wiesbaden is doubled, so to speak, the number of visitors coming for the cure being as great as the number of regular inhabitants, that is about 160,000. There are a large number of baths, some of them private, some of them, like the Kaiser Friedrich Bad, municipal. Of the springs, I shall only mention the Kochbrunnen, which is situated in the middle of the Kurpark, and, like all the others, comes from a hot underground source.


  Hotels at Wiesbaden


  Wiesbaden is not only a spa, but also a good sports town, with excellent swimming baths, splendid golf courses, and many other ways of making life varied and pleasant. As I did not myself stay in Wiesbaden, it is difficult for me to recommend hotels, and in any case it would be hard to choose amongst them. There are no less than seventy hotels, some of which are world renowned. The foremost is the Hotel Rose, immediately opposite the Kochbrunnen, with its own thermal bath, covered tennis court and comforts to satisfy the most fastidious. In the last few years the prices in Wiesbaden have been considerably reduced—previously the inclusive price at the Hotel Rose was 25 marks a day, to-day it is only 15 marks. The Nassauer Hof is equally popular with English and Americans, where the prices are 1 to 2 marks cheaper. But there are plenty of other places where one can safely put up, as the Wiesbaden hotel industry is on a very high level.


  Wiesbaden was also occupied by the English troops, and I must say I envy the officers and soldiers who spent some considerable time here. If I had had time I should have been glad to stop at Biebrich, through which I passed on the way to Wiesbaden, as there is one of the largest German Sekt factories, founded by the Henckell family, where visitors are welcomed and served with Sekt. Biebrich occurred to me in connection with the subject of the occupation, as one of the owners of this great factory was father-in-law to Joachim von Ribbentrop, Hitler’s Ambassador at Large, who is known to us on account of the many important negotiations he has carried out in London.


  Frankfort


  I was very sorry to run away from Wiesbaden, but I had made plans to stay that night in Frankfort. Even at night Frankfort railway station was a fine sight, surrounded by the illuminated signs of the neighbouring hotels and shops. It was once the largest, now the second largest, station in Germany. Its solidity and impressiveness are typical of the whole town.


  Frankfort, one of the oldest and historically most important towns in the German Reich, combines in the happiest way the old and the new. The monuments to its ancient culture are almost without exception preserved, and the great modern town, grown out of the picturesque market-place and the narrow yet fine streets of the Old Town, does not in any way spoil the picture; on the contrary, it is evidence that the aesthetic taste shown by the Frankforters in medieval times has survived to this day. The climate is mild and invigorated by the fresh breezes from the nearby Taunas. Though compared with other German towns it has the reputation of being somewhat damp, to us English Frankfort will seem to be a dry and sunny town.


  In the morning, when I left my hotel to see the town on foot (which is quite possible in Frankfort as nearly all the sights are close to one another), I noted that I had left my guide-book, up to then of great importance to me, in my room. I was too lazy to go back for it and made a virtue of necessity. After the experiences of my unforgettable walk through Frankfort Old Town, I would advise anyone to wander round the old market and the Römerberg with no set purpose and without looking for sights. Anyone, even if not too enthusiastic about art or a connoisseur of architecture, may experience the joy of discovery as I did. Nothing is more satisfying than to discover beauty for oneself, and in Frankfort this can be done at every turn. One should, of course, go home afterwards and look up the guide-book, from which one can note what has been missed out and what else must be seen.


  Frankfort is and always was an outstandingly middle-class town, in spite of the fact that for a time the Kurfürsten used to elect the Emperor of the Holy Roman Empire of the German peoples in the old Rathaus in the Römer, and feasted with him afterwards in the Kaisersaal, which was of course newly decorated. Frankfort was, with Hamburg, Bremen and Lübeck, one of the free, independent town-states of Germany, and only gave up its independence after the 1866 Prussian-Austrian war, when Frankfort was on the side of the Austrians. The Prussians came to Frankfort as conquerors, but seventy years have sufficed to make of the one-time enemy one of the most important towns of Prussia. The burgher’s pride of the free Frankforter persists, however, to this day.


  The Jews of Frankfort


  On visiting Frankfort even a thoroughly non-political traveller like myself can hardly avoid the Jewish question. Whilst on the one hand it was maintained that Frankfort was indebted for its beauty, perfection and wealth principally to the rich, old-established Jewish families, on the other hand it was referred to contemptuously as a Jewish town. It is hard for us English to understand these race questions, but who can avoid them in the home town of the Rothschild family? It is a fact that after Berlin, Frankfort had the largest Jewish population, but even before the Third Reich the number of Jews was only 5 per cent. of the 450,000 inhabitants. In the last three years the number of Jews here, as in the whole of Germany, has diminished considerably. It is known that in the eleventh century there were Jews living in Frankfort, and in the later centuries many Jewish families migrated there. The Jews did not make a commercial town of Frankfort, but they settled there because it had always been the principal trading centre between North and West, and East and South, and as far back as the Middle Ages took the lead in financial matters. The families then, which later became leaders of commerce in Germany and to some extent the world, originated in the one-time Frankfort ghetto. In addition to the Rothschilds who, originating in the Judengasse in Frankfort, may be said to have acquired world-wide fame, Frankfort is the home of many families which have risen to importance in the commercial life of England and America, such as the Goldschmidts, the Speyers, the Oppenheimers, the Sondheimers.


  It is a fact that, even if the Jewish statistics are not of such importance in Frankfort as is maintained, the part played by the Jews in the history of Frankfort cannot be overlooked, and for the foreign traveller it is interesting to trace the past history of the town in the one-time Judengasse, where in the former bank of the Rothschilds a Jewish museum is established, and in the old Jewish Friedhof which, with the Prager, is one of the most beautiful of its kind.


  Goethe and Old Frankfort


  For some people Frankfort is more famous as the home of the Rothschilds, for some as the birthplace and the home in his youth of the greatest of the German poets, Johann Wolfgang von Goethe. He also came from the middle class, his family holding high official posts. At the time when Goethe was born and brought up on the banks of the Main, when he entered his profession and wrote his first poem, the present-day town of nearly half a million inhabitants, although important commercially and politically, had a population of only 30,000. The surroundings in which lived Goethe and his 30,000 contemporaries are to a large extent preserved intact to this day. Round about the Römerberg, quite the most beautiful marketplace in the world, where each year the festival plays take place, and in the little streets and squares, hardly anything has changed since Goethe’s time, and its medieval character remains. I naturally visited the Goethe House in the Grossen Hirschgraben, which not only reflects unchanged Goethe’s background, but is one of the finest examples of a Frankfort patrician’s house. The “Haus zur Golden Wage,” the Metzgerhöfchen, the wonderful little street which bears the name Hinter dem goldener Lämmchen, the stone house in the old market, the Heitserhaus in the Grossen Fleischergasse, are only a few of the places in Old Frankfort which certainly ought to be visited. I must say that the Fünffinger Plätzchen, which I discovered myself, made the greatest impression of all on me personally; here the brightly painted medieval houses, at the extremely narrow openings of five diminutive streets, literally lean against one another and one forgets that one lives in the hurried, machine-ridden age of the twentieth century.


  Old Paul’s Church, which is really considerably younger than many others in Frankfort, interests us English as democrats on account of the fact that in its aisles in the middle of the nineteenth century an attempt was made to establish the United German State on democratic lines. Amongst the ambassadors to this memorable national gathering was the young Bismarck, later the creator of the German Empire. The name of another German Chancellor will be found in Frankfort—that of Bethmann-Hollweg, who was at the head of the German Government during the War, and whose family has its house and banking business in Frankfort to-day.


  Frankfort: Shops and Hotels


  My extraordinarily interesting walks in the old town had so detained me that, in spite of my usual habit, I had hardly any time left to stroll about the principal shopping streets and in the standardised modern residential quarters of the commercial metropolis. A hasty walk through the Kaiserstrasse, however, which changes at the Schillerplatz to the Zeil, showed me that the shops reflected the prosperity and the good taste of the Frankforters.


  One of my best recollections is my climb up the tower of the cathedral, where I saw the whole of the Old Town laid out like a toy city. The view also from the old bridge which leads out from the Old Town gives a wonderful impression of the compactness of this many-centuries-old city.


  I stayed at the Frankfurter Hof, so as to get acquainted with one of the best-known hotels in Germany. It once had a reputation for being outrageously expensive, but to my relief I did not find it dear. For 10 marks I had a very good room with a bathroom; the latter is an advantage, as in the German hotels if one has no private bathroom the bath is charged extra, on an average from 1 to 2 marks. The Frankfurter Hof has also the advantage of its situation, right in the centre of the town; from here the Goethehaus, the Römer and the Main can be reached in a few minutes. The Excelsior, Parkhotel and Kaiserhof can also be well recommended, and are about one-fourth cheaper than the Frankfurter Hof. Round the station there are a large number of cheaper hotels; friends of mine once stayed at the Vier Jahreszeiten, where a room with breakfast and service, running hot and cold water, cost 3.50 marks. There are also many good hospices, the largest being the Baseler Hof and the Savoy Hotel.


  Frankfort: Amusements and Food


  Although commerce and industry are its background, Frankfort is the equal of any other town as regards its catering for pleasure. The opera and the theatre are first class, and the latter has played an important part in the history of modern German drama. The great Gross-frankfurt contains a cinema, variety house, etc.; in addition to the hotel restaurants there are many smaller ones, such as Thomas in the Schillerstrasse, to mention only one, which specialises in delikatessen; but all these things are to be found more or less good in other towns. Only Nuremberg, I am told, however, possesses the equal of the cosy establishments that are to be found in the Old Town. Naturally, anywhere in Frankfort you can get the genuine Frankfurter sausage, but a new discovery for me was the Frankfurt apple wine which resembles our Devonshire cider, but is more widely drunk. Dozens of establishments are principally engaged in the sale of apple wine, and the wine shops at Sachsenhausen on the other side of the Main, are specially worth a visit. Frankfurter apple wine, of which about 125,000 hektolitres are produced each year, is well known all over Germany, and Frankfort must not be left without thoroughly sampling it. It is very wholesome and contains only 5 per cent. of alcohol, although one can get quite merry over it, as I found during my evenings in Frankfort.


  From Frankfort to Munich


  I spent two days there and then found myself again faced with a difficult decision. Three different journeys appeared equally attractive. Frankfort is one of the junctions of the German railway system, and I could be in Berlin in eight hours, or in Nüremberg in three and a half hours, on the way to Munich. I chose the third possibility and travelled south to Munich, that is I so arranged my journey that I could at least get a superficial idea of Heidelberg, Baden-Baden and the Black Forest. Although I must be content this time with a short excursion to the Black Forest it does not mean that I shall not later spend a much longer time there. Young people, especially English, are going in increasing numbers to the mountains and forests of the Schwarzwald, where in winter good sport may be enjoyed, and in summer the most ideal conditions for walking. The centre of the Black Forest is the famous university town of Freiburg im Bresgau, but unfortunately I did not get as far this time.


  I left Frankfort in the morning and arrived at Heidelberg some time before lunch. From the carriage window I saw one of the most charming districts in Germany, the so-called Bergstrasse, which possesses a climate nearly equalling that of the Riviera. The spring here comes earlier than anywhere else, the summer is more prolonged. You journey between forests of fruit trees, the products of which are the finest in Germany. We stopped in Darmstadt, which was once the residence of the Grand Duke of Hesse-Darmstadt, and which in spite of its industries still retains its reputation as a famous garden city. In the cultural life of Germany this city takes a prominent place, for the theatre is well known, and the School of Philosophy of Count Hermann Keyserling has brought many foreigners to Darmstadt.


  This short journey also gave me an idea of the beauty of the celebrated Odenwald, but I did not see the great industrial towns of Mannheim and Ludwigshafen, which lie very near the railway line.


  Heidelberg


  I already knew Heidelberg to a certain extent from plays and films, although it really looks quite different from its representation in the operettas and American films. It is chiefly known as a student city—its university celebrates this year its 450th anniversary, and I am reminded of the dispute as to whether the English universities should or should not take part in the festivities. The life of Heidelberg is still under the influence of its famous university, but the old customs of the students, as celebrated in song, have vanished. Their jolly life of drinking and song in their famous “Corps,” each of which had their own house, was not compatible with the ideas of National Socialist Germany. The idea of the community of the people which is at the forefront in the Third Reich is opposed to this sequestration of the students, and teaches young people a new way of life, expressing itself in service, in acquisition of knowledge and in the National Socialist organisation. As I know the new as little as the old, I cannot draw comparisons and can only wish I could have seen the old happy-go-lucky crowd with their coloured caps and sashes.


  Although the student life has completely changed in the last three years, he who comes to Heidelberg in search of German romance, will be no loser. The situation of the town itself, on the banks of the peaceful Neckar, surrounded by the hilly green outposts of the Odenwald, is captivating. One of the most beautiful paths I know is the Philosophenweg, which leads one through the hilly woods surrounding the town, and affords an excessively lovely view of it.


  In Heidelberg the so-called sights should not be looked for—there is a list of them in the guide-books, but if one is only here for a short period it is waste of time to trouble with them. Instead, one should rather sit in some café on the bank of the Neckar, comfortably and quietly, watching the passing boats, drinking a glass of good wine, and, if one can, spend at least a night and a day at the Schlosshotel. This stands opposite the castle ruins, which are most picturesque, and it is known as one of the most beautifully situated hotels in Germany. No wonder that the Hotelier’s School of Germany is established in Heidelberg. If one did nothing else at all but gaze at the town and landscape from the terrace of the Schlosshotel, a visit to Heidelberg would be well repaid. One room costs here 4 to 7 marks, and with bath 8 to 12 marks, the effect again of the reduction of prices in the German hotel industry. In the town itself there is the charming Europäische Hof and the larger and cheaper Hotel Viktoria, both to be recommended. There is also a crowd of smaller hotels which are frequented by students whilst looking for their lodgings. They are clean and comfortable and give perhaps a better idea of the spirit of Heidelberg than the large luxury hotels.


  Students and Plays in Heidelberg


  Even if the life as depicted in novels and in Meyer-Förster’s play “Altheidelberg” or “Karl Heinrich” has vanished and the piece banned from the German stage, the spots where the romantic story of the love-lorn young prince and the innkeeper’s daughter was enacted, may still be found in Heidelberg. Still in existence is also the hall called “Paukboden,” where the famous students’ duels, “Mensuren,” took place and do now to some extent. If one is lucky and can obtain good introductions, it is possible to see one of these interesting students’ Mensuren.


  The university itself, a new building, is most interesting to us for the reason that in its new form English and America institutions are included. This university was always attended by many Anglo-Saxon students.


  National Socialism, which is trying to restore in other ways the romantic fantasies of the German people, has given the town of Heidelberg its special attention. Every summer the Reich Festival plays take place here, and the so-called “Tingstätte” on the holy mountain is dedicated to open-air plays and demonstrations, which are supposed to awake the spirit of old Germany.


  South of the Neckar lies the newly-built Ehrenfriedhof, which is a national memorial for the fallen. Heidelberg is the terminus of one of the very modern State motor roads, the making of which was promoted by Hitler.


  The Black Forest at Baden-Baden


  If I had not decided to go to Baden-Baden and to breathe for at least a few hours the air of the Black Forest, the most fragrant in the whole of Central Europe, I should have had a good opportunity to travel direct from Heidelberg to Nüremberg over a famous stretch of line, called the “Romantic Express,” which passes through Heilbronn, Ansbach and many other historic and beautiful towns in South Germany. But from Heidelberg, as I wanted to go further south, it was more convenient to take the direct train to Baden-Baden, where I arrived in a few hours by way of Bruchsal and Karlsruhe, and found myself in the northern part of the Black Forest. In South Germany one is tempted at every station to leave the train—every town offers something worth seeing. Bruchsal, for instance, which is not one of the best-known tourist resorts, possesses one of the most beautiful Baroque palaces, an example both inside and outside of the best of the Baroque period. It was once the residence of the Prince Bishop von Speyer.


  Karlsruhe, again, is one of the newest towns in the German Reich, one of the few of which the greater part was founded during the last century. Where to-day stands the one-time seat of the Grand Duke of Baden, with its 160,000 inhabitants, 200 years ago was impenetrable forest. Although Karlsruhe, in spite of its relative youth, possesses an historically important quarter, the town is an example of the most modern German construction. The strictly geometrical lay-out of the streets in the inner town is interesting. They are to a certain extent numbered as in New York. On this journey I should have had the opportunity of visiting my first travelling acquaintance, the friendly jeweller of Pforzheim, in his home town, but I noticed anxiously that the time was passing all too swiftly, and I was getting ever further south, whilst central and north Germany had at least as much to offer me as the southern part of the Reich, if in quite a different form.


  I did not therefore leave the train till Baden-Baden, with the firm resolve to go no farther into the Black Forest. Triberg, Feldberg, Freudenstadt, winter sports and walking centres, Freiburg, the metropolis of the Black Forest, close to the Swiss frontier, in spite of being included in my travel programme, were no longer possible.


  The Black Forest, perhaps the most famous mountain and forest district in Germany, is an unbroken chain of hills and mountains reaching for about 100 miles. This mountainous district is rightly called forest, for from the beginning to the end one is never free of the glorious rich green trees. The highest mountains are 5,000 feet, but above 3,000 the vegetation, vigorous in the southern climate, becomes somewhat sparser, and the deciduous trees give way to pines. The isolation of the forest, the loneliness of the valleys far removed from the high roads, have preserved the original characteristics of the people in many ways. In many Black Forest villages may be seen the picturesque peasant dress of bygone days worn as a matter of course by men and women. Usually, even in Germany, the peasant dress is only preserved by artificial means, although in this connection there has lately been a change—the nationalist wave which has swept over the whole of Germany has promoted to a great extent a return to the peasant dress.


  Baden-Baden


  Whilst Wiesbaden is an important town combined with a spa, Baden-Baden, equally famed, is simply a spa on a large scale. Its population of 30,000 is devoted first and foremost to the tourist traffic industry, which nowhere has such traditions as here. Every year about 100,000 visitors visit the world-famed baths, of which nearly 30,000 are foreigners. It has always been an international meeting place and as such played an important part in many well-known novels of the nineteenth century. The cures which Baden-Baden has to offer may be placed on an equality with those of Wiesbaden, but Baden-Baden has always been more dedicated to the mondaine life, to fashionable society, the aristocracy and the well-to-do bourgeoisie.


  There were times when more kings and princes were to be seen on the promenades of Baden-Baden than anywhere else in the world. It might be said that this was a meeting place for the crowned heads of Europe. Of course, the great changes of this age have not passed over Baden-Baden without leaving their trace. The world-famed spa has had to sacrifice its costly exclusiveness to a certain extent, and to-day it offers to all who desire health and distraction the opportunity to enjoy its beauty and make use of its healing properties. The fashionable character of the place is, however, retained. The Kasino, in which the riches of the European aristocracy once changed hands, is to-day again a meeting place for people of all countries.


  The Attractions of Baden-Baden


  The Iffizheim races, the various fixtures organised by the automobile industry, including the annual beauty competition for cars, are only some of the many attractions which Baden-Baden has to offer. The tea-terrace of the Merkur, on the highest hill in the neighbourhood of Baden-Baden, should not be missed, where fashionable life and the beautiful landscape may be enjoyed together. (A funicular took me there quite quickly.) The healing springs, twenty in all, have a strong radio-active effect and are used for baths and also for drinking and inhalation. They are especially useful in cases of gout, rheumatism, diseases of the respiratory organs, their natural heat reaching 150 deg. F. The grape cures also in spring and autumn are becoming increasingly known. In the Kasino roulette and baccarat are played. Pigeon shooting, bridge competitions, and a great international dance competition are amongst the annual events which reach their climax in the Baden-Baden Festival Week.


  There is a choice of fifty hotels and thirty-three pensions. The Stefanie is one of the most luxurious and splendid hotels in Europe. Its rooms are so appointed that even the most pampered of mortals may feel as comfortable there as in his own home. There is no doubt that the Stefanie and the other two hotels of the Brenner concern are amongst the dearest in Germany. Rooms with bath and full service begin at 20 marks a day. Hotel Bellevue, Europaischer Hof, Badhotel Zähringer Hof, are some of the biggest, but there are also smaller hotels where one can get for 10 marks all that one would expect in a spa such as Baden-Baden.


  On account of the numbers of English visitors Baden-Baden has an English church, and no doubt the strong Anglo-Saxon strain in the visiting public is responsible for the excellent golf course.


  For me, personally, perhaps the greatest experience in Baden-Baden was the Lichtenhainer Alice with its centuries-old trees. A walk in their shade is not easily forgotten.


  I only intended to stay one day in Baden-Baden, but it became three, and I do not regret it. It was even then too short. But I must hurry now. I am travelling direct to Munich via Stuttgart, Ulm, Augsburg. And I have chosen the night train in order to curb my curiosity.


  Through Stuttgart and Ulm


  I am aware that this rush through South Germany is a journey of missed opportunities; I shall not see Stuttgart, the capital of the one-time kingdom of Württemberg, but must content myself with drinking a glass of beer at the station, one of the most modern in Germany. In passing I had a glimpse of the sky-scraper, the first one in Germany, built by this enterprising town. I only got a faint idea of the unique position of the town, which is the gateway to the Alps, in the midst of wonderful mountains, the air of which accounts for the vitality and well-being of the population. The famous Swabian cooking, with its many specialities, may also have something to do with this. In addition to the tower-like Bahnshotel I was recommended the luxurious Marquardt Hotel, the beautifully situated Schlossgartenhotel or Banzhaff’s Hotel Royal. Stuttgart is not dear—even in the best hotel one can get a room for 5 or 6 marks. The place would have interested me the more because Queen Mary, as Princess Mary of Teck, often visited the beautiful castle. The one-time Duchy of Teck, from which the Queen’s family came, is not far from Stuttgart: it was incorporated in the kingdom of Württemberg at the beginning of the nineteenth century.


  Through Ulm and Augsburg I did a foolish thing, which however at the time appeared to me most sensible, as in spite of my refreshing visit to Baden-Baden, I was somewhat tired: I slept.


  Thus I did not see Ulm, the historic town on the Danube, with its Gothic cathedral which has the highest tower in Europe—nearly 600 feet. Also I did not see Augsburg, and this specially annoyed me. This town, which was of much more importance in the Middle Ages than it is to-day, became through the Fuggers one of the centres of European commercial life. The Fuggers were kings of finance in the fifteenth, sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. From simple citizens they acquired fabulous wealth and rose to be princes of the Roman Empire of the German peoples. There are some Princes Fugger still living, and in addition to a large educational establishment at Augsburg, several fine buildings witness to a time when the Fuggers financed kings and princes from Augsburg, and in this town amassed the greatest wealth of the age.


  Bavaria


  Here perhaps may be interpolated a few words on Bavaria in general, on the individuality of the Bavarians and on Bavarian history. Bavaria, after Prussia the largest state in the German Reich, joined the newly formed German Empire after the war of 1871, more from necessity than choice. It remained, however, so independent in spirit, that up to Hitler’s seizure of power, the possibility was often mentioned of a secession from the Empire. In contrast to the overwhelming Protestantism of Prussia, the majority of Bavarians are Catholics. The ruling house (for some time the Wittelsbacher family) was Catholic. The Wittelsbachers, in spite of the peculiarities of some members of the dynasty, were generally popular in Bavaria, and the ex-Crown Prince Rupprecht, who has now quite withdrawn from public life, still lives there, and is widely honoured. Munich entered on a new chapter of her history with the National Socialist movement, as the political institution now governing Germany was founded here, and here stands the Brown House, the headquarters of the National Socialist Party. Hitler has shown much interest in the town where his movement first developed, and Munich to-day is, so to speak, a second capital of Germany. The town, which has always been a cultural centre, will probably develop into the cultural metropolis of the National Socialist Reich.


  The Bavarian people, if one can generalise over people and races, are really more easy-going and friendly than the Prussians, and at the same time simpler in their manner of life. The warmer temperament shows that we are getting further south.


  These few quite superficial remarks are merely a kind of summary of what I have been reading and hearing, in preparation for my stay in Munich.


  Munich—Its Beer and its Arts


  I have in my hand a prospectus about the town of Munich. In this I see the heading: “A short visit to Munich,” and underneath a programme calculated for eight days. I have, however, no more than four days at my disposal, and these would be taken up with excursions in the neighbourhood. The only thing I can do is to choose the best method in such circumstances, and seat myself on a Circular Tour bus in order to obtain in the shortest time possible a general impression of the capital of Bavaria, and then pick out a few of the sights which should be seen.


  In Baden-Baden I met a very friendly lady who came from Wittenberg, Luther’s town, but who had married a “foreigner.” This means she had married a Bavarian engineer and migrated to Munich. She was called Frau Ursula Walleshausen. She told me much about her second home, Munich, and this was more than useful to me, as I now see. As although it is most friendly and openhearted to strangers, it is not a town which can be easily assimilated, it has so many sides to it. Nowhere in Germany is the cult of the arts on so high a level as here, on no town has aestheticism made such an impression as on Munich. At the same time, the life of a great part of the population is simple, almost that of peasants. In Munich the classical buildings of the nineteenth century, the Baroque palaces of the seventeenth century, the glittering opera performances, the art collections, which are amongst the most famous in the world, are as characteristic of the place as are the cosy establishments for the intelligent enjoyment of beer—the beer-houses—which form what to me seemed an endless chain throughout the town. Next door to the opera, at which festival performances take place which bring to the town art lovers from all over the world, are to be found places where the Bavarian peasant culture, in spite of the development of the town, still exists in its original crudeness and serenity. Frau Ursula told me how the town had been developed by the Wittelsbachers on new lines, and how all Germany was attracted to its friendly artistic atmosphere. From the varying characteristics of the people of Munich, unity has been evolved, and it is precisely this variety which gives it its charm.


  Hotels in Munich


  As I came to Munich in the morning and had had a good sleep, I left my luggage in the cloakroom and set out first of all to find accommodation. I could have done this much more easily, as at the station there is a list of hotels, etc., and for 30 pfennigs one can get advice as to accommodation in any district and at any price. The 30 pfennigs are then repaid by the hotel or pension in question. But I had already decided that a search for rooms in a strange town is a good opportunity of getting to know that town in the easiest way—in Munich even more so than elsewhere, as here the hotels are not only grouped about the station, but are scattered all over the inner town. Although there are some large, good hotels near the station such as the Deutsche Kaiser, the most famous, as for instance the Kontinental, the Vier Jahreszeiten, the Bayerische Hof and the Regina Palace, are more in the heart of the town, near the chief shopping streets and the principal sights.


  It is rather difficult to differentiate as regards standing and prices between the above first-class hotels. They are so managed that they are able to offer all the home comforts desired by the many visitors who spend weeks and months in Munich and make excursions and tours from there. The Vier Jahreszeiten is specially patronised by English people—this used to be the foremost luxury hotel in Germany: its restaurant, called the Walterspiel, is characterised by its quietness, elegance and very choice cuisine. The Regina Palace has an air of modernity and its bar and tea-room are favourite rendezvous for young international society. Many crowned heads have stayed at the Kontinental, which, like the Bayerische Hof, has a character of its own. One must reckon on spending 10 to 12 marks in any of the well-known hotels if one has a room with bath. I myself stayed at the Hotel Leinfelder, which is very central and somewhat cheaper than the foregoing but quite as comfortable. On an equality with this are the Königshof and the Parkhotel. Those hotels also which are connected with well-known beerhouses are very congenial and provide good Bavarian cooking. Amongst these are the Schottenhamml at the station and the Hotel Wagner near the Stachus, the central traffic point in Munich.


  Things to see in Munich


  Every visitor is likely to find something to his own particular interest in Munich. He who is interested in art will find some of the most famous German museums, the old and the new Pinakothek, where the masterpieces of classic and modern painters are collected; the Glyptothek, where many of the best sculptures are to be seen, and first and foremost the buildings in the town itself—the castle, the many beautiful churches, amongst which the Frauenkirche is a landmark in Munich, whilst the Ludwigskirche is an architectural masterpiece. Munich has the advantage over other German towns in that her construction in earlier times was guided by fine artistic motives: the Wittelsbachers, who owned much of the town, were obsessed by a passion for art, and during the nineteenth century engaged the services of some of the foremost German builders. These introduced into the town the fine classic style of building as well as a genuine Roman style, and at the same time the most valuable specimens of the Baroque period were preserved.


  Whilst the art collections, in spite of their richness and their excellence, have their counterparts in Paris, Rome, Florence and Dresden, Munich has created in the German Museum something which is absolutely unique. In a completely new, living form, this great display shows the whole development of technical knowledge and science. Days and days can be spent on this overwhelming collection, always finding something new so that one marvels at the colossal work that went to its organisation. Its creator, Oskar von Miller, has by his work inscribed his name in  the pages of the history of culture. The German Museum is the only one that lies somewhat apart, all the others are grouped about the beautiful squares, Königsplatz, Max Joseph Platz and Odeonsplatz. On the last is also the Feldherrnhalle, a sensational war memorial, which is now a sanctuary of the Third Reich, as in 1923 the memorable street fight took place near here in which a number of National Socialists were killed. At that time Adolf Hitler and Ludendorff led the advance of the National Socialists. On the anniversary of these events there are great demonstrations at the Feldherrnhalle, and a new monument celebrates the fame of the martyrs of the Third Reich.


  The Brown House also was intensely interesting to me—it is the headquarters of the National Socialist Party, and is now being considerably enlarged. Adolf Hitler himself designed the interior, and he has had a great deal to do with the cultural organisation of Munich.


  Munich Beerhouses


  Quite as stimulating as the days are the evenings in Munich. The most typical institutions are the beerhouses, already referred to, called “Bräus.” Most of these lie in the Kaufinger Strasse and the Neubauerstrasse, leading from the Karlsplatz to the Marienplatz, and they are crowded close together. Here in the early morning hours the true Municher is to be seen sitting by his pint pot, which for many serves as breakfast. The enjoyment of beer is enhanced by Salzbrezeln and White Sausage. The best quality of light as well as dark beer is produced in Munich; the light is not so heavy and is more wholesome, the dark is stronger and has a more definite flavour. In good weather the people of Munich enjoy themselves in the large beer-gardens, which often belong to the breweries. The most famous of these is the Löwenbräu-Keller.


  Quite a unique experience is a visit to the celebrated Hofbräuhaus, in the old halls and salons of which thousands enjoy their beer every evening. The recipe for making beer used here was once the property of the Royal Family. Here all classes of Munich society meet in democratic manner, and if one has not drunk too freely of the beer, one can study for hours the typical habitués to be seen here.


  Naturally Munich has many fine restaurants, perhaps the foremost of all being in the beautiful Preysing Palace near the Feldherrnhalle. It must not be forgotten that Munich was the birthplace of the German cabaret, Brettl, although the unique character of this cheery place, where on an improvised stage the foremost German writers and artists perform, has almost disappeared now. The Simplissimus and Serenissimus are also worth a visit, likewise the famous Benz in the Montmartre of Munich, the artists’ quarter, Schwabing. The most celebrated and typical Munich actors are Weisspferdl and H. Vallentin, and when they appear they should be seen at all costs, though their agreeable Bavarian dialect is hard to follow, even for Germans.


  Theatres and Excursions in Munich


  There are beautiful walks in the town of Munich, which has 800,000 inhabitants, especially on the banks of the Isar and in the beautifully laid out English garden, where there are many cafés and tea-houses. The Carlton tea-room in the Brienner Strasse is very English in its style. Although the beerhouses are most typical of Munich, the capital of Bavaria also has so many coffee-houses that, thinking of London, I felt quite envious. I specially noticed the great Café Luitpold with its good band.


  For hundreds of years the art of the theatre may be said to have been at the height of its glory in Munich, and the performances at the National Theatre (especially opera), the Residenz Theatre, the Prinzregent Theatre and the Kammerspiele, are to-day amongst the best in Germany. In the Munich Festival Week the best artists in Germany are to be seen at these theatres. I found time to visit Hellabrun, which has 5,000 animals in its Zoo. This is one of the earliest zoological gardens in the world to be established on geographical principles, and I think it is still one of the best and most beautiful.


  Some of the most convenient and worth-while excursions to take are to Nymphenburg with its castle and park, and to Starhemberg with its great Starhemberger Lake in the waters of which King Ludwig II lost his life, and where there are rows of well-organised bathing places. On Munich’s horizon, however, are the Alps, with Garmisch-Partenkirchen, the celebrated sports centre (where the winter Olympiad was held); Mittenwald, the town of the violin makers, Berchtesgaden, where Hitler has his summer house; Reichenhall, which is supposed to be one of the best places for diseases of the respiratory organs.


  Oberammergau, the Passion Play village, is this year quiet and silent, as the next performance of this unique religious festival play will not be for another four years.


  Everyone, however little time he has, must undertake the excursion to the Royal Castles, Hohenschwangau and Neuschwanstein in the Allgäu, near the town of Füssen, Schloss Linderhof, which stands in grim loneliness in the foothills of the Alps, and Schloss Herrenchiemsee, which stands in its unearthly beauty in the middle of an island in the mountain-encircled Chiemsee. I know that many gibes are made at the extravagance, and some say lack of taste, of these castles, the building of which impoverished the Bavarians. I know that the plans for these little-used buildings emanated from a sick brain, yet no one can deny the powerful impression created by them—romantic fairytales of stone. Ludwig II, the unlucky King of Bavaria, friend and patron of Richard Wagner, had the Royal Castles built. That which Wagner created in his music, the king wished to materialise in these castles, and they are certainly among the proudest and the most unusual buildings of last century.


  With the firm decision to come again and spend a longer and quieter time in Munich, I took the train to Nüremberg. In my bag were some Nymphenburg china which I had bought for my wife, and waterproofs which I had bought for myself and my son. I must remember them when I come to the customs.


  The “Medieval” Towns: Nüremberg


  I could have travelled from Munich first to Rothenburg, as this unique little town is easily reached from the München-Würzburger main line, but as I did not want to change, especially in a strange place, I went straight to Nuremberg, and meant to make a day excursion from there to Rothenburg.


  I was never more eager to see any town than Nüremberg. With Berlin it is probably the best-known German town. Politics have played a great part there in the last few years, for whilst in other parts of Germany National Socialism had a hard struggle, in Nüremberg Hitler already had a considerable following. This was to a large extent due to the activities of Julius Streicher, the Frankfürter, who as representative of the most extreme anti-Semitism worked furiously for Hitler. The first great Party Day of the ruling National Socialists took place in Nüremberg, and Hitler has been loyal to it since he came to power. The public and private political demonstrations of the Third Reich take place every year in Nuremberg. It is important for tourists to know this, as in the old town there are a lot of buildings erected especially for the Party Day.


  The political importance of Nüremberg, however, is overshadowed by its cultural significance. German culture of the Middle Ages had its nursery here; Albrecht Dürer, the greatest German painter of the Middle Ages, was born here and worked in the town for many years. It was the home also of the great silversmiths and sculptors, Veit Stoss, Peter Vischer and Adam Kraft. Music-lovers the world over know the Nüremberg atmosphere from Richard Wagner’s opera “Die Meistersinger von Nürnberg,” through which the shoemaker and poet, Hans Sachs, who is so popular a figure in Germany, is famous in foreign countries also. From the sixteenth century the medieval glory of Nüremberg faded, but even then Nüremberg was called the little treasury of the German nation, which it still is to this day.


  Hotels in Nüremberg: The Old Town


  By a lucky chance I came to Nüremberg in the evening, after one of the most beautiful of my journeys. I had decided to stay at the Württemberger Hof, one of the big hotels near the station (room price to marks with bath), and I was already curious to see the town at night. On the way there I saw the Grand Hotel, which I heard is still more luxurious but a little dearer. Good hotels are important, but where Nüremberg is concerned I find it almost frivolous to talk about them and similar modern institutions. I know the most beautiful towns in England and am rightly proud of their wonderful buildings, preserved through the centuries. But Nüremberg is different from the ancient English towns and also from all other large towns in Germany for the reason that here in the heart of it, vivacious as it is, busy and strongly industrial, stands the medieval Old Town, completely undisturbed and unchanged. It is still surrounded, as it was 500 years ago, by the mighty town walls, and a quiet stroll in Old Nüremberg, with no definite objective, is an unforgettable experience. In the dark, the gables of the old patrician houses show up even more beautiful in the moonlight than in the light of day: the quiet, the loneliness of the night hours help in the true enjoyment of Nüremberg. One of the most bewitching old houses is the famous “Bratwurst-Glöckle,” where Hans Sachs and his companions were habitués, and where to-day the Bratwurst, the speciality of Nüremberg, is prepared in the same manner, in the same rooms and at the same tables as it was five hundreds years ago.


  Nüremberg: River and Townsfolk


  Yet the morning following these evening walks brings yet more beauties. One may stand in the Nüremberg market-place, where in a setting which no poet could more beautifully devise, even the everyday crowds of the flower and vegetable market are so glorified one would not willingly miss seeing them. You can go down any side street, and it will repay you. One comes at last to the bank of the little river which flows through the Old Town, the Pegnitz, stands on one of the bridges and sees before one in all its noble beauty the lovely old town of the Middle Ages. All along the bank of the river are to be seen friendly-looking inns, in ancient surroundings, where you can get the freshly cooked Pegnitz fish.


  Quite near the river lies the house of Hans Sachs, where he may have made very good shoes but not the best poems. He was most industrious and wrote more than a thousand poems, for which, however, he had plenty of time, as after a peaceful and happy life he died at the age of eighty-three. In Hans Sachs’ house, which is now an inn—carp is one of its specialities—can be seen the setting in which lived this famous citizen.


  The population of Nüremberg is very different from that of Munich; the town, which has 420,000 inhabitants, has belonged politically for a long time to Bavaria, but is inhabited, like so much of the surrounding country, by Franks. They are not so southern in their temperament and manner of living as their Bavarian countrymen, but are some of the most industrious and able people in the German Reich. This is obvious from the fact that Nüremberg, which in the Middle Ages took the lead in handicrafts and trade, is now one of the most important economic centres. The Nüremberg toy industry dominates the world market. Should you buy Nüremberg Lebkuchen or honey cakes in Haeberlein-Metzger’s shop, you will understand why the Nüremberger Lebkuchen have such a reputation everywhere.


  The Nüremberg beers also, Reiffbräu, etc., are on an equality with the Munich beers. If you want to enjoy Nüremberg beer in true Nüremberg surroundings, you will—as I did—go to the beautifully decorated cellar of the Mauthalle, the old custom house, built in 1498.


  The guide-books describe all the countless sights of Nüremberg, but I did not have time to visit them all. The old castle, with its famous torture chamber, where stands the gruesome “Eiserne Jungfrau,” instrument of martyrdom, and the Albrecht Dürer house in Albrecht Dürer Strasse 39, one of the most beautiful Gothic houses of the fifteenth century, should without fail be visited. Here also, as in the Hans Sachs house, all remains as it was in the days gone by.


  It is fitting that the most beautiful collection of German handicraft productions should be housed in the Germanischen Museum at Nüremberg.


  Rothenburg


  Rothenburg on the Tauber, a small town with only 9,000 inhabitants, is easier to reach by car or bus than by rail. It is justly world-famous, and got its name on account of the red colour of its houses. The unique character of this wonderful little town is explained by the fact that since the Thirty Years’ War it has not changed at all, the once powerful free city having been arrested in its development, first by chance and then later by design. In Rothenburg, no building must be added to and nothing changed, but in spite of this it is anything but a dead museum. The town is vivacious, busy and lively as it ever was. While larger towns can only be explored by much tiring walking, the beauties of Rothenburg can be seen in a stroll of about half an hour. The town even to-day remains anxiously hidden behind its walls, which were once its protection from the attacks of robber knights. Every house in the narrow alleys shows the hand of the master craftsman, with its panelling and its pointed roof. Between them are defensive gates and bastions, and everywhere are the most picturesque street scenes. Every corner, every turn surprises one afresh, and added to this is the gentle friendly setting of the calm green valley of the Tauber, and on the horizon the gentle slopes of the Frankish hills. If one has not time to spend the night in Rothenburg, one should at least drink a glass of Frankish wine in one of the many inns with such charming names as the “Goldenes Land,” the “Grüner Baum,” “Weisser Turm,” or in the Ratskeller. That one can always drink a lot in Rothenburg is shown by the story of one of its burgomasters, who by his artistry in drinking saved the town from Tilly’s army. In order to perpetuate this event, of great importance in the history of Rothenburg, there are festival plays in the town every year during the summer, in which the young people specially take part with great enthusiasm. The folk-dances of bygone days are also kept up with the plays, and the famous Schäfertanz is danced in the streets.


  Near Rothenburg are other medieval towns. They say of Dinkelsbühl that it is more beautiful than Rothenburg, and Nördlingen also has its admirers, but I had to be content with Rothenburg.


  Bayreuth and the Festival Theatre


  Nüremberg is the best place from which to visit Bayreuth also; the town of the Wagner Festivals may be reached from there in an hour. The Festival Theatre, which stands on a hill surrounded by trees, is not beautiful to look at and its interior is to-day somewhat out of date, but the opera performances which take place there are perhaps the most famous in the world. The greatest conductors and artists have a high opinion of Wagner’s legacy, for the sake of which Bayreuth, with the support of Ludwig II, built the Festival Theatre. The Festival performances are still under the direction of Wagner’s descendants, and enjoy the fullest support of the German Reich. Adolf Hitler, himself a great music-lover, appears regularly at the Festival performances. This year they begin on July 19th and last till July 30th. During the Olympic games Bayreuth has a rest, then the performances will start again on August 18th and continue till August 31st. The tickets are generally all sold weeks beforehand; on an average they cost 30 marks for a single performance, whilst tickets for the whole of the “Ring der Niebelungen,” that is the whole cycle, cost 120 marks. Apart from the Richard Wagner Museum, Bayreuth has nothing very interesting to offer, but the Markgrafenpalast and the Neue Palast, in rococo style, are worth a glance. On the whole therefore it is only worth going to Bayreuth for the Festival. The town has 37,000 inhabitants and six good hotels. As the hotel accommodation is never sufficient, many of the visitors to the Festival stay in the district around Bayreuth.


  Saxony and Leipzig


  “Leipzig … you won’t enjoy yourself much there,” a gentleman from Berlin said to me in the D train between Nüremberg and Leipzig, as we left the old frontier of Bavaria at Hof.


  I have now been twenty-four hours in Leipzig and cannot understand his remark. I find it delightful here and should like to stay longer. Leipzig has not much in the way of antiquities to offer like the famous towns of South Germany, and may well be overshadowed in actual beauty by her sister town of Dresden, which I shall see to-morrow. But I do not agree that in a town the past is of supreme importance. Though I have only a superficial knowledge of style, I find at least as much pleasure in the modern buildings, the bustle and traffic of a big town.


  Leipzig is also accused of having no “surroundings.” Yes, that is true—continental people are accustomed to this, and if no mountains raise their heads round about a town, and no blue lake is to be seen shimmering round the last street corner, or there are no romantic woods to visit in the evenings, they say the town is worthless. Although I admit that the walks in the Pleisse, where the air smells rather of garlic than of flowers (it is one of the secrets of Leipzig why the most beautiful parts of the town smell unaccountably of garlic), are not to be compared with the Nymphenburger Park in Munich or with the wooded hills of Stuttgart, all the same I find it charming. Nevertheless, the highest mountain, the Scherbelberg, which rises from the dull plain on which lies this largest Saxon town with its 720,000 inhabitants, is only a few metres high, and it cannot thank nature for its origin, mostly consisting of the rubbish which has been thrown here for many centuries. To-day, however, one takes no notice of that, for the Scherbelberg, with its comical look-out tower, makes quite an imposing impression. Leipzig also has a park called the Rosengarten, which is not comparable with our Hyde Park, but which offers sufficient opportunity for pleasant walks and quiet love-making. Also I noticed that this so-called ugly town is surrounded by a girdle of tree-bordered roads and small parks, which gives it a very friendly air.


  Leipzig Railway Station and Hotels


  At the railway station it is evident how welcoming to its visitors this Fair town is. It is certainly the most beautiful station which has been built in Europe in recent years. It is the largest in Germany, but its size is not at all overpowering. It is situated in the middle of the town, and on walking out of it one finds oneself right in the midst of the life of Leipzig. The huge building fits so well into the picture that I could not imagine Leipzig without it. In Leipzig it is no smelly but necessary feature as elsewhere—here I can’t help thinking of London—but a completion and a beautifying of the town.


  Round about it lie most of the first-class hotels. It is no wonder that Leipzig has many good hotels, as the town, on account of its two fairs and other commercial activities, is prepared for the reception of hundreds of thousands of strangers. The most modern of the large hotels is the Astoria, near the station, with excellent cooking. Price about 8 to 10 marks for a single room. The rather out-of-the-way Hotel Hauffe, near the Rossplatz, is distinctive, and in the same class are the Kaiserhof and the Fürstenhof, both of them only a few steps from the station. Good middle-class hotels are the Sachsenhof, between the Augustusplatz and the Buchhändlerviertel, and the Deutsche Haus in the Königsplatz, which are both under the same management and are very cheap and clean. I stayed at the latter.


  The Augustusplatz which I have mentioned is, together with a square in the town of Kassel, supposed to be the largest built-round square in Germany. It is surrounded by some of the most important buildings in Leipzig. Here is the New Theatre with its beautiful little swannery, here the marvellously organised Head Post Office, here the Art Museum and one of the most renowned institutions in Leipzig, the university, although only the principal building of it, as this ancient school is spread over several streets. The main buildings of the Fair town are grouped round the Augustusplatz, which, in spite of an enormous amount of traffic, is very dignified and is the headquarters of the commercial life of Leipzig. The roof café in one of the big buildings filled me with envy, and I wondered why we had nothing like it in London. Fresh air and a lovely view are the main features of these roof terraces. The Neue Theatre restaurant is very agreeable, whilst the Café Felsche, with its terrace and its excellent chocolate, has already acquired a historic reputation.


  The famous Fairs of Leipzig


  The Fair town begins actually at the Augustusplatz and continues through the Petersstrasse, Alter Markt and Grimmaische Steinweg. I was not at Leipzig at the time of the Fairs, but everyone there spoke enthusiastically of the development of the Leipzig Spring and Autumn Fairs. Many towns have tried to compete with the Leipzig Fairs, and even if here and there they have had their success, the international worth and the 800-year-old reputation of the Leipzig Fairs cannot be equalled. In fifty exhibition palaces, of which one is underground under the market, samples of almost the whole world’s goods are collected together by more than 10,000 exhibitors. The main Fair is supplemented by the great technical and building Fair, housed in a modern building on the outskirts of the town, near the Peoples’ War Memorial. An event of a special character is the traditional Book Fair, known all over the world of culture as “Bugra.” It is fitting that the great exhibition of the book trade should take place in Leipzig, as this is the headquarters of the publishing trade in Germany. Together with the most important book and music publishers there is the “Booksellers’ High School,” the stock exchange of the bookseller, where famous book sales take place and distinguished antiquaries are to be found. Most of these institutions are situated between the Augustusplatz and the German Library, and a whole district is called the “Booksellers’ quarter.” The State Library, with its beautiful building and unique organisation, includes practically all the printed works which have appeared in the German language or in Germany. Books, brochures and newspapers are collected and perfectly arranged for reference.


  Leipzig therefore takes a prominent place in German cultural life, due to this book trade, its university and its musical life. The Gewandthaus with its concerts is the foremost institution for the furtherance of classical music in Germany, and names like Nikisch, Furtwängler, are closely connected with its development. The High School of Music, called the Konservatorium, is also one of the best, but perhaps the most beautiful musical offering that Leipzig can make is its Thomanerchor. This choir of boys, whose voices have been compared to those of angels, sings twice in the week, on Friday evenings at 6 o’clock and Saturday afternoons at 1.30, in the old Thomas-Kirche. This music is an unforgettable experience even for laymen.


  Leipzig: Shops and Inns


  One of the most unusual streets not only in Leipzig but in the whole world, the Leipziger Brühl, has to a large extent lost its significance during the last few years. The roadside exchange of the fur trade took place here every afternoon, and was principally carried on by Jews of all nations. It is obvious that as the result of the new regime in Germany, most of these merchants have had to seek other markets. In spite of this Leipzig, with its fur sales and highly developed skin-curing industry, is still influential in the international fur market.


  Although in the main Leipzig is a modern town, there is much to be seen that is ancient and historical. He who has no wish to look for these sights with the guide-book in his hand will do best to go to one of the old inns, as for instance the three-hundred-year-old Café Baum, in the so-called Old Town, where one can eat and drink well. The finely decorated Thüringer Hof is perhaps the most typical students’ inn in Germany, and the beer and cooking are famous. Every salon and every room in this celebrated inn has a historical association.


  Auerbach’s Keller is also a great favourite with visitors to Leipzig—the mise-en-scène of a famous scene in Goethe’s “Faust.” Since the time of the medieval magician Auerbach’s Keller (in the Petersstrasse) has not materially changed, and one may find there many mementoes of this legendary figure. Eckerlein’s Keller is one of the many quiet, comfortable places for the sympathetic enjoyment of wine. Many variety shows, cafés, cabarets and huge restaurants give an idea of how lively Leipzig may be during the fairs, but even at the quieter times one certainly need not be bored. At the Neue Theater most excellent operas are given, and there are dramatic performances at the Alte Theater and the Schauspielhaus.


  I would not be dissuaded from testing a special Leipzig drink, a different kind of beer which is only to be had there and cannot be exported. It is called Gose and has its own inns in the suburb of Eutritsch. To a beginner, this opaque yellow drink tastes somewhat curious, but the Leipzigers swear by it. It is easy to drink but has a potent effect on one.


  In the principal shopping streets, Petersstrasse, Grimmaische Strasse and Neumarkt, there are many famous shops. At Eulitz can be bought the best Saxon textiles, at Mädler the most excellent leather goods. In view of the importance of the wholesale fur trade in Leipzig, it is not surprising that in the Brühl district first-class fur shops are to be found. The chocolate of Felsche and von Riquet is celebrated.


  Dresden—The Capital of Saxony


  The railway journey from Leipzig to the capital of Saxony, Dresden, takes two hours, but these two hours transport us to another world. Saxony was formerly a kingdom, and with its five million inhabitants the third largest province in the German Reich. It is Protestant, but its ruling house, the Wettiners, were Catholic. In the Prussian-Austrian war of 1866 Saxony fought with the Austrians, but on the foundation of the German Reich it became part of Germany, which was then under Prussian rule. The individual political life of Saxony practically ceased, but its commercial life flourished all the more, and to-day it is one of the most important centres in Germany.


  Dresden, however, in spite of its indisputable commercial importance, has retained to this day the quiet distinction of a residential town. Just as Munich came into being through the creative will of the Bavarian ruling house, so Dresden in the first place is indebted for her artistic form to the most important of the Saxon kings, August dem Starken. Not only was Dresden favoured as against Leipzig by its ruling house, but even more so by nature. All that Leipzig lacks is to be found in abundance in Dresden. The foothills of the Erzgebirge reach almost to Dresden, and the whole town is surrounded by the wonderful landscape of Sächsichen Schweiz which begins near here and continues up the beautiful Elbe Valley with its green woods and unique rock formations, on to neighbouring Czechoslovakia.


  Dresden: Hotels and Sights


  I shall never forget the view from the great bridge over the Elbe, on the one hand the charming landscape, on the other the noble lines of Dresden Old Town. Here, on one of the most beautiful spots perhaps in all Germany, is situated the famous luxury hotel Bellevue. Friends in London had already recommended me to a small hotel, where I was wonderfully comfortable—the rebuilt historic Trompeterschlösschen, where I got a cosy room with bath for 7 marks. The Europäische Hof and the Deutsche Hof are two large important hotels on the principal street of Dresden, the Prager Strasse.


  Dresden offers so many amenities in so many directions that it has always been a favourite resort of foreigners. Even before the War very many well-to-do foreigners regularly spent some months every year in Dresden. Thus a large English colony grew up there, and it was very interesting to me to learn that one of the principal quarters is called by the people the English Quarter.


  The sights of Dresden are so world-famed that it seems unnecessary for me to enumerate them. First and foremost is the beautiful Zwinger, considered the finest Baroque building in Germany. In some of the large wings various museums are now housed. The celebrated Dresden picture gallery is close to the Zwinger and is regarded as one of the most important collections in the world.


  However, my first pilgrimage was, of course, to the Sistine Madonna, which is the greatest treasure of them all, but with my unaccustomed pen I cannot compete with all that has been written by experts about this work and the others contained in the Dresden gallery.


  No town is so convenient for a hurried visit as Dresden, for everything of importance lies more or less close together. Thus the Grüne Gewölbe, with its glittering gems and the crown jewels of the Saxon kings, is in close proximity to the Zwinger. The castle, formerly the royal palace, was restored at the end of last century, but the restoration has been happily carried out in German Renaissance style.


  The same atmosphere of distinction which is felt here in the neighbourhood of the castle, permeates also the principal streets with their glittering shops which, in my opinion, are certainly among the most beautiful I have yet seen. Perhaps this is partly because the Dresden shopkeepers take our taste into account. Not only is English spoken everywhere and. English notices shown, but the goods are in the main of a quality which appeals to us. Of course, one sees a lot of Dresden and Meissner china, as the factories in the Hauptstrasse have their own tasteful shops.


  Dresden: Music and Excursions


  The musical life of Dresden, famous in the past from the activities here of Richard Wagner and Johann Maria Weber, is worthily carried on by the Dresden Opera, which with the Berlin Opera is the foremost in Germany. The Richard Strauss performances especially bring music-lovers from far and near to the Saxon capital. Every year there are special Festival Weeks at the Dresden Opera.


  I spent one of my most delightful evenings on the Brühlschen Terrace where, on the bank of the Elbe surrounded by the beautiful works of man and fanned by the cool winds coming from Sächsichen Schweiz, one can forget all the ugliness in the world. Thus, I forgot the Leipzig War Memorial, which is certainly a landmark in Leipzig, but did not please me at all.


  From Dresden the most delightful excursions can be made by rail; go where you will, the surroundings are everywhere charming. Here is the Weisse Hirsch with the world-renowned sanatorium Lahmann, there the lovely hunting-lodge of the Wettiners, the Moritzburg. In an hour one is in the middle of Sächsichen Schweiz, and along the whole length of the Elbe there are good hotels. Everywhere are the sunny inn terraces, looking out on white river-boats packed with merry excursionists—in short I can well understand why many of my countrymen have chosen Dresden as their second home.


  From Saxony in a few hours I could easily have reached the Thüringerwald, Weimar (Goethe’s town), the Wartburgstadt Eisenach, and the University town of Jena, but I had not time. I got into an aeroplane and was in Berlin an hour later.


  Arriving in Berlin


  At the Tempelhof Aerodrome I met Tom Sutton, an old friend I had not seen for eighteen years. He has lived a long time in Berlin, where he represents an English textile factory, and he speaks the inimitable Berlin dialect so perfectly that no one would take him for a foreigner, though he still remains a true Englishman.


  We were both sorry that I could only stay in Berlin five days, but he consoled me with the fact that in four days he had an important conference in Hamburg. At that port we could meet again and spend a couple of pleasant evenings together. During the two days that I would be alone in Berlin, I could look into one or two museums, of all of which he confessed his complete ignorance. The guide-book tells me all about them: apparently they are all situated on the so-called “Museum Island,” Unter den Linden. The National Gallery is there with its collection of old masters, the collection of modern artists in the one-time Crown Prince’s palace, the Pergamon Museum which has a most wonderfully complete collection of copies of antique works of art. And then perhaps the most famous of all, the Kaiser-Friedrich Museum with its world-renowned picture galleries. Besides these, Berlin has more than forty museums, but I shall be glad if I can only see the most celebrated.


  “We shall not have to go far to find something unique,” said Tom. “Just look round. You are on the most beautiful and complete flying ground in Europe. It is not a flying ground in the usual sense, but a railway station of the air, and one which is much more beautiful than our old railway stations here. Every quarter of an hour come and go the aeroplanes of the wonderful German air service. However great the traffic in connection with the Olympiad, this marvellous organisation with its great terraces, its hotel, its huge graduated flying ground, will be competent to meet all demands made upon it. But the Germans are never satisfied. Tempelhof, which with its signal lights is a dream of beauty at night (and impresses me more than any museum), is to be made still larger.”


  “Would you like to walk or drive into the town?” I looked at him as if he were mad, and thought of our Croydon, but then I remembered that Tempelhof is hardly a quarter-of-an-hour’s walk from the heart of the city. Nevertheless we took a Lufthansa bus.


  Berlin: Hotels


  Tom had booked a room for me. I had decided beforehand to stay at the Adlon, which is one of the most famous hotels on the Continent, and where to-day one can live in the greatest luxury for 10 marks a day. But I had to give in to my old friend, and he had a surprise for me. Not the fashionable Hotel Esplanade, a favourite of the Kaiser’s, had he chosen for me, nor the Kaiserhof, Hitler’s headquarters before the seizure of power, nor yet the Hotel Eden, which is the liveliest and most amusing of the big hotels, nor the Hotel Bristol, near the Adlon, where one can get a meal for 4.50 marks which would certainly cost three times as much with us. The giant Hotel Excelsior, which is connected with the Anhalter station by an underground escalator and where a thousand rooms await visitors, he only showed me in passing. Of the Fürstenhof, in the busiest part of the city, on the Potsdamer Platz, he remarked that it belonged to the Aschinger concern. I did not enquire further, but the name Aschinger was soon to become known to me.


  Tom Sutton lived in the Knesebeckstrasse in Berlin West, and as a practical man he had taken for me a room at the Hotel-Pension am Steinplatz. He thought that I might well have got tired of big hotels on my travels, and a change would be good for me. This excellently managed house with its charming rooms appealed to me at first sight. It was something after the style of our best family hotels, but in many ways even more comfortable. The charge in the Hotel-Pension am Steinplatz is somewhat over the average Berlin hotel price (9 marks, with private bathroom).


  I must confess that I did not take in everything he told me in his hour-long dissertations. However, I did gather how Berlin is divided up. For visitors to Berlin, two districts are of chief importance, the centre, also called the city—but quite unlike our London city—and the West End, where I am now staying, known as Berlin W., and including the great residential districts of Charlottenburg, Wilmersdorf, Schöneberg and also Grünewald. All this part included in the West End is grouped round the Kurfürstendamm, a seemingly endless and imposing street, which alone I thought gave me the explanation of why Tom was such an admirer of Berlin. The backbone of the inner town is the Unter den Linden, a much shorter street than the Kurfürstendamm, but certainly one of the best worth seeing of any in the world, and in spite of its huge buildings, a friendly one. It combines all the features of our Mall, is at least as interesting as Whitehall, and has shops like Bond Street and hotels like Park Lane.
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  The Government offices are situated partly in the Unter den Linden itself and partly in neighbouring streets. The name of the Wilhelmstrasse, with the new Reich Chancellor’s palace, now Hitler’s residence, is known to the whole world on account of the great conferences which have taken and still take place there. The Foreign Office is also here, so that the Wilhemstrasse ranks with our Downing Street in importance, but it is much longer and more imposing.


  Berlin: Streets and Sights


  The Friedrichstrasse also, one of the best known of Berlin’s streets, crosses the Linden. It is a busy shopping and pleasure street; once it was also the most fashionable, but the West End has to a certain extent conquered it. In spite of this, however, the Friedrichstrasse still means to some the centre of the world, especially to German provincials. The best shopping street, however, is the Leipziger Strasse, going right and left from the Friedrichstrasse, which perhaps may be best compared with our Oxford Street.


  I shall not attempt to describe Berlin. The enumeration of the most important streets and sights would spread over many pages, and I am no competitor of Mr. Baedeker. But I must certainly mention the striking contrast which I experienced under the Lindens, when one suddenly comes from the feverish activity of the Friedrichsstrasse neighbourhood and, in the quiet distinguished world of the Kaiserschloss—in the huge Lustgarten—discovers the university and the museums. A worthier setting for the tomb of the Unknown Soldier could not have been found. The well-proportioned little hall, with the soft light shimmering through, made an unforgettable impression on me.


  Berlin traffic is thickest in the Potsdamer Platz, where nearly a dozen busy streets converge. The traffic tower in the midst of the turmoil is a landmark in Berlin. There are many hotels here, and amongst them the Haus Vaterland, a huge hostelry with a character of its own, where there is a large cinema and coffee-house. I do not know whether all this activity is to everyone’s taste, but to us strangers these evening excursions in the different cities, with their appropriate food and drink, are certainly a pleasure. The Haus Vaterland belongs to the Kempinsky concern, which not only possesses the most famous German wine cellars, but is the proprietor of the favourite wine restaurants in Berlin in the Leipziger Strasse and the Kurfürstendamm, where to-day it is not essential to drink wine, but comparatively cheap and very good food can be had.


  Further east one comes to the Alexanderplatz, also a big traffic centre, where the atmosphere is more that of the suburbs, and in the inns of which the most genuine Berlin types are to be found. It is no chance that the headquarters of the police have been established here. From the roof terraces of the buildings here one gets a good view of the unending bustle of Berlin life.


  On two evenings Tom took me through the side streets off the Friedrichsstrasse which during the day are devoted to commerce but after dark change into one of Berlin’s entertainment centres. Cabarets, bars, dance-halls jostle each other, to suit every taste, but especially that of the German provincial. Formerly the famous nude performances were to be seen here, but one seeks them in vain to-day. The wine shops too have been adapted to suit the political changes.


  Berlin: Cafés and Bars


  I enjoyed myself better in the coffee-houses, restaurants, and entertainment places of the West End. At the Wittenbergplatz begins this endless chain of resorts, and it continues through the Tauentzienstrasse with its side streets as far as the Kurfürstendamm. Most of them are grouped about the Gedächtniskirche, which stands in a peculiar position in the midst of the busiest streets and looks almost like a watch tower guarding Berlin’s night life. Here may be seen also the illuminated advertisements of the great film palaces, of which the largest belong to the Ufa concern of Herr Hugenberg, once so well known politically. The Ufa Palast is the most artistic of these, and leads to the Zoo.


  I was enjoying myself so much everywhere that I should have liked to spend the whole evening strolling about. We visited the most varied collection of bars, and I noted the Kakadu in the Kurfürstendamm, also an elegant dance palace in the Martin Luther Strasse, suitably called Casanova. In the same building as this, in the great Scala variety theatre, we saw a performance. We drank cocktails in the Eden Bar in the beautiful Eden Hotel, which reminded us of our youth together in London; and in the Delphi-Palast in the Hardenbergstrasse I saw that in the West End also it is possible to amuse oneself cheaply. I noticed how good-looking even the more unassuming Berliners are. I had always been told in England that the German women are rather plump, even, to be exact, over-sized. Perhaps this was once true, but now, Tom says, you cannot find even in Paris slimmer or better dressed women than in the Kurfürstendamm.


  If in the afternoon you take a walk along in front of the terraces of the innumerable cafés that line this street, you will see a good selection of them, as in a well-arranged shop window. Café Kranzler—the name has long been known because of the historic café in the Unter den Linden—Café Bristol, Uhlandeck, Café Wien with good Austrian cooking, Café des Westens, are all good cheap places where you can see the life of the Kurfürstendamm flow past you and sit for hours over a cup of coffee. The Romanische Café in the shadow of the Gedächtniskirche was once the rendezvous of the Berlin bohemians.


  Berlin: The Tiergarten


  On your way to the Tiergarten you pass through the Joachimsthaler Strasse, where you will find an excellent automatic buffet with the English name “Quick,” and many good drinking places; then you will come to yet another entertainment centre, also quite near the Kurfürstendamm and the Gedächtniskirche. At the dance-hall Barbarina there were particularly nice girls at the bar. Here in the glittering light of thousands of illuminated advertisements you will find one of the biggest railway stations in Berlin, the Zoo station, a few steps only from the Zoological Garden, where I spent a pleasant afternoon. The Zoo has nothing to do, however, with the Tiergarten I have already referred to; the Tiergarten was once a hunting preserve, but to-day is the biggest park in Berlin, though quite unlike our Hyde Park. Beautiful avenues of trees alternate with romantic lakes and well-kept promenades. The centre of the Tiergarten is intersected by the Siegesallee, with statues of all the German Emperors, which leads to the monumental Reichstag building, the burning of which gave a new turn to German history.


  The Tiergartenstrasse and its side streets were once the most fashionable residential quarter in Berlin, but the huge amount of traffic which streams through the Tiergartenstrasse from the centre of the town to the West End has driven away many of the former residents. Yet this is still the diplomatic quarter of Berlin, and many prominent families have beautiful houses here surrounded by large gardens. The best fashion salons are also here, and in the Budapester Strasse, which takes us back to the Gedächtniskirche.


  From here to the Wittenbergplatz stretches the Tauentzienstrasse, containing the best and most important shops in the West End. This is the promenade of Berlin where, especially in the afternoon, you will find a crowd of people. In the evening, however, everybody walks in the Kurfürstendamm, which in spite of its traffic looks almost like the promenade of a well-known spa.


  Potsdam


  We spent one day in Potsdam, where the mighty ruler of Prussia, Frederick the Great, built his imposing palaces and wonderful gardens right in the midst of this very Prussian town. Here is the Sanssouci with its majestic flights of steps and fairy-like park. We went by car to Potsdam but alighted at Havelufer and walked for some hours round this unique town which, in spite of the fact that some of its buildings are in the French style, is as typical of Germany as any in the Reich. Potsdam too is still remarkable to-day for what is called the “Potsdamer Geist” (esprit de Potsdam), the inhabitants being mostly very aristocratic and including many old army people.


  This excursion to Potsdam gave me the opportunity of confirming Tom’s remark that Berlin, the largest town on the Continent with its four and a half million inhabitants, possesses particularly beautiful and varied surroundings. Although there are no mountains, the Brandenburg Mark where Berlin lies being rather flat, the city is surrounded by an endless chain of lakes, rivers and wooded slopes, where hundreds of excursions may be taken.


  These lakes and the wooded country begin, so to speak, in the middle of the town, with the fashionable residential district of Grunewald adjoining the Kurfürstendamm. Wannsee, Dahlem, Zehlendorf are only a few of these lake and wood-bordered suburbs for which we Londoners may well envy the Berliners.


  The afternoon we spent on the terrace of the Schloss Marquardt, not far from the Potsdam Café, an old nobleman’s residence which was converted into a café-restaurant; the park and the lake which surround it are so beautiful that the Schloss Marquardt is one of Berlin’s most popular of the short excursions.


  Berlin: Shops and Other Things to See


  We also visited the great shops, Karstadt in Neukölln, Tietz und Wertheim in the Leipziger Strasse, K.D.W. in the Tauentzienstrasse. I liked the way they were fitted up, but our London shops are even bigger and perhaps also smarter and more extensive.


  However, I am sure that we have nothing to compare with the huge bathing-place on lake Wannsee. It is reached in twenty minutes from the Zoo station by fast electric trains, and the Berliners here enjoy for a few pence the luxury and the varied amusements of a large lake-side bathing-place. When we came back we got out a few stations before the terminus in order to take the lift up the Radio Tower, half-way up which there is a restaurant with a unique view over Berlin. In the course of a short walk afterwards Tom showed me the great exhibition halls on the Heerstrasse, and the enormous grounds of the Berlin Stadium, which have been made with a speed and perfection rarely equalled, especially for this year’s Olympic games. Somewhat nearer the town lies the one-time Reichskanzlerplatz, now the Adolf Hitlerplatz, which is the centre of an ultra-modern residential district, hardly a decade old.


  When Tom had to leave I industriously and conscientiously visited the museums, and on his advice went to Aschinger’s. This is a vast undertaking which has countless branches in Berlin, and where you can eat very well either standing or sitting. The sandwiches only cost 10 pfennigs, but the most famous specialities are the small sausages and the pea soup with ham, than which there is nothing better to be had.


  I became acquainted with the merits of the best Berlin cooking at the fine Horcher restaurant in the Lutherstrasse. I stayed longer than I meant to at Rosenhayns in the Kurfürstendamm, where on the advice of my friends I chose presents for my family. As a result I was nearly too late for the Parade of the Guard which takes place every Monday, Wednesday and Friday at noon in very festive circumstances with music. The Guard marches from the Rathenow Strasse through the Siegesallee, Brandenburger Tor and the Linden to the Kaiser Franz Josef Platz where the Guard is relieved. This relief of the Guard, which used before the War to be one of the sights of Berlin, was a short time ago reintroduced in its old form.


  I ate very well in one of the Linden cafés, and then strolled with my map in my hand to the Spree, where I found some romantic but busy corners of Old Berlin hidden away from the modern town.


  Hamburg: Hotels


  So I am in Hamburg. I came, of course, by the Flying Hamburger which brought me with amazing speed to the great harbour town. Although this interesting train travels at a greater rate than I have ever before experienced, one sits even more comfortably than in other trains, and hardly notices the terrific speed. The train flashes through the many stations that crowd on this level bit of line, but it is impossible to read their names as one dashes by. The chief railway station in Hamburg is worthy of the importance of the town, though perhaps a bit dark. But the shops which are established in the station itself look all the brighter and more friendly in consequence.


  Tom, who could not come to the station, met me later in the hall of the Hotel Vier Jahreszeiten, which is quite different from my Berlin lodging, but none the less a further proof of Tom’s good taste. The best hotels in Hamburg are not in the neighbourhood of the station, which is scarcely very beautiful, but on the banks of the Alster which, near its mouth, widens out into a lake, and they fit well into the scheme of the town. Hamburg’s main characteristic is its solidity, and this is shared by the hotels. As this great harbour town has the largest foreign traffic in Germany after Berlin and Munich, and is also a gathering place of wealthy people from abroad, it is especially rich in luxury hotels. In the most representative street in Hamburg, the Jungfernstieg, is the recently rebuilt Streit’s Hotel, and further on in the Neuen Jungfernstieg, our splendid hotel, the Vier Jahreszeiten, rather dearer than the ones I had usually stayed at on my journey. But these are the last few days of my trip, so I feel I am justified in being a bit extravagant, especially when I can enjoy staying in a hotel with a great past. The Russian Czar, a member of the German Imperial family, once stayed here, and to-day, even if there are no princely visitors, the Vier Jahreszeiten has a better clientele than is usual even in luxury hotels. Quite near to it on the so-called Aussenalster, is the smaller but hardly less important Palast-Hotel, somewhat cheaper, and the beautiful Baroque building of the Hotel Esplanade. I was sorry that I could not stay at more than one hotel, as the huge and famous Hotel Atlantik has such a glorious position on the Aussenalster. The Atlantik is the dearest, but the prices in these five hotels are on the average under 12 to 14 marks a day for a room with bath, which is reasonable for their service and appointments.
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  Hamburg: The Town and Its People


  Hamburg is not a town which is likely to appeal equally to everyone. There are people who do not care for it at all, who find it cold and formal and who miss the so-called beauty spots. There are others who are more enthusiastic about it than any other town in Germany. It has a strongly characteristic life of its own, and the special style of building is influenced by that life.


  Hamburg is typically German and has the generous large-featured lay-out of the big German towns, yet I felt here that I was half-way home. Perhaps this was on account of the sea air or the shape of the clouds or the evening mist which so reminded me of London. The people also have something in their appearance which strikes one as English, and they are considered by their own countrymen to be too reserved or, as they say, too proud. They do not appear so unreservedly friendly as the people of the south and Central Germany, but when you know them better you get the feeling that these Hamburgers may be trusted. The honesty of the Hamburg merchants is no empty phrase, and in spite of the bad times, which have much affected the great harbour town, they have not changed.


  The social similarity with the English is evidenced by the great number of exclusive clubs, often called Gesellschaften or Vereine, and the segregated club life has developed much more strongly here than elsewhere. The leading circles of Hamburg commercial life will not readily admit new elements. The aristocracy of Hamburg are the patricians, the shipping people, the shipbuilders, the export traders and the stockbrokers.


  The great changes in Germany have not left undisturbed the carefully cherished independence of Hamburg, the onetime Burgher Republic. Its self-sufficiency may be reduced politically, but its moral attitude remains the same.


  Hamburg: Its Buildings


  Old Hamburg has almost completely disappeared, as a great fire about a hundred years ago destroyed most of it. What remains is most picturesque but is no longer characteristic of the Queen of the North Sea. The Hamburgers, in spite of their conservative principles, are modern people who do not cling to the past: anything that hinders the development of the town must go. During the last few years in particular, a large portion of the town has been pulled down to make room for Neu Hamburg Platz. The notorious Gängeviertel, which lies in one of the oldest parts of the town—curiously called Neustadt—is fast disappearing and in a very short time there will be nothing of it left.


  Two builders are responsible for the new town of Hamburg—Fritz Schuhmacher, who as master builder to the town created the different public buildings, schools and the like, which, in spite of their simplicity, are most impressive; and the once much criticised Fritz Höger whom time has more than justified. The beauty of Hamburg’s new buildings lies principally in his commercial palaces, built of red clinker bricks, which are both appropriate and dignified, and dominate the inner town as their masters dominate the shipping and trade of the world. The most famous of these is the Chile-Haus, one of the so-called counting-houses. Adjoining it are many other houses in the same style, such as the Ballinhaus, Sprinkenhof, Mohlenhof and Montanhof. All these are situated between the harbour and the Old Town.


  The counting houses are landmarks in Hamburg and are the most interesting buildings.


  The Wonderful Port of Hamburg


  But for me and, I expect, for most visitors, the town has yet greater delights. First there is the port which, after London, is the largest in Europe. For the tourist it has an advantage over London in that it is much more compact and easier to see. There are circular tours round the harbour, from which one gets the clearest idea of the modernity and size of this huge port, which unfortunately is not all in use to-day. The so-called Freihafen is interesting as one of the most important gateways to the European markets, through which the products of German industry pass to travel all over the world, and on the other hand, foreign goods from all parts make their way to the Continent via Germany’s greatest river, the Elbe, and the network of railways that terminate at Hamburg. The warehouse district alone is so large that it has been reckoned that 30,000 people could be lodged there comfortably. A forest of cranes are at work in Hamburg harbour, and their outlines, together with the smoke stacks and masts of the ships, are an integral and fundamental part of the whole harbour.


  The largest shipbuilding yard in Germany, that of Blohm und Voss, where amongst others the Europa was built, is situated in the harbour district. Eighty different large and small yards are associated with it. Hamburg has nearly 1,200,000 inhabitants. Of these about a third are partially or altogether engaged in shipping or export trade work.


  The large Prussian town of Altona has become one with Hamburg. Although it still has nothing to do with Hamburg’s civic administration, the boundaries between the two towns have long disappeared. When you walk through the famous St. Pauli quarter you will certainly not notice that you have left the territory of the one-time Patrician Republic and are now in Prussia. St. Pauli, the amusement quarter for seafarers, with its main street, the Reeperbahn, where a hundred places of entertainment of very varied character jostle each other, was once not merely famous but infamous. To-day St. Pauli has lost much of its former character and the dark, dangerous drinking places have almost entirely disappeared. The Reeperbahn is still amusing, but in its side streets I could not find any of the gruesome sights which my friends, who had been in Hamburg before the War, described to me so vividly. Like our Whitechapel, Hamburg’s St. Pauli has been disciplined into order and security.


  Hamburg: Cafés and the Zoo


  One still finds in St. Pauli some unique small drinking places of an exotic character, but the most common are the light-flooded entertainment palaces, amongst which is the Alkazar, one of the best varieties in Germany, with very up-to-date stage devices. Its non-stop programme lasts from the afternoon till the early morning. The northern people of Hamburg have, like all northerners, a certain yearning for southern cheerfulness. Thus in the Reeperbahn there are Bavarian and Tyrolese resorts such as the Zillertal, which with their noisy crowds are very popular. In the funny little Hippodrome, the “beauties” of the district ride round on gentle horses, and even if the reputation of these places has somewhat faded, you can still find seafaring men of all nations drinking their glass of beer and keeping an eye open for their girl.
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  The name of Hagenbeck is closely bound up with Hamburg; the Hagenbeck family invented the new kind of animal park, where the animals are not kept in cages as formerly, but in comparative freedom in their own natural surroundings. The Hagenbeck animal park at Stellungen, which is not in Hamburg but in Altona, is the most beautiful zoo I have yet seen. Here also there are good cafés and beer gardens, but Hamburg has so many of these that it is difficult to say which are the best. The Alsterpavillon, a charming café built in the Alster, is one of the chief centres of Hamburg life and, particularly in summer, is extremely attractive. Here in the midst of a great town, only a few steps from the principal shopping streets, gathers a crowd of sporting young people of Hamburg, and countless rowing and sailing boats circle round, the seagulls of the Alster flap through the air and sweet music plays.


  One must undertake a longer journey to get to the Uhlenhorster Fährhaus, but it is certainly worth going there by carriage or tram. One of the finest inns in Germany is to be found there in very beautiful country.


  Hamburg can offer so much that I shall miss in London: you can sit and eat and drink in the open air. I had to taste the most celebrated speciality of Hamburg cooking, the eel-soup, which with its complicated preparation is only to be compared with the bouillabaisse of Marseilles. If less than 2 lb. of the thickest eels are used for this soup, the true Hamburger scorns it. Very good too are Hamburger Rundstücke, warm rolls spread with meat and covered with a brown sauce.


  The Hamburg shops are as restrained as the town generally, but the initiated can find in the Jungfernstieg and its neighbouring streets, Alter Wall, Neuer Wall and Grosse Bleiche, a lot of good old-established firms which deal in the best quality goods.


  Though in Hamburg I felt so much at home, I was really not so sorry it was now time for me to return. I was tired of hotel life and began to long for my fireside and easy chair.


  Bremen


  All the same I am glad that in Bremen, before my boat sailed for Southampton, I had the opportunity of glancing at this second largest harbour town of Germany. Bremen, like the third of the Hanseatic towns on the Ostsee, Lübeck, has retained much more of its original character than Hamburg. Round the fine market-place are old streets of great beauty, with patrician houses which witness to the dignity, the immense wealth and the highly developed taste of old Bremen. Bremen, the oldest of Germany’s ports, has played her part in world trade for over a thousand years, though she has now lost a good deal to Hamburg. Opposite the medieval Rathaus, in front of which Bremen’s landmark, the Roland Denkmal, has kept watch for centuries, I enjoyed a parting bottle of shimmering gold Moselle wine in the Bremer Ratskeller, where some of the best and oldest wine in Germany is stored. Here I so far forgot myself that I nearly missed my train to Bremen harbour.


  I had to spend just a moment in the Böttcherstrasse, which was built and presented to the town by the industrial magnate Roselius, the proprietor of the Hag coffee works. Unique houses, some of them built in an ancient German style, shoulder each other in the Böttcherstrasse. I was not able to see the many art collections which are here assembled.


  ...


  On the deck of the Bremen I said good-bye to Tom and to Germany. Both very difficult. I know I have employed my time quite well, I have seen and experienced a great deal, but at the same time recognised how very short has been this my first visit to Germany. What I have managed to see I want to see again, what I have not seen I must see some other time. I have learnt to love travelling—and Germany yet more. I must go back there.
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  HOLLAND


  WHEN one is faced with the difficult task of describing the charms; characteristics, etc., of a country one loves and knows intimately, one is apt to pause in bewilderment at the vastness of the subject. For it is not so simple as Karel Capek, the Czechoslovak author and dramatist, once put it when he described Holland and the Dutch: “You take a bit of sea, fence it in and pump it out and at the bottom is left a deposit to which a respectable slice of Europe, by means of its rivers, has supplied its best swampy soil and the sea its finest sand. The Dutchman drains it and sows grass there, the cows feed on the grass, the Dutchman milks the cows and makes cheese which, at Gouda or Alkmaar, is sold to England.…”


  Not All Windmills


  It has been justly remarked that chief among the many reasons that prompt the foreign tourist to visit Holland is the fact that he knows he can find here numerous relics of the past—old architecture, old paintings, old-fashioned costumes. But, really and truly, Holland is not an open-air museum. One cannot “do” Holland in a couple of days. Volendam and Marken, the baggy trousers and the wooden shoes are very nice; the women and girls of the small island of Marken, in picturesque costumes and with glossy curls, are very sweet indeed. But neither Volendam, the famous fishing village, nor Marken, symbolises the Netherlands, nor does every Dutchman wear wooden clogs. Gin is not the national beverage, nor is Schiedam the capital of Holland. The windmills have not been built merely to provide touristic stage-scenery, and the canal barge is not the most popular means of transport in the country.


  No, the foreign visitor will do well to realise that the wooden clogs and the baggy trousers with picturesque patches do not exhaust the worth-while sights in Holland. This beautiful country, progressive in every respect, has far more interesting and beautiful things to offer. It has excellent roads, modern railways, fine motor-bus services all over the country, and modern airports. The people are friendly and courteous, especially towards Englishmen and Americans. And although one might agree with Mr. Shaw, who refuses to feel at home when he is travelling abroad, it is very convenient to know that English is very widely spoken in Holland, so that you can make your wishes known practically everywhere without the slightest inconvenience.


  No Visa Required


  Now for some general information. British and American subjects must have passports, but no visa is required. Luggage registered to points in Holland is examined at the port of entry. On the railways a supplementary fee of 80 cents (about 2s.) is charged for using the “D” or corridor trains, unless it is stated on your ticket that these charges are included in the fare paid. Third class passengers are only admitted to the dining cars for the principal meals. No free allowance for luggage is granted, except on some international tickets, when the weight of the free allowance is stated on the ticket, apart from a reasonable amount of hand luggage, as much as can be accommodated under the seat and on the rack. The width of rack space to which the passenger is entitled is equal to the width of the allotted seating accommodation. On local railways children from 4 to 10 years travel at half fares. Children under 4 years of age are carried free if accompanied by an adult and not occupying a separate seat. Trams and motor-buses within city limits usually charge between 10 Dutch cents and 12½ Dutch cents per stage. There are no different classes in the trams or motor-buses. Don’t tip the conductor of the tram or bus. They are all well paid, and only in rare cases of unusual helpfulness need you give a tip of 5 Dutch cents (1½d.). Hotel and restaurant tips generally amount to 10 per cent. of the bill. On restaurant bills up to 1 florin (2s. 6d.) and hotel bills up to 2½ florins (about 7s.) the tip should be 15 per cent.


  And now, what is there to see and do in Holland? Let me begin with a brief summary. No doubt you will want to see the bulb-fields, which cover approximately the region between Leyden and Haarlem. The bulbs bloom in April and May. Flowers are best in Aalsmeer (near Amsterdam). Shrubs at Boskoop (near Gouda).


  Yachting is to be had on the Frisian lakes; in the lake district near Leyden, where there is a water sports week (Kaag-week, July 18th-21st); on the Zuyderzee, the Loosdrecht lakes, and on the Zeeland waters.


  The Castle district lies chiefly round and to the east of Arnhem.


  Longest Air Line


  A visit to the Amsterdam aerodrome (Schiphol) and/or to Rotterdam itself is really very interesting. Amsterdam is the starting-point of the world’s longest air-line, the 9,000 mile air route to Dutch India, with two departures every week at each end. There are excellent golf links at Domburg (near Flushing and Middelburg), The Hague, Noordwijk (near Leyden), Zandvoort, Hilversum (between Amsterdam and Utrecht), Zeist (near Utrecht), Breda, Arnhem, Oostvoorne, Bois-le-Duc, Hattem, Hengelo, Eindhoven and Rotterdam. Bathing is the same practically all along the coast. Holland is noted for its fine, wide sandy beaches and its beautiful sand-dunes everywhere. Furthermore, there are indoor swimming pools as well as open-air bathing pools all over the country, in the midst of balmy woods. At Boekelo (Overijsel province) there is even a salt-water bathing establishment, run as an extension of the salt mine there. Places where typically Dutch costumes are still worn are: the whole of Zeeland, the fishing villages of Scheveningen (quite near The Hague), Volendam and the island of Marken (near Amsterdam), Bunschoten, Spakenburg and at Staphorst, near Zwolle


  It would be impossible to include in a travelogue like this all the sights of Holland. But all necessary information, including the planning of trips and advice in all directions, can be obtained at the Official Tourist Information Office, 102 Lange Voorhout, The Hague, and its branch offices in the places mentioned below. And remember, this Official Tourist Information Office is not a travel agency. All information, all booklets, all advice, and plans for trips, etc., are given free of charge. No tourist need feel under any obligation. He is welcome!


  All information concerning touring in Holland, guidebooks, maps, etc., can be obtained from:


  THE OFFICIAL TOURIST INFORMATION OFFICE, 102 Lange Voorhout, The Hague.


  Branch offices:


  ALKMAAR, Waaggebouw.


  ALMELO, Grootestraat 80.


  AMERSFOORT, Stationsplein 8a.


  AMSTERDAM, Muntplein 12.


  APELDOORN, Stationsplein.


  ARNHEIM, Stationsplein 13.


  BAARN, Stationsplein.


  BERGEN (N.H.), Kerkplein.


  BILTHOVEN, Julianalaan 8a.


  BOIS-LE-DUC, Markt 73.


  BREDA, Catharinastraat 8.


  BUSSUM, Vlietlaan 5.


  DELFT, Markt 45.


  DORDRECHT, Bagijnhof 1.


  FLUSHING, Town Hall or Walstraat 44.


  GOES, Groote Markt 24.


  GRONINGEN, Groote Markt 23.


  HAARLEM, Stationsplein.


  HILVERSUM, Stationsplein.


  LEEUWARDEN, Stationsplein.


  LEIDEN, Stationsplein.


  MAASTRICHT, Kesselkade 65.


  MIDDELBURG, Markt 14.


  NOORDWIJK, Stationsplein.


  NIJMEGEN, Stationsplein.


  OOSTERBEEK, Annastraat B 53.


  ROTTERDAM, Noordblaak 13.


  UTRECHT, Verkeershuis, Catharijnebrug.


  VELP, Hoofdstraat 54.


  VENLO, Parade 1.


  ZANDVOORT, Stationsplein.


  ZEIST, 2e Dorpsstraat 29a.


  ZWOLLE, Terborchstraat 18.


  THE ROYAL TOURING CLUB OF HOLLAND, 18 Parkstraat, The Hague.


  Branch Offices:


  AMSTERDAM, Keizersgracht 590.


  ARNHEM, Willemsplein 5.


  MAASTRICHT, Stationsstraat 3.


  THE ROYAL NETHERLANDS AUTOMOBILE CLUB, 10 Lange Vijverberg, The Hague.


  Branch Offices:


  ALMELO, Grootestraat 80.


  AMSTERDAM, Weteringschans 120.


  ARNHEM, Velperbinnensingel 1.


  BOIS-LE-DUC, Hooge Steenweg 29.


  BREDA, Catharinastraat 8.


  GRONINGEN, Groote Markt 23.


  MAASTRICHT, Breedestraat 10.


  UTRECHT, Catharijnebrug.


  For the Motorist


  And now a few introductory remarks for the benefit of the tourist who travels by road. Holland is a land where motoring is made easy. Once in possession of the triptique or carnet de passage en douane you may temporarily import your car duty free, avoiding the deposit of 20.64 per cent. of its value. All necessary documents, including the international fiscal permit and international driving licence, may be readily obtained through the A.A. or R.A.C. The Customs can also grant a driving licence for eight days, but for longer periods the foreign driver must have the international certificates. Cars with British numbers, if the owner has an international fiscal permit, pay no road tax for 90 days in each year. Others need a card from the Customs, valid 3, 15, 30 or 60 days, and costing respectively one-fortieth, one-twentieth, one-tenth or one-fifth the annual tax of 8 florins (about 1 guinea) per 100 kg. (minimum 64 florins or 8 guineas). Cars with American numbers may get a Dutch number and driving licence through the Royal Netherlands Automobile Club (K.N.A.C.), or the Royal Touring Club of Holland (A.N.W.B.). Dutch roads are generally good and well sign-posted by both clubs. Most of them possess an excellent asphalt or concrete surface, while others are paved with bricks. An important feature is the provision of separate paths for cyclists and, not infrequently, for pedestrians. The rule of the road is that of the majority of other Continental countries: keep to the right! Garages are plentiful and the country is dotted with service-stations. As English is widely spoken, the motorist will not have the slightest trouble when in need of petrol or other supplies.


  No motorist should be without the extremely little useful booklet Motoring in Holland, which can be obtained free of charge at any of the offices of the Official Tourist Information Office or the Automobile Club or Touring Club, and which contains an excellent description of routes and tours through Holland. Just to indicate the importance and usefulness of this little booklet, we quote from the contents:


  I. ROADS FROM ENGLAND, BELGIUM AND GERMANY TO THE PRINCIPAL TOWNS IN HOLLAND


  Route


  
    
      	1.

      	(Harwich), Flushing, Moerdyk, Dordrecht, Rotterdam, The Hague, Leiden, Haarlem, Amsterdam. (Alternatives: Flushing, Domburg, Middelburg and Leiden, Haarlemmermeer, Amsterdam).
    


    
      	1a.

      	Flushing, Breda, Utrecht, Amsterdam.
    


    
      	2.

      	(Harwich), Hook of Holland, The Hague.
    


    
      	3.

      	(Dover), Ostend, Flushing.
    


    
      	4.

      	Brussels, Antwerp, Moerdyk, Rotterdam, The Hague, Amsterdam.
    


    
      	5.

      	Liége, Maastricht, Nymegen, Arnhem, Wageningen, Utrecht. (Alternatives: Nymegen, Tiel, Amerongen, and Arnhem, Ede, Utrecht, here branching out to Amsterdam, The Hague and Rotterdam.)
    


    
      	6.

      	Aix-la-Chapelle, Roermond, Eindhoven, Bois-le-Duc, Zalt-Bommel (fork to Gorinchem and Rotterdam), Utrecht, The Hague and Amsterdam.
    


    
      	7.

      	Duren, Roermond, Eindhoven, Tilburg, Breda, Dordrecht, Rotterdam, The Hague.
    


    
      	8.

      	Coblenz, Cologne, Cleve, Nymegen, Arnhem, Woudenberg, here branching out to Amsterdam, The Hague and Rotterdam.
    


    
      	8a.

      	Arnhem, Emmerich, Wesel.
    


    
      	8b.

      	Hannover, Osnabruck, Rheine, Enschede, Delden, Arnhem.
    

  


  II. TOURS THROUGH HOLLAND


  A.—FROM AMSTERDAM


  
    
      	9.

      	To the towns in NORTH HOLLAND.
    


    
      	

      	Amsterdam, Monnikendam, Marken, Volendam, Hoorn, Enkhuizen, Medemblik, Alkmaar, Bergen, Haarlem, Amsterdam.
    


    
      	 10.

      	To the GOOI and the wooded districts of UTRECHT.
    


    
      	

      	Amsterdam, Naarden, Huizen, Laren, Baarn, Amersfoort, Doorn, Zeist, Hilversum, Amsterdam.
    


    
      	11.

      	To GUELDERLAND.
    


    
      	

      	Amsterdam, Breukelen, Utrecht, Doorn, Rhenen, Wageningen, Arnhem, Dieren, Zutphen, Apeldoorn, Lake of Uddel, Nunspeet, Harderwyk, Amersfoort, Baarn, Laren, Amsterdam.
    


    
      	12.

      	To GUELDERLAND, including the Achterhoek.
    


    
      	12a.

      	A Tour of the Castle district.
    


    
      	13.

      	To the ZUIDERZEE enclosing dam, to FRIESLAND and back again.
    


    
      	

      	Amsterdam, Zaandam, Alkmaar, Sneek, Bolsward, Harlingen, Leeuwarden, Drachten, Olterterp, Heerenveen, Steenwyk, Giethoorn, Zwolle, Amersfoort, Amsterdam.
    


    
      	13a.

      	Groningen, Assen, Zwolle, Amersfoort, Amsterdam.
    


    
      	14.

      	To GRONINGEN, DRENTHE and OVERIJSSEL.
    


    
      	

      	Amsterdam, Amersfoort, Apeldoorn, Deventer, Zwolle, Meppel, Heerenveen, Olterterp, Groningen, Zuidlaren, Assen, Gieten, Emmen, Coevorden, Ommen, Raalte, Almelo, Delden, Lochem, Zutphen, Arnhem, Amsterdam.
    

  


  B.—FROM THE HAGUE


  
    
      	15.

      	To DE KAAG, ALPHEN and LEIDEN.
    


    
      	

      	The Hague, Den Deyl, Sassenheim, De Kaag, Alphen, Leiden, Voorburg, The Hague.
    


    
      	16.

      	To DE KAAG, ALPHEN and GOUDA.
    


    
      	

      	The Hague, Den Deyl, Sassenheim, De Kaag, Alphen, Gouda, Moerkapelle, Zoetermeer, Leidschendam, Voorburg, The Hague.
    

  


  Owing to Holland’s situation at the cross-roads of the Western European Continent, as well as on account of its position as a centre of international trade, shipping, finance, transport and traffic of all kinds, the Dutch are very cosmopolitan-minded, and this is impressed upon all their activities in the field of tourism. In the large cities, Amsterdam, Rotterdam, The Hague, Utrecht, Arnhem, as well as in the well-known seaside resorts like Scheveningen, Zandvoort, Noordwijk, there are up-to-date hotels that are second to none in the world’s large towns, offering their patrons all the comforts and conveniences they may reasonably demand at extremely reasonable rates. Thus, for instance, a first-class hotel at Amsterdam, on the river Amstel, charges a maximum of 5 to 6 florins (12s. to 15s.) for a room with bathroom. Second-class—but also very good and fashionable hotels—charge 3.50 florins (8s. 6d.) for a room and bath, while very satisfactory rooms in perfectly good small hotels may be had at 2.50 florins (6s. 6d.). Breakfast is included in all cases. And what a breakfast! The British are known for their elaborate breakfast, including porridge, smoked haddock, ham and eggs, toast, and marmalade or jam. Now, owing to the international atmosphere in Holland, which also extends to the culinary domain, there is no difficulty at all in getting a real English breakfast in practically any place in Holland. But you ought to try a Dutch breakfast, which consists of bread and butter, real Dutch rusks, cheese, eggs, ham and smoked beef, honey, jam, rye-bread, currant buns, and the like. If you partake of this meal with the same heartiness as it is offered, in nine cases out of ten you are sure to forget about lunch altogether, and perhaps you will not be ready for another meal till dinner time. However, if you insist on having a midday meal, all restaurants serve luncheon at an average price of 1 florin (2s. 6d.) to 1.50 florins (4s.). A very popular light meal at noon is the so-called Dutch “koffietafel” (“coffee meal,” because in most cases coffee is drunk with it), consisting of bread and butter and a great variety of meats and cheese.


  Eats, Eats, Eats


  This satisfactory light meal may be had in every town and village at prices ranging from as little as 40 cents (1s.) to 1 florin (2s. 6d.). The food in Holland is very good and pure, guaranteed to be so by the very strict food laws. The cuisine is frequently modelled on the French pattern. Since the “cafeterias” or “quick-lunch counters” started their triumphal march through Holland one can choose from an endless list of dishes at any hour of the day at extremely low prices. Many of these establishments are run on the no tips system, while in some others 10 per cent. is added to the amount of the bill at the pay desk. For 25 to 40 cents (8d. to 10d.) you may have a hot dish, such as thick pea soup with sausage, or hotchpot with mashed potatoes and smoked sausage, both national winter dishes.


  Dinner, in the international style, is served at the good class hotels at 1.50 florins to 2.50 florins (4s. to 6s. 6d.), and at the first-class hotels and luxury restaurants at 3 florins to 5 florins (8s. to 13s.). But even the first-class hotels in the large towns and the luxurious “palace” hotels in watering places like Scheveningen, Noordwijk, etc., quote very attractive terms for full board and lodging. At Scheveningen, for instance, the most expensive “palace” hotel charges a guinea for a room and full board, while other first-class hotels charge inclusive rates of 5 florins to 6 florins per day (13s. to 15s. 6d.). Finally, in the very good family hotels full board and lodging may be had at 3.50 florins (8s. 6d.) per day. Inclusive terms in first-class hotels in the country are 4.50 florins to 5 florins per day (12s. to 13s.).


  And Drinks


  On the question of drinks little need be said. There are no restrictions as to the hours during which strong drinks may be purchased. One can have real Dutch gin at any licensed café or restaurant at any time between 8 a.m. and midnight, in Amsterdam even till 1 o’clock in the morning. A “single” gin costs 20 to 25 cents (5d. to 6½d.), a whisky 60 cents (1s. 3d.). Speaking of gin, there is one place in Amsterdam which no tourist must miss. In the Pijlsteeg (Arrow Lane)—a narrow little street near the Dam Square—is the three-centuries-old liqueur distillery of Wynand Fockinck. In a small room whose walls are decorated with antique flasks and bottles, behind an immaculately clean scrubbed wooden counter, an elderly lady and an old man in shirtsleeves serve the famous drinks of the firm. You may choose from over a hundred different kinds of liqueurs, in the same old way as their ancestors did three hundred years ago. Bearing in mind the centuries-old tradition of the place, you must perform the time-honoured ritual of the first sip. Nowhere in Amsterdam is the glass filled right to the brim as it is in this little room which, with its wooden floor, resembles “Ye Olde Cheshire Cheese” in Fleet Street. It is impossible to lift the glass without spilling part of the contents. Therefore, at the moment the stranger stretches out his hand to take up his glass, the old man in shirtsleeves solemnly warns him: “Don’t take it up! Sip it!” You have to stoop down and sip it! Only when the danger of spilling the liqueur has been lessened are you allowed to take the glass in your hand.


  Beer is a very popular drink in Holland, and it is often drunk with dinner or hot lunch. Of course, there are wines for every taste, and a great variety of mineral waters and fruit drinks for those who do not care for alcoholic beverages.


  Manners


  Although generally speaking the customs of the Dutch, their etiquette, their manner of salutation, do not differ very much from the universal, there are nevertheless some points you will do well to bear in mind if you do not wish to be considered a “queer bird.” For instance, it is not customary in Holland for men to walk arm in arm. This intimacy is reserved for the ladies and, of course, for married and engaged couples. In the matter of salutation, courtesy in Holland demands that men should greet each other by raising their hats. Only very close friends may wave a hand or exchange a cheery “hello.” And when a gentleman meets a lady acquaintance in the street he raises his hat without waiting for the lady to greet him or to smile at him.


  What coffee-stalls are to London, herring stalls are to the Dutch. Working-class people in particular like to eat a herring at a stall. This is not quite the thing for the tourist to buy a herring at a herring stall. But you may be interested to watch the typical street scene of an Amsterdam labourer holding up the boned fish by the tail, bending his head back and swallowing the fish at one big gulp.


  Amsterdam is a very convenient centre for the visitor who wishes to have permanent headquarters from which to make short trips to the various parts of the country he wishes to see. In fifty minutes the electric, train brings you to The Hague, and by the same line Rotterdam can be reached in seventy minutes. Between Amsterdam and The Hague lie Haarlem and Leiden, and between The Hague and Rotterdam, Delft, three towns which no visitor to Holland should miss seeing. A short distance north of Amsterdam lie the quaint old towns of Edam (with Volendam and Marken) and Monnikendam; a little farther are Hoorn, Enkhuizen, Medenblik, and the more widely known Alkmaar, famous for its cheese market on Fridays.


  This cheese market is immensely interesting. The round, red and golden Edam cheeses sold here have been rolling round the world since the fifteenth century, carrying the story of picturesque Holland, land of meadows, canals, windmills and bulbs to the far ends of the earth. Millions of these brightly coloured cheese globes find their way annually to the shelves of shops in distant lands. To those who have seen the famous cheese market in Alkmaar these cheese globes recall pictures of farmers dressed in their Sunday best with brightly painted clogs arriving in carts on the cheese market every Friday morning. There the cheese is sold in much the same way as centuries ago, and shipped to almost every part of the world.


  Alkmaar


  Alkmaar itself, with its many old buildings, old walls and narrow canals spanned by the typical old drawbridges, recalls memories of olden times, when Alkmaar was surrounded by large lakes, connected with the sea. Then Alkmaar was a far-famed commercial town.


  The last stronghold of erstwhile “big business” is now the cheese market. Every year thousands of people flock to Alkmaar to see the lively spectacle of the cheese market, which is a feast of colour against the background of the old Weigh House, in front of which are the cheese carriers in the quaint costume of their corporation, the farmers and their wives, and the crowd of spectators. The preparations start the night before. From barge and wagon the cheeses are rapidly thrown, by twos, into the outstretched hands of men that pass them on to others who, resting on their knees, deftly arrange them in rectangular piles. Here and there you see a man giving the bright globes another polish with a cloth steeped in linseed oil. The large piles have come from dairy works, the smaller ones from farms. They are all covered with sackcloth and a thick layer of fresh grass for the night. Early on Friday morning the preparations are continued. Newly arrived barges in the adjacent canal, brightly painted farmers’ wagons of all shapes and descriptions, including the high-wheeled “Tin Lizzy,” discharge their cargoes in the market place, which is soon covered with thousands of round cheeses.


  Meanwhile, in the Weigh House, the “trays” for carrying the cheese are piled up high. Over the door of the Weigh House, which contains four pairs of huge scales, is inscribed Solomon’s admonition: “A false balance is abomination to the Lord, but a just weight is his delight.” As soon as the market, surrounded by many casual visitors and tourists, has been opened, buyers and sellers start slapping each other’s palms in a seemingly mysterious ritual while bargaining over the price. Then the chief actors of the day come to the fore. They are the guild of cheese bearers appointed by the municipality, powerful, clean-shaven fellows, decked out in snow-white clothes, their heads covered with broad-brimmed straw hats lacquered in green, blue, red or yellow shades, matching the “trays” they are handling.


  After the ceremonious weighing the “trays” are quickly carried to barges lying near and rolled through a wooden trough into the holds. So the cheeses start on their rolling tour round the world. And at the first stroke of noon all eyes are fastened on the dial of the Weigh House clock, because at that moment a mechanical trumpeter appears under the dial sounding a merry tune. Little mechanical horsemen gallop to the charge and the carillon of bells begins to peal out its music, playing first the national anthem, then some folk-songs, and finally the latest music-hall tunes, the whole lasting almost uninterruptedly for an hour.


  Seaside Resorts


  In sixteen minutes the electric train brings you from Amsterdam to the busy, popular seaside town of Zandvoort. Near Leyden is the fashionable seaside resort of Noordwyk, while the world-famous Scheveningen is almost one with The Hague, the seat of the World Court, the International Permanent Court of Justice, housed in Carnegie’s gift to the world—the magnificent Peace Palace.


  To the east of Amsterdam lie Bussum, Hilversum and Baarn, garden cities in the real sense of the word; not far away, on the erstwhile Zuiderzee, you will find the typical fishing villages of Bunschoten and Spakenburg, and, further along, in the most beautiful surroundings, Utrecht, one of the oldest towns in Holland, which boasts a “Ratskeller” (Town Hall cellar) dating back to the ninth century. Here you can have an excellent lunch or dinner.


  The tourist should not miss paying a visit to Arnhem and Nimeguen; or, alternatively, to Leeuwarden and Groningen. Zeeland (Flushing, Middelburg, Veere, Goes) still remains the most picturesque province of Holland, where the old, elegant national costumes have been best preserved. Brabant (the capital of which is Bois-le-Duc) and Limburg (capital Maastricht) are provinces of a very different character, but nevertheless well worth visiting. The train journey from Amsterdam to Arnhem takes 1½ hours, to Leeuwarden 3½ hours, and to Masstricht 5 hours.


  Amsterdam


  Amsterdam, the town of a thousand bridges (to be correct, there are 400 of them, which is a very respectable figure), with its tree-bordered canals, its art treasures, would require an entire volume to be dealt with properly. But Amsterdam is not an antiquated place, a Mecca for those who love the old and quaint. Amsterdam is the pulse of the Netherlands as regards commerce and shipping. Although taxi-cabs are very cheap—about 40 cents (1s.) a journey within the town, though you cannot tip a taxi-driver less than 15 or 20 cents (4d. to 6d.)—seeing Amsterdam from the water is a revelation. There are many interesting trips that can be made by boat along the canals in Amsterdam, as well as from Amsterdam to many interesting places in the neighbourhood.


  Another interesting phenomenon in Amsterdam, and in Holland generally, are the throngs of cyclists speeding through the crowded streets. In the whole of Holland (8,000,000 inhabitants, of which about 10 per cent. live in Amsterdam) there are some 3,000,000 bicycles in daily use, one to every three people, including babies and centenarians. This machine is the most democratic conveyance. Labourers, farm hands, clergymen, members of the Government, generals, school children, clerks, shop girls, all ride on their bicycles daily to and from their different occupations. Even Queen Wilhelmina and Princess Juliana occasionally enjoy a spin, even in winter. At The Hague it is quite a common thing to see members of Parliament, as well as Cabinet Ministers, come to the meetings of the First and Second Chambers on bicycles. There is even a regiment of cyclists in the Dutch army. Like other regiments, this cyclists’ regiment has its own military band. And the musicians play their trumpets and flutes riding on their bikes! The drum is attached to the frame of the drummer’s machine, the steering being done by operating the pedals in a mysterious and ingenious way. This may be seen in Breda, in the province of Brabant. In Amsterdam and elsewhere the policemen patrol their beats in pairs on bicycles. Of course, this overwhelming and ever-growing flood of bicycles has caused a permanent parking problem. Every available corner is needed for parking. Clusters of bicycles round the trees and lampposts outside the Royal Palace at Amsterdam are a typical scene in the capital. You can even see bicycles hanging by meat-hooks from the rails outside houses.


  Tulip Time


  Bicycles also play a prominent part in the unorganised “flower procession” at tulip time. Children and grownups in many Dutch homes prepare patiently for a day in April or early May, when they startle the world with a blaze of beauty and colour. In the cosy, heated rooms of their homes they nurture hyacinth and tulip bulbs in bulb glasses or in small pots filled with wet sand. And while the snowstorms rage outside the house is filled with the scent of hyacinths, a fragrant promise of spring. But of course this is only a temporary compensation and cannot be compared with the glorious splendour of the endless square fields of red, blue, yellow, rosy and creamy white tulips, hyacinths and daffodils that scent the air all over the bulb region between Haarlem and The Hague on a fine warm day in April.


  Properly speaking, there is only one bulb Sunday, one day on which all the bulb fields around Haarlem are at their best and in full flower, on which their magnificence reaches its peak. Weeks in advance special correspondents from the “bulb front” inform the newspapers of the progress of the “bulb army,” how the tulips and hyacinths keep slowly and gently marching on and on and up and up, how the colours in the fields are brightening day by day from faint shades to flaming colours.


  Tourist clubs aid in circulating information. Maps are drawn up and distributed freely, so that everyone may know how “the land lies” in tulip land. Then come the thrilling, the exhilarating preparations, as a tangible proof that spring is right at the door and summer no longer far away. Those of the Dutch who do not use their bicycles all through summer and winter—their number is very small!—and have put them away for the winter with a lavish coating of vaseline as a protection against rust, now bring them down from the attics and start a regular feast of cleaning and oiling and varnishing. The tyres are pumped up and, if necessary, repaired and tried, and everything is put in order, for you never can tell—next Sunday may be Bulb Sunday!


  Gay Exodus


  Then, one bright Sunday morning, as if obeying a mysterious command given out on the previous Saturday evening to all men, women and children, members of the honourable order of the steel steed, all mount their shining bicycles and make for the bulb fields. It is an ever-growing happy-faced and brightly-attired procession of cyclists that comes pouring out of towns on to roads and cyclists’ paths. They are all out for the same purpose, all animated by the same desire, the joyous annual pilgrimage to King Tulip and Queen Hyacinth, holding a festive reception in Tulip Land. And as the guests reach the glorious fields, they disperse all over them, trudging along narrow paths, carrying away huge bundles of flowers for a few pence, or garlands to hang round their necks and adorn their bicycles and motor-cars. And then towards evening the procession of hundreds of thousands of Dutchmen—and many thousand of tourists from every part of Europe, too—who have performed their annual joyous pilgrimage to the bulbs, start off in the opposite direction, carrying the sweet scents and tender colours of spring right back to the very heart of the town, bringing sunshine and fragrance to even the humblest dwellings.


  And now, what about speeding across the sea at 60 miles an hour in a motor-car—or somewhat slower in a motorbus—to the northern provinces of Friesland and Groningen? This may be safely done over the 20-mile long and 300-feet wide dam across the Zuiderzee. This dam is part of the Zuiderzee reclaiming scheme which involves a total cost of some £120,000,000, and by which 550,000 acres of new territory is to be won. The first of four polders covering an area of 50,000 acres is already under cultivation, so that you can also drive on the bottom of the sea, really quite a thrilling and absolutely novel sensation. It is an unusual experience to drive along this barrier dam on a fine morning, when after a few miles the coast of North Holland grows dimmer and dimmer, until it is finally swallowed up in a haze. Speeding on along the green, sometimes tempestuous waters, the faint coastline of the other side is soon discerned, in much the same manner as when you approach a coast by sea. But of course it is absolutely worth while making a trip along the coasts of the Zuiderzee in a leisurely manner in the course of a few days, visiting all the characteristic old fishing villages where people very often have preserved their national costumes.


  Picturesque Zeeland


  As the Dutch southern province of Zeeland, situated between the West Scheldt and East Scheldt rivers and comprising a set of small islands, is more or less isolated from the rest of Holland, in spite of the fact that the huge Scheldt dyke connects them with the mainland, the inhabitants of these beautiful islands have retained more than anywhere else in the Netherlands their remarkable costumes and customs. In spring the islands fully deserve the name of “the flower gardens of Zeeland,” because the old, intensely cultivated orchards behind neatly trimmed green hedges, amidst the most picturesque architecture one can imagine, are then all gloriously in bloom, providing a source of pure delight for the visitor. Zeeland has the very appropriate motto “I struggle and keep my head above water” inscribed on its coat of arms. For nowhere in the Netherlands can one see more easily the methods by which the water has been driven off the land and held at bay than in this province. Every island of Zeeland has its own traditions of costumes and customs. Those in the know can easily tell by the shape of the bonnet or cap, or by the shawl or the coat, on which island the wearer lives. Thursday is market day at Middelburg, in the centre of the island of Walcheren, 4 miles from the seaport of Flushing. On that day, as in a well planned Easter procession, the Zeelanders even from the remotest islands come to the market-place in carriages or on bicycles. There, in front of the old Town Hall, they buy and sell in their picturesque costumes, providing a scene of unusual charm and beauty. By the way, this market-place is always the busiest spot in Middelburg. It is here that on Sunday afternoons the sturdy old men, in their typical suits and with their caps cocked, meet and discuss the topics of the day.


  Flushing


  In nearby Flushing everybody’s Sunday afternoon walk leads to the harbour. The people go on the huge pier to look out over the sea and view the big ships sail into Antwerp harbour. The women of Flushing have a quaint though becoming headdress, a carefully ironed, spotlessly clean white bonnet adorned with huge gold pins. This is worn with different shawls, which take the place of a coat, and elaborate aprons and skirts, all of which have a meaning, indicating different states, such as matrimony, and so on. Even the tiny tots, their first hesitating steps directed by mother’s kindly, protecting hand, are all dressed in the centuries-old manner of the parents, which lends a particularly charming note to these enchanting islands.


  As to places of amusements, Amsterdam, The Hague, Rotterdam and the other large towns do not differ from any other large town on the Continent. There are numerous cinemas where mainly British or American pictures are shown; there are theatres and concert halls; there is dancing at the hotels and restaurants, the formality of an introduction being waived. Amsterdam has its Thorbeckeplein (Thorbecke Square) with many bars and cabarets, in case Mr. Tourist wants to go out alone.


  Dutch orchestras are very good. In the first place, there is the Amsterdam Concertgebouw Orchestra under the direction of Willem Mengelberg, who has done remarkable work by introducing modern musical works from abroad. The Concertgebouw Orchestra gives a series of forty-five concerts every winter, and besides these, a series of twenty to thirty popular concerts (a condition imposed by the Amsterdam municipality) commencing in September and ending in the middle of July. The Residence Orchestra of The Hague is similarly a first-class orchestra. In summer it plays in the Kurhaus of Scheveningen under foreign conductors. Utrecht also has a famous municipal orchestra, and there are permanent orchestras in provincial capitals like Arnhem, Groningen, Haarlem, and Maastricht. The choral societies occupy an important place in the artistic life of the country. There are male choirs of international reputation. All these, as well as the numerous choral competitions organised yearly in different parts of the country, demonstrate the high place of song in the life of the Dutch people.


  For the Ladies


  It follows from Holland’s international position that lady visitors will find everything they require as regards fashions, beauty parlours and hairdressers in the larger towns. In Amsterdam or The Hague reasonable make-up is not objected to, but on the whole it would be unwise to overdo it. The Dutch have long resented make-up, and painted finger-nails and crimson lips have long been considered bad form.


  Clubs there are few in Holland, and they are exclusive. There are women’s clubs at Amsterdam and The Hague, so-called Lyceum clubs, which welcome members of similar clubs abroad. The latest craze is bridge clubs. They may be found by the hundred in any of the larger towns. They charge a small entrance fee of a shilling or so, and every afternoon and evening you are sure to find scores of partners at any of these clubs. No introduction is needed and any hotel porter can give information about them. In most of the larger towns there are English churches. In The Hague there is an English women’s club, also an American. There are some hunting clubs, admission to which may be obtained by special introduction.


  A final remark might be added on the Dutch railways. They are really comfortable and cheap. The tourist need not travel first or second class. For smaller distances third class is also very satisfactory. The rates are about 10 Dutch cents per mile for a first-class day return ticket, approximately 7½ cents per mile for a second-class day return ticket and about 4½ cents for a third-class return ticket. A very cheap ticket is the eight-day season ticket which costs only 15 florins third class (2 guineas), and which enables the tourist to travel all over the country, 300 miles a day if he chooses to do so, for eight consecutive days.
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  DENMARK


  INFORMATION on travel to and in Denmark is obtainable gratis from: The Danish Tourist Society (Turistforeningen for Danmark), Bernstorffsgade 8, Copenhagen V; The Danish Tourist Bureau, 31 Haymarket, London; and United Shipping Co.


  Convenient small books on Denmark include:


  Denmark, by the Danish Ministry for Foreign Affairs and the Danish Statistical Department. 3s. 6d. (much solid matter);


  Denmark and Its People, by Clive Holland. 3s. 6d.


  I—TRAVEL IN DENMARK


  The Danish child curtseys and smiles as she answers our enquiry about the way. “Vaer saa god” (Please, you are welcome). Her eyes are as blue as the chicory flowers by the wayside, her hair whiter than the corn. Beyond, the good road winds through the quiet, Danish landscape. Not far away, as always in Denmark, is the sea. Happy traveller to Denmark where land and people smile to greet you! Above all, happy English traveller! Even the Danish exchange favours you, and nowhere else in the world will you so often hear “Welcome!”


  When to Come


  The Danish climate is much like that of north and east England. Come in spring when the beechwoods unfold, in summer when light in the long northern evenings strides across land and sea, in autumn when the beeches are aflame, in winter when life in Copenhagen is cosy and gay. Try if you can to find a happier, kinder people.


  Travel is convenient and up to date. Denmark has one of Europe’s best airports. There is a good train service, “lightning” Diesel-engined trains on the principal routes, restaurant and sleeping cars, everything very clean, two classes, first and general (or third). Most people travel general. You can well do so. The new general carriages are comfortably upholstered. Railway porters are numbered and have a fixed charge, 50 øre per package. Not much hand luggage in general carriages, remember!


  In Denmark there are no great distances—almost the whole country could get into twice the area of Wales and Monmouthshire. Though it spreads out over many islands—the principal Zealand (Danish Sjaelland), Funen (Fyen), Lolland (Laaland), and the peninsular Jutland (Jylland), these are so well linked up by bridges and ferries in sheltered waters, travel suffers little inconvenience. You take your through seat at Esbjerg and leave it some four and a half hours later at Copenhagen. At most towns some English and German are spoken.


  The Road


  Information for motorists and regarding driving signs from the Royal Danish Automobile Club, Vesterbrogade 2 E., Copenhagen V, and the Danish Motor Touring Club, Vestre Boulevard 4, Copenhagen. Any automobile association arranges the usual triptyque for members, simplifying entry into the country, etc.


  Highways to Copenhagen are:


  On Harwich-Esbjerg route: Esbjerg (172 miles) via Fredericia (new bridge across Little Belt), Odense (Hans Andersen’s town), Nyborg (over one hour ferry), Korsør, Ringsted, Roskilde; from Germany: via Flensburg, Krusaa (frontier 127 miles), Sønderborg, Mommark (ferry), Faaborg, Nyborg (ferry), Korsør, Ringsted, Roskilde; via Lubeck or Berlin to Warnemunde Ferry, Gedser (92 miles), Orehoved (ferry, from 1937 a bridge), Masnedsund, Vordingborg, Køge.


  To See the Country


  Amongst various tours suggested by the Danish Automobile Club, a good one on the Harwich-Esbjerg-Copenhagen route is: Esbjerg (pause first for Fanø Island bathing resort, half an hour ferry), north by west Jutland coast to the Skaw (Skagen), 409 kilometres, down east coat to Aarhus (212 kilometres) (turn aside a short run to Silkeborg and lakes), Vejle, Fredericia (about 95 kilometres), whence as Harwich-Esbjerg highway to Copenhagen. Copenhagen, Hillerød, Elsinore. Return journey: Copenhagen, Roskilde, Korsør (ferry), Nyborg, South Funen to Faaborg, Assens (ferry), South Jutland to Ribe, Esbjerg.


  By this route you see the splendid sands, some 200 miles of them, dwindling heaths, lakes, woods, seaside and beauty spots of Jutland; cosy, fat little Funen with the old manor houses in the south; beechwoods, hedgeless farmer’s glory, some fine castles and the blue Sound of Zealand (Sjaelland).


  Danish roads are good, with practically no hills, almost no hedges, petrol stations and repair shops frequent, good restaurants at the towns and on principal ferries.


  The rule of the road is: Keep to the right, overtake on the left, traffic from the right takes priority. Speed limit 37 miles (60 km.) in country, 25 miles (40 km.) in towns and villages. The Danes, a race largely of farmers, expect consideration for horse traffic. You will meet the light pair-horsed carts—a pair of horses tips up less easily into the ditch than one! If there are no hedges there can be nasty ditches at the roadside.


  Motor Omnibuses


  Fairly frequent services in country districts. Summer tourist cars do the principal sights from Copenhagen, etc., inexpensively.


  Bicycles


  Every Dane is said to be born with a bicycle. From Prime Minister to housewife everyone pedals along, and has for years now quite happily used the special bicycle paths about which in England bicyclists at present sound so touchy. Chief roads often have separate tracks for cars, horsemen, bicyclists (marked “Cyklesti”), and pedestrians. A bicycle is an ideal means of seeing the gently undulating Danish country. Youth hostels are frequent—some 130 open May 1st to September 15th. For bicyclist and hiker the excellent Vandrelaug (Ramblers’ Guild), Emdrupvej 20, Copenhagen Ø, gives information and arranges outings Membership, 3.25 kr. (about 3s.). If Denmark has no dizzy heights to scale there are peaceful ways through the grey-green temples of beechwoods and along the coasts. Who, too, can forget in Denmark against the blue Baltic those purple lines of plough?


  II—WHERE TO STAY


  The Danish Tourist Society publishes a yearly list of hotels and boarding-houses throughout Denmark, including many excellent inexpensive, up-to-date, though not palatial places.


  Usual terms are per room, all meals extra; or sometimes an inclusive charge. Tipping generally included on the bill; otherwise give 10 per cent. or on amounts below 1 kr. 15 per cent.


  Some well-known hotels and centres where English is generally spoken:


  Copenhagen


  D’Angleterre (7 to 18 kr. single room) in Kongens Nytorv, where come princes and diplomats, but where at the same time the ordinary mortal can enjoy a pleasant dinner at 4.50 kr. and dance in the beloved Palm Garden (Palmehave).


  Near the chief traffic centre Raadhuspladsen (Town Hall Square) and Central Station:


  Palads (5.50 to 16 kr.)—large, popular with big business men and farmers.


  Astoria, in the functionalist style (5.50 to 8 kr.).


  Terminus (6 to 15 kr.)—quiet, exclusive, for the people who know, said never to forget a visitor.


  Missionshotel (2.50 to 3.50 kr.)—Christian hospices in various parts of the town.


  Ladies’ Hotels


  Damehotel (4 to 5.50 kr.), Gammel Mønt 1. Delightfully cosy rooms. Only breakfast served (light), but good restaurants and shops next door. The Principal, Miss de Neergaard of a well-known Danish family, speaks English.


  Frederiksgades Hotel, Frederiksgade 21.


  Boarding-houses (Pensionater), 2.50 to 6 kr., may not receive guests for less than eight days. Terms from 130 kr. per month. Lukus, Nørreallé, is popular and modern. Many others. An English lady, Mrs. Koefoed, 132, Jagersborgallé, Gentofte, makes one or two guests very comfortable at her pleasant villa in the lovely Gentofte suburb, near the Deer Park (Dyrehave). Trams, trains to city: Terms: 7 kr. daily inclusive.


  Near Copenhagen


  The Danish Riviera north of Copenhagen, beautiful with its beechwoods and calm waters opposite the Swedish coast, abounds in hotels and boarding-houses.


  Well known are:


  Bellevue (4 to 8 kr.), a tram ride from the city. Here on summer evenings the gay Copenhageners come to dance. Bathing, golf near.


  Marienlyst (4 to 9 kr.). June 5 to August 31. 44 km. north of Copenhagen, near Elsinore and Hamlet’s Kronborg, a ferry’s run from Sweden. Luxurious and gay, popular for big club festivals. The nearest approach to a casino in Denmark, tennis, golf, bathing, dancing.


  Jutland Bathing and Health Resorts


  Fanø Island. Denmark’s summer playground with miles of splendid sands and bathing, large international-styled summer hotels amongst the dunes. Kurhotel (5 to 12 kr.), June to September only. Kongen af Danmark (5 to 8 kr.).


  Skagen (The Skaw). Try not to miss Skagen with the Danish holiday atmosphere unlike anywhere else—all sea, light and air, a sahara of dunes and sands, and in the North Sea and Cattegat, always wrangling, the ghost of old Vikings still astir. Here flock the artists, the King to his modest villa, and all fashionable Denmark to gay yet cosy hotels. Out at the point is the large Grenen Hotel (June to September 1st), 5 to 14 kr., whilst many others cater for all tastes.


  Silkeborg, with its lakes, forests, heather hills, a charming little health and holiday resort near Aarhus. Come in late summer or autumn, Hotels, etc., abound from Hotel Dania, not large, but with modern conveniences (2.50 to 7 kr.), to the more modest Turist Hotel (1.50 kr.). Vejle on the lovely forest-clad Vejle Fjord. From all Denmark I have known moments hardly sweeter or more Danish than those spent on the terrace of the hotel on Munkebjerg Hill looking down on wood and fjord. Within a short run of Fredericia (on Harwich-Copenhagen route). Hotels Munkebjerg, Royal, etc., 3 to 6 kr. Missionshotel from 2 kr.


  Provincial Towns


  Of the best known hotels try the Grand (4 to 15 kr.) at Odense, Hans Andersen’s town. At the Grand all prosperous Funen meets. At Aarhus, the well-known Hotel Royal, the largest in Jutland; Hotel Randers (The Leaping Salmon) at Randers, near the Djursland of old manors. Here the most particular person can feel at home (3.50 to 12 kr.).


  Most Danish towns have comfortable hotels, though space does not permit details of them here. Do not forget, however, the old towns Viborg and Ribe, Møn of the white cliffs, and “Denmark’s island” Bornholm (see section VII).


  For Fishing, Health Resorts see under Sport and Baths.


  III—DAILY LIFE


  In the Country


  Some half of the population of Denmark are country dwellers. Of this very important side of Danish life the tourist seldom gets direct experience, which is a pity, for in the serene and lovely Danish countryside, with its successful husbandry and comfortable homes, well-informed and hospitable people, there is something not to be found in every tourist land. (See under Social Opportunities.)


  In Town


  Of town dwellers most live in Copenhagen and in flats, though there are some nice villas in the suburbs. Copenhagen (770,000 inhabitants, or some 21 per cent. of Denmark’s 3½ millions) is Denmark’s one great city. Aarhus (81,000) and Odense (67,000) come next, with a big difference. Even Copenhagen is not so great as to make life in it complicated. Indeed, the characteristic of Danish life to me is that it is so little complicated. There are few very rich and few very poor anywhere in Denmark. The Danish worker is claimed to be the best housed and fed in Europe. Most good things are within the reach of most people.


  Pleasures


  The Dane loves his good things, grand opera (for 6d. even, on people’s days), concerts, food, amusements, entertaining, is generally well educated, speaks, besides Danish, English and German, and loves to welcome foreigners.


  Be Cosy


  Above all in Copenhagen you like to be “cosy” (hyggelig), even occasionally to asking of a newcomer “How old are you?” It is just friendly interest. It seems even “cosy” to be a king in Copenhagen. That tall officer alone in the street to whom all the women curtsey, is King Christian. When you go to His Majesty’s dinners to his officers, then you fill your pocket with chocolates from the royal table to take home to the children. How like both Danish host and guests not to assume that anyone is too stiff or even too affluent to disdain a few goodies for the children!


  Nice Courtesies


  Easy sociability does not mean, however, that you need not be precise about many little courtesies. Raise your hat on entering a shop to the shop girl and keep it off whilst there. Give Baker Jensen or Mrs. Colonel or Merchant somebody their full titles. Say “Vaer saa god” (Please) when you pass anything, and to your hostess “Tak for Mad” (Thank you for food), or “Thank you for coffee,” or for whatever it has been, after the meal. Where wine, etc., is taken the host drinks individually with each guest. To his “Skaal” (Your health) you bow and answer “Skaal,” drink, bow again. The little smile just for you across the wine is welcoming. Guests “skaal” each other, the gentleman the lady, the older man the younger. When next you meet or telephone to your hostess after hospitality, remember to say “Tak for sidst” (Thank you for recent hospitality).


  Other Danish manners are the usual continental ones, the inferior salutes the superior first, the gentleman the lady. Younger people at a party go up to the older ones to bow and introduce themselves. When at the same table in a restaurant car with a stranger, bow. It is the custom, but not for the lady first. The English habit of ignoring a stranger here is often interpreted as arrogance.


  Meal hours at home are 7 or 8 a.m. light breakfast, 11 or 12 luncheon, dinner 5.30 or 6.30, tea 8 to 9 p.m.


  Working days are earlier than the English in many schools and offices, at 8 or 9 a.m. Most workers, from business magnate to school child, take a packet lunch, the beloved “smørrebrød,” with them, stopping only for about half an hour at noon to eat it with coffee and finishing earlier in the afternoon or evening in consequence. You can well take such a lunch on country excursions. Even smart hotels are quite used to it and not the least offended by an order merely for coffee whilst you sit and eat your own “smørrebrød” at their tables.


  Trams and the eternal bicycle are the favourite means of transport in town. Smoking only allowed in tram-trailers or outside. Fares 20 øre; transfer tickets (ask for “omstigning”) up to 3 lines 25 øre; an extra charge beyond the municipal area. You can travel several miles for a few pence.


  Telephones everywhere, about one for every five persons in Copenhagen. Copenhagen system is half automatic. Turn the first two letters on the dial for the district—thus PA for Palae), then ask the number required.


  Telephone and Address Directory. Remember Danish has two extra letters at the end of the alphabet, æ and ø.


  Tips given on much the same occasions as in England. 10 per cent. or for amounts under 1 kr. 15 per cent.


  IV—FOOD AND DRINK


  Most Danes of all classes know good food, and like to eat it cheerfully. Consequently, the standard even of the cheaper restaurants is good, whilst at the best all kinds of delicacies are obtainable.


  Danish Specialities


  Lobsters, oysters, plaice, shrimps, especially at Krog’s or Fiskehuset in Gammel Strand. Chef Jutta at Krog’s has a menu in English with his special delicacies emphasised in red.


  Hors d’œuvres and cold cuts, the groaning “Kolde Bord” (cold table).
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  “Smørrebrød,” or hors d’œuvres, and cold cuts served on various excellent sorts of breads with butter, ordered at restaurants at almost any hour of day or night from special menus. “Smørrebrødseddel,” the dish of the Danish luncheon and the luncheon packet that the Danish wife presents to her husband as she kisses him good-bye each morning. A Dane loves his “smørrebrød,” even sends home for it by aeroplane when he wants to entertain in worthy Danish fashion, as did the Anglo-Danish Society at Grosvenor House last year. Be sure when choosing “smørrebrød” to get each on its most suitable bread—rye (rugbrød) or white (franskbrød), and so on, for which you will find separate columns on the “Smørrebrødseddel.”


  Sweets: Apple cake (aeblekage). “Rødgrød,” a special fruit jelly. (Recipes given under Section XI.)


  Drinks


  Coffee the national beverage, strong, with cream, excellent.


  Beers: Danish Carlsberg or Tuborg Pilsener.


  Liqueurs: Danish Heering’s Cherry Brandy and C.L.O.C.


  Aquavit: Danish Aalborg, popular with “smørrebrød.”


  Treating is bounded by no such custom as the English of not taking a second drink without offering one yourself. A Dane will often offer drink after drink without expecting one in return. The person who gives the drink says “Skaal.”


  V—RESTAURANTS AND PLACES OF AMUSEMENT


  In Copenhagen, restaurants, cafés, serving drinks as well as food, bars, dance halls abound, generally open until 2 a.m., though there is no admittance after midnight. In the provinces the best restaurants are often at hotels, though there is the beautiful “Kilden” at Aalborg, and some other well-known places. In summer all restaurants have tables on the pavement or in gardens.


  For Copenhagen Restaurant and Night Life go up Vesterbrogade to: Nimb (dinner 6 to 10 kr.) if you are of the fastidious people. Come on here after the opera to dance. You can have a delightful evening and see some interesting figures of the Copenhagen diplomatic world.


  Wivex (dinner 4 to 8 kr.). Scandinavia’s largest restaurant, overlooking Tivoli and the gay Vesterbro pavement, the restaurant for the jolly, prosperous Copenhagener, who does not always wait to be introduced before he asks you to dance.


  Tivoli amusement gardens with more restaurants of all kinds in one place than you have seen in a lifetime. Everyone comes to Tivoli, prince and workman, ladies alone or accompanied, to “the most democratic garden in the world.” Concerts, ballet, theatre, sideshows, dancing, amusements. Don’t miss Tivoli for something Danish.


  National Scala, a large, modern amusement palace. Entry free. Restaurant, with dinner as cheap as 1.65 kr. if you wish. Café, cocktail bar, confectioner’s shop, dancing, variety concerts.


  Dance halls: Valencia, Arena. No introduction necessary here before asking a lady to dance.


  Night clubs: Adlon, Nørregade 41. Guldaldersalen, Frederiksberg (see below).


  For inexpensive restaurants try the Central Station, tasteful and good, frequented by city men; Berlingske Tidende Club, open to non-members; Brasilko in Østergade, and others. For a cheap snack some of the dairies, Maelkerier.


  Suburbs


  At Frederiksberg, with the pleasant gardens, try Lorry’s, where under one roof you have an old-style restaurant, cabaret, night club (Guldaldersalen) and café with entertainment, where all join in the choruses—in fact a variety for all tastes, but only one Lorry’s.


  At Klampenborg, up the coast, see the Dyrehavsbakke in summer with café, clowns, sideshows, dancing, in the sylvan deer park scene.


  To any of the above places, with the exception of the night clubs, ladies can go alone. Certain Vesterbro cabarets they will avoid. Tourist agencies run night tours which ladies can well join to see the chief amusement places.


  On a summer’s day take strawberries at Jordbaerkelder, wines at Ungarsk Vinhus (Hungarian), both near Helligaandskirken (church); tea at D’Angleterre—in winter in the Palm Garden; a meal at lovely Langelinie Yacht Pavilion, perhaps early breakfast or late dinner on the terrace as the yachts go by.


  At Brønnums, Kongens Nytorv, get a glimpse of the theatre stars at lunch or at Dagmar (Vestre Boulevard) for coffee. In the little cafés off Nyhavn see the artists. Here there is dancing sometimes but—


  Theatre, Opera, Ballet, Concerts


  In summer a number of theatres close but some movies, the well-known circus, and at Tivoli a hint of the ballet and fine concerts are always with us. For grand opera, serious theatre and ballet, come from September, when the Royal, the State Theatre and Opera House in Copenhagen, is open. In opera hear the new favourite Marius Jacobsen, Wiedemann, Else Brems, Tenna Frederiksen; at the play the fine Else Schouboe, Reumert and his beautiful wife, recently at Dagmar Theatre, Johannes Poulsen and the indomitable Bodil Ipsen who played Noel Coward’s “Madam” and has just had her twenty-five years’ jubilee. Who too will forget Fru Liva’s elusive smile? Those who understand Danish see some Ibsen, if possible, at the Royal, his first home and one that still gives its character to Ibsen productions everywhere. And for a really Danish evening when the whole house rocks, though an English foreigner may feel out of it, there is still the popular old Holberg comedy. Like most Danish undertakings the theatre keeps well in touch with contemporary thought, and Copenhagen nearly always has a play or two from Berlin, London, Paris or Stockholm, to be repeated if successful in the provinces.


  But for something that a foreigner will love and can find nowhere else quite the same in all Europe, then go to the Copenhagen ballet at the Royal, where the old ballet of Italy and France lives on exquisitely preserved, but by the genius and beauty of Danish dancers, now Madam Ulla Poulsen and others, brought once more to life. Nowhere else is ballet quite such an institution or with so many regular performers as in Copenhagen. Here it has its own school for quite young children. Daughters of the aristocracy take lessons from its teachers. Royal theatre and opera performers are regular servants of the State and have a definite position in Danish society.


  Besides the Royal there are Dagmar Theatre, generally for modern plays, Det Nye Teater, Folketeatret, Casino for popular and musical, Apolo and Lorry’s for revue, and the great Betty Nansen with her own Betty Nansen Theatre.


  Prices are cheaper than in London, and on People’s Days at the Royal you can see the best productions and performers for as little even as 6d.


  VI—SOCIAL OPPORTUNITIES


  No foreigner need feel lonely in Denmark. Social opportunities abound. In Copenhagen and other towns there are clubs for all kinds of sport and games, bridge, chess, fencing, etc. Visitors desiring to take part in any such should communicate with the Tourist Society (see page 549), who will advise. There are practically no gentlemen’s clubs like the English.


  Useful Copenhagen Addresses


  British Club, Niels Juelsgade 3 (membership required).


  Danish-British Association, Vesterport and English Debating Society (meetings mostly in winter).


  Students’ English Club, Studenterforeningen, V. Boulevard.


  Y.M.C.A. (K.F.U.M.), Copenhagen, Rosenborggade 15 and Y.W.C.A. (K.F.U.K.), St. Kannikestraede 19 (also in most towns).


  Frequented by British visitors and business men are:


  D’Angleterre, Palads, Berlingske, Tidende Club, Grand Hotel.


  At dance halls such as Arena, Valencia, even sometimes at Palads, and at summer restaurants up the coast, you can dance informally without being introduced to a lady.


  Guides authorised by Tourist Society’s identification card, charges much the same as in London. Apply Tourist Society or tourist agents.


  Paying Guests


  For a longer stay delightful accommodation is obtainable in private families (see also under Where to Stay). Some of the best Danish families are pleased to take guests, paying or “au pair,” if they will speak English. Visitors particularly desiring to learn Danish should have an understanding about this. The best method of finding such accommodation is to advertise in Berlingske Tidende, Copenhagen. Write in English asking for the advertisement to be inserted in a Sunday issue. The Tourist Society (see page 1) kindly undertakes to advise correspondents regarding the nature of replies.


  I know few happier experiences than to be received thus at some large Danish farm or with a good Copenhagen family where you are generally treated in the true, generous Danish fashion.


  By the way, ask if there is a bathroom before booking.


  VII—RAMBLES AND OUTINGS IN AND FROM COPENHAGEN


  Copenhagen—Marchants’ Haven—is a lovely city, graceful with many towers, green copper roofs, canals, a dignity of fine building that that old King-builder Christian IV first taught us three hundred years ago, collections enough to occupy anyone, and everything to-day with a cleanliness and convenience not to be found in every modern city. Above all, Copenhagen is the friendly city. Listen to its Town Hall chimes, how they follow you with their old watchman’s song telling that all is well. Ask your way in a tramcar and a whole tram-full of heads poke forward to direct you, as often as not in your own English. What foreigner fails to love Copenhagen?


  In Town


  Walk from Raadhusplads (Town Hall Square) to the fish market in Gammel Strand and the flower market near by. You pass some lovely things—Marmor (Marble) Bridge, Christiansborg or Rigsborg (Parliament, F.O., etc.), old houses, canals. Take lunch at Krog’s. Pawn your watch if you wish at the State Pawn Shop near by.


  Do the fashionable young people’s parade, between 2 and 5.30 p.m. in the season, from Frederiksberggade down “Strøget” past the best shops to Kongens Nytorv, Bredgade. Tea at D’Angleterre. If you are very young you will eat chocolates at Karen Hvass in Bredgade, paying as you eat.


  At noon at Amalienborg, off Bredgade, see the changing of the royal guard. Continue to Grønningen and Langelinie Gardens. Notice Kastel (the Citadel), the English church, and Copenhagen’s best loved statue, the Little Mermaid gazing into the Sound. Lunch at the Yacht Pavilion—delightful.


  North-east of Raadhusplads poke about the old streets round the cathedral, Frue Kirke, and the Latin quarter. In St. Kannikestraede lunch in the quiet old Admiral Geddes Gaard.


  For parks take Ørsted Park, Botanical Gardens, Østre Anlaeg with its art museums, the Kunstmuseum for the lovely Danish sailor pictures, Kongens Have (King’s Garden—a restaurant here), or my favourite the little Rosenborg, with its beautiful castle. All near.


  Vesterbrogade at night for amusements, Tivoli in summer, Scala, Wivex, Nimb, etc.


  Outside Town (see also Section V)


  Frederiksberg Palace and gardens, Lorry’s restaurant. Bus 11.


  Klampenborg on the coast by tram, boat or train. Walk in the Deer Park (Dyrehaven) of 2,150 acres. Dyrehaven is wide enough for all tastes, for the merrymaker with its restaurants, and for the solitary soul so lonely—just yourself and the forest creatures beneath the centuries-old trees.


  By train, tram or motor-coach to Lyngby (12 km.), thence by boat to Holte and home. An idyllic little tour, rambles in the fine beechwoods, meals at restaurants overlooking the lakes. “Sorgenfri”—carefree—the King’s summer residence here might give its name to the gentle countryside.


  Farther Afield


  By road, rail or summer motor-coach to Hillerød, Esrom Lake, Elsinore (Helsingør) 57 km., and home by the coast route 43 km. A lovely trip by forest, lake and shore, taking Frederiksborg Castle, one of Denmark’s finest, with a splendid national historical collection, and Kronborg, the most romantic, loveliest castle of the north. Even Shakespeare had heard of Kronborg and set his ghost in Hamlet walking there, though in Shakespeare’s own way—historically a few thousand years out.


  Roskilde, 30 km., not a very interesting run, but the cathedral, the burial place of Danish kings, may interest.


  Bornholm Island, a night’s sail from Copenhagen, a little rugged jewel in the Baltic. Take the coastal path from Rønne for three or four days’ ramble right round, putting up inexpensively at the comfortable little hotels. Spring is best, if not too chilly, before the rush comes from the Continent. Taste the little Bornholm smoked herrings.


  Sweden by ferry from Elsinore, half an hour, or from Copenhagen to Malmø near Lund University, one and a half hours.


  VIII—BATHS


  Most Danish town hotels have baths, but in booking other accommodation it is as well to enquire.


  Public baths in Copenhagen of various kinds are at 61 Studiestraede; Sea-baths at Østerbro Svømmehallen and along the Sound good bathing at Hellerup, Charlottenlund, Klampenborg (Bellevue), etc., the Danish Riviera and West Jutland (see Section II).


  Health resorts (see Section II also).


  Sanatoria, Hydropathic Establishments


  Medical treatment in Denmark is good and less expensive than in England. Denmark is the home of modern light therapy founded by the Danish Dr. Finsen.


  For medical, convalescent, nervous, rest-cure cases the best known Danish institutions, all with resident and visiting doctors, fully trained nurses, masseuses, modern dietetic and physiotherapeutical treatment, including sun, light, water, various kinds of baths, electric treatment, massage, gymnastics, vibrations, slimming, with opportunities for recreation and games, are:


  Skødsborg Sanatorium (half an hour train from Copenhagen). Large, well appointed, near the Deer Park and Sound, within reach of some of Zealand’s beauty spots. Terms on application. Profits go to providing free beds or improvements. Owned by the Scandinavian Philanthropic Society.


  Montebello Kuranstalt, Helsingør (Elsinore), a modernly run establishment in a country mansion atmosphere, overlooking Kronborg and the Swedish coast. Own laboratory. No infectious, mental, lung, epileptic cases taken likely to disturb other patients. 25 acres estate.


  Hareskov Kuranstalt, 25 minutes train from Copenhagen, in the pretty lake and beechwood district of Lyngby, standing in park and woods. Swimming bath. Morning prayers if desired at 8.30 a.m. Mineral waters from Rosenborg Spa.


  Silkeborg Bad, Jylland (Jutland), amid forest, heath and lakes, near the Arnakkekilder (springs). Patients can also reside in neighbouring boarding houses, etc. (see Section II).


  IX—SPORT


  Denmark generally offers good opportunities to tourists for inexpensive tennis, swimming, yachting, fishing and some golf. Copenhagen has a fine modern stadium, bridge, sports and gymnastic clubs’ and exhibitions of all kinds (see Sections VI, VIII and Coming Events).


  Casinos—no real casinos in Denmark. The nearest approach to one is at Marienlyst, stakes up to 2 kr.


  Fishing licences when necessary, from the Anglers’ Association (Fiskeriforeningen, Studiestraede 3, Copenhagen).


  Sea fish: tunny, mackerel, cod, conger eel.


  Lake and river: Pike, perch, perch-pike, bream, roach, dace, eel, trout, some salmon (best March to May 1st, July 1st, to October 1st).


  The best angling centres are in Central Jutland from Skanderborg along the lakes to beautiful Silkeborg, Ringkøbing, Viborg (see Section II).


  Off Møn and Falster there is good sport with pike (16 to 25 lb.) from boats. Information from Hotel, Kalvehave, Sjaelland.


  Tunny, caught chiefly off Odden, South Zealand. Season mid-July to mid-October. Cost for motor-boats with two or three men from Odden Harbour 30 to 60 kr., or less than 30s. to £3. Accommodation at Odden Pensiona (boarding-house), Sjaelland, or in fisher cottages. Bring own tackle.


  Hacking—a number of schools near the Deer Park, terms much as in England.


  Hunting—none. Ask a Danish farmer if you may ride over his land and see what answer you will get! “Hunting” to a Dane means shooting.


  Shooting at country estates; also town clubs (see Section VI).


  Racing: Bicycle—at Ordrup (Tram 14).


  Horse—at Klampenborg (Tram 15).


  Trotting—at Charlottenlund (Tram 14) and Amager (Tram 2, 13).


  Season from late April, events most Sundays.


  Yachting, especially with small yachts, is Denmark’s real sport. Intending visiting yachtsmen should communicate with the Royal Danish Yacht Club, Klubhuset, Langelinie, or Københavns Amatør Sejlkiub, Tjalfe, Frederiksholms Kanal, Copenhagen.


  Sailing is good on the Sound with its many little harbours and summer resorts—who forgets those blue summer days nearing the Swedish coast, or the welcome for yachtsmen at Copenhagen?—on the Cattegat with its islands inhabited and deserted; green inland fjords; the ideally situated Aarhus; and farther south Funen with its “cruisers’ Paradise” Svendborg.


  Yachts from England can sail via Kiel Canal. Then yachtsmen promise you practically tideless Danish waters, long northern summer evenings, nice little harbours with trivial harbour dues and a welcome in English almost anywhere within a few hours’ sail. You are advised, though, to master the Danish buoy and “Brooms” system of marking shallows, to beware of winds through the channels, and you should have plain sailing.


  X—WALKS IN THE BUSINESS QUARTER, COPENHAGEN


  Danish bacon, butter, cheese, eggs we all know, and the Danish co-operative methods of handling them. But Denmark has other concerns, from cement, machinery, diesel motors (visit Burmaister and Wain, Copenhagen), shipping (see the large Copenhagen Free Port—Frihavn), stoves that really heat, the best milk-can they say in the world, edible oils, aquavit to pencils, porcelain, silver and beers, to mention only a few of them. For the beers, go to taste them at Carlsberg and Tuborg breweries, each a small town in itself and worth a visit.


  In Copenhagen the big industrial and trade organisations have their offices, and the Danish Foreign Office its Trade Information Department at Christiansborg.


  Round Holmens Kanal are the banks and the lovely Stock Exchange (Børsen).


  For the best shops walk from Frederiksberggade (off Raadhusplads) straight on to Østergade, Bredgade and notice especially:


  Amber from the Baltic at the jewellers’ and perfumers’.


  Chocolates—Norfeld’s, Søberg’s, Anton Berg’s, Galle and Jessen’s, etc.


  Drapers and Big Stores—Fonnesbech, Illum, Crome and Goldsmith, and at Kongens Nytorv, the largest Magasin du Nord, all with the usual restaurant, writing and rest rooms.


  Flowers—These are lovely. I have met old travellers whose memory years afterwards of Copenhagen shops has been: “Ah! yes, the lovely flowers!”


  Furniture—especially Bo’s.


  Leather goods.


  Needlework at Therp’s in Bredgade. Ask for Danish hedebo, that “poetry of the needle,” and Tønder laces.


  Pastries and all kinds of lovely breads, renowned at Otto, St. Kongensgade off Kongens Nytorv, and farther off at Østerbrogade “Aux Petits Fours.”


  Perfumes at Breining and Otto Wolfke, Østergade.


  Porcelain at the showrooms near the Stork Fountain. Royal and Bing and Grøndahl Copenhagen porcelain is famous.


  Silver. Lovely silver shops, especially the world-famous Georg Jensen, who has made the everyday things perfect. A salt-cellar perhaps, a cocktail shaker, a little brooch in reposeful mat finish. Go and see them. Georg Jensen made for you and me, not just for the wealthy.


  Smokers’ requisites as in England, the usual English makes. Good Danish cigars at 30 to 40 øre each (less than 3d. or 4d.). Cheap Danish cigars about 15 øre. Ladies’ small cigars (“Cerutter”) about 10 øre. Sold at kiosks and tobacconists.


  Danish shops have fixed prices. You cannot bargain as in Eastern Europe.


  At the Permanent Exhibition of Danish Applied Art and Handicrafts at Vesterport near Central Station you have hand-weaves, silver, porcelain, embroidery, everything Danish at hand to choose from, even toys for the children—Danish bacon pigs perhaps in velvet or a toy made by an Esquimau mother away in Danish Greenland.


  XI—FOR THE LADIES


  Almost everywhere in Denmark ladies can go alone. Years before English women, the Danish were in Parliament and most occupations. Some 25 per cent. of Copenhagen married women are now wage-earners, yet Danish women generally are excellent and practical housekeepers. Maids are hard-working and almost any little bit of a maid can cook an edible meal, but they have their liberty, which also means a latchkey.


  The Danish “smørrebrød “luncheon habit I have known adopted by English city girls. It can save pounds, time and health if taken on warm days in some city park (see Section III). Remember though that variety is the salt of the “smørrebrød.” To see this variety, go to Davidsen’s Restaurant in Copenhagen! Some Danish preserves and pickles for serving with meat and game are also worth noticing.


  For Danish goods see Section X. Don’t forget to choose your souvenir at the Permanent, Vesterport. Amongst porcelain see the new “Jern” (iron) porcelain that they say maids cannot chip! The tiles, too, and beautiful stoneware by well-known artists. For more Danish needlework see the Kunstindustrimuseum (Art Industry) in Bredgade.


  Hair-dressing is good at the big stores—Illum with an Elizabeth Arden salon, Fonnesbech, etc., also at Breining, Wolfke very up to date in Østergade. Prices: Hair cut (short), 2 kr.; permanent wave from 25 kr.; shampoo, cut, wave, 5.75 kr.


  The big stores have mannequin parades, tea, etc. The Queen they say goes to Illum and Fonnesbech.


  Tea and dancing are smart in winter at D’Angleterre, 3 to 5 p.m. In summer go to Langelinie Yacht Pavilion or Bellevue near the Deer Park (Dyrehave), outside town. You may notice ladies smoking little cigars, “Cerutter.” They are considered healthier than cigarettes but are a decidedly acquired taste.


  The Ladies’ Club is Kvindelig Laeseforeningen, Gammel Mønt 1, with library, winter meetings, but not so much social life as in English clubs. In June 1936 an entire building is to be opened only for women, with hotel, restaurant, clubs, etc., at 8 Niels Hemmingsensgade, near Amagertorv.


  Educated women wishing to stay cheaply for some months in Denmark can well advertise for a post “au pair” to teach English in a good Danish family (see Section VI). Kvindelig Laeseforeningen can be helpful here. But you stand little chance of engagement unless you are on the spot. So visit the country first, say, in spring, to fix up for summer or autumn. Danes are hospitable, and the right person in the right family gets treated as generously, I think, as anywhere in the world.


  Danish Recipes


  AEBLEKAGE (apple cake).


  One teacupful of breadcrumbs (be sure to have enough), equal amount of sugar browned a little in frying-pan with a very little margarine. Keep turning with flatbladed knife, or sugar will burn, about three minutes. Have ready 1 lb. apples (peeled and cored), cooked to a pulp, very dry. Spread on a dish a thin layer of the breadcrumbs. On this place the apple, which must be dry, then a layer of strawberry jam; then more apple; then breadcrumbs; whipped cream and pieces of jelly to decorate top.


  RASPBERRY SAFT (also used with rhubarb or currants).


  To each pound of mashed raspberries add half a pint of water. Boil half an hour. Strain through hair sieve. To every quart of juice allow 1 lb. sugar. Bring slowly to the boil. Skim. When cold put into bottles.


  RØDGRØD.


  Use above raspberries left from the saft with half the amount of water to their weight. Boil. Strain. Sweeten (just under a quart to a cup of sugar). To just under a quart of juice (1 litre), allow two tablespoons of cornflour previously moistened with a little water. Stir into hot liquid and when slightly cooled pour into glass dishes. N.B.—Place wet cloth under dishes to prevent cracking.


  XII—COST OF LIVING


  Cost of living is cheaper than in England. Copenhagen’s best hotel has an “en pension” charge of from 24 kr. per day, inclusive of everything except afternoon tea; boarding-houses from about 130 kr. per month.


  Amusements, professional services, doctors, etc.—much cheaper than in England. The best restaurants rather cheaper. Ready-made clothing dearer.


  Railway fares vary according to distance but work out at less than 1d. the mile general class. 25 per cent. reduction on return fares.


  Currency


  1 krone equals 100 øre.


  5 kroner, 10 kroner, 50 kroner, 100 kroner, and 500 kroner notes.


  1 and 2 kroner and lesser amounts are in coin.


  
    SWEDEN


    by


    INGA NORBERG

  


  TABLE OF CONTENTS


  [image: ]


  SWEDEN


  Introduction


  NIGHTS that are nothing but an ethereal transition from evening twilight to the first rosy glow of morning. Those are the “White Nights” of Sweden—that enchanting country in the north, where, for six weeks round midsummer, you can see the luminous disc of the Midnight Sun travelling along the endless line of mountain ranges. That is, if you go to Lapland, the most northern province of Sweden, stretching for miles and miles beyond the Arctic Circle.


  But what do you really know about Sweden? You must have heard about the City Hall of Stockholm, one of the most famous examples of modern architecture, and a brilliant expression of the Swedish artistic genius of to-day. You didn’t know, however, that the Central Provinces, and even more so, Scania, the most southern province of Sweden, are dotted with magnificent castles and manor-houses dating back to the Middle Ages, or to the Thirty Years War, when Sweden was one of the greatest nations in Europe. It might also interest you to know that Sweden is actually the oldest existing kingdom in Europe and that her civilisation and standard of living are on a very high level.


  You know, of course, that the rate of exchange is especially favourable to English travellers these days. When, in addition, I tell you that the cost of living is cheaper than in England, that Swedish hotels and boarding-houses are very clean and well managed, that Sweden is famous for its food—and there is no stinting, either—you will have no hesitation in paying us a visit. It only takes thirty-five hours to get there, or—if you go by air—six hours.


  If you want to learn still more about Sweden, I advise you to get in touch with the Swedish Travel Bureau, 21, Coventry Street (corner of Piccadilly Circus), London, W.1, or any other travel bureau, which will be pleased to give you detailed information, and send you brochures and other useful literature on the subject. They will also work out for you plans for holiday parties, quoting special reductions, and give you information about the


  Different Holiday Tours (varying in time from 6 to 22 days) arranged for this season. These tours start from London or Newcastle, and are run by boat, train and/or train ferry, and/or air.


  Some Useful Hints


  May-October are the best months for a summer visit to Sweden; June 15th to September 1st marks the Swedish seaside season. Midsummer to September 1st is the best time to see Lapland.


  December-April are the winter sports months. In January and February you can be almost certain of getting good conditions for all kinds of winter sports in and around Stockholm and also in the more southern parts of Sweden. You can depend upon it, however, in the sports centres in the North. I can especially recommend the spring season in those parts. In one place, Riksgränsens tourist station, you can even go ski-ing in bathing dress—as late as midsummer.


  Climate


  Sweden is famous for its climate—dry and exhilarating on the whole, especially in the North. The length of Sweden from the most northern tourist centre to Malmö on the Sound is the same as the distance from Edinburgh to Marseilles, and this accounts for the difference in climatic conditions in different parts. In the South we find practically the same climate as in England all the year round. In Central Sweden the summer is very similar to an English summer, while the winters, though colder, are nice and dry and generally very sunny. In the North the summers are quite warm, while the winters are cold, sometimes intensely so. My own experience, however, is that you feel the cold far more in England than you do in Sweden. Besides, there is central heating everywhere, even in hotels right up in the wilds of Lapland. The early autumn climate in the west coast of Sweden, and also on the large islands of Gotland and Öland in the Baltic, famous tourist centres, is delightful, with warm nights and crystal clear, bracing days.


  Outfit


  Summer visitors are advised to take the same outfit as for England. In winter you will need a fur coat or a warm ulster. Exceedingly smart and practical ski-ing outfits can be had at very moderate prices in Sweden.


  Full evening dress is only needed on very special occasions. You can go in ordinary clothes to any restaurant in Stockholm (except the Grand, Royal, Cecil, Operakällaren and Strand on dance nights), and also to any theatre, even the Royal Opera. Yet Swedish people dress very well, as you will see if you go to any smart private or official function. Even at the best seaside hotels a gentleman can dine in an ordinary lounge suit, while ladies generally wear semi-evening dress.


  Etiquette


  In the street a gentleman takes off his hat to a lady and she acknowledges the greeting. He always walks on the lady’s left. In the matter of visits it is the newcomer who pays the first call. Ladies leave their coats in the hall. Gentlemen leave their coats in the hall only when paying business calls. At the theatre people always leave their coats with the attendant.


  At luncheon or dinner the male guest of honour is placed on the left of the hostess. Towards the end of the meal he is expected to say a few words of thanks on his own behalf, as well as on behalf of his fellow guests. “Skåla” is another Swedish custom. You raise your glass and say “Skål” to your fellow guests. But while the host and hostess have to say “Skål” to each of their guests in turn, a guest must not take the initiative in this. When the party has adjourned to the drawing-room the guest walks up to the host and hostess and says “Tack för maten” (Thank you for the meal). Next time you meet them you say “Tack för sist” (Thank you for last time).


  Passports


  British subjects must have a passport endorsed for Sweden. A visa is not required.


  Currency


  1 krona (plural kronor) = 100 öre = about one shilling. £1 = about 19.40 kr. Copper coins, 1, 2 and 5 öre. Silver coins, 10, 25 and 50 öre, 1 and 2 kr. Banknotes, 5, 10, 50, 100 and 1,000 kr. Money can be changed at the Swedish Travel Bureau, at any other tourist agency, and also on board the Swedish Lloyd steamers, on the Sassnitz-Trälleborg train ferries, at any travel bureau or bank in Sweden, or at the large hotels and restaurants in Stockholm, Gothenburg, Malmö and the chief provincial towns.


  Tips


  The customary tip in restaurants is 10 per cent. of the bill, in hotels 15 per cent. A taxi driver only expects 10 per cent. on the fare, though at night you generally give more. Railway porters have fixed charges. You tip the hotel porter, who takes your luggage to the station, an amount equivalent to the charge made by railway porters.


  Baggage


  Free allowance: On Swedish Lloyd steamers 100 lbs.; on Continental through tickets and the Swedish railways, 56 lbs.; on aeroplanes, 33 lbs.


  Registration: Luggage may be registered through in London to the chief Swedish, Danish, Norwegian and Finnish stations.


  Luggage placed in the guard’s van is registered in Sweden even for short journeys.


  Customs Examination


  Ten cigars or fifteen cheroots or fifty cigarettes without mouthpiece or 100 cigarettes with mouthpiece or fifty grammes of tobacco may be imported free of duty. A small quantity of alcoholic drinks for personal consumption may be taken into Sweden on payment of duty.


  Traffic System


  Traffic in Sweden is left-handed, the same as in England.


  Weights and Measures


  Sweden uses the Decimal System.


  1 kilogram (kg.) = 10 hectogram (hg.) = 1,000 grammes = (approx.) 2 lbs.


  1 litre = 10 decilitres (dcl.) = 100 centilitres = (approx.) 1¾ pints.


  1 metre = 10 decimetres (dcm.) = 100 centimetres (cm.) = slightly more than a yard.


  1 mil = 10 kilometres (km.) = (approx.) 6 miles.


  1 hectare (har.) = (approx.) 2½ acres.


  Prices


  The cost of living in Sweden is cheaper than in England. Hotels and boarding-houses, as well as rail fares, especially for long distances, are considerably cheaper.


  Business Hours


  Banks 10-3, Saturdays 10-2 (July-August, 10-1); shops 9-6, including Saturdays, except in the case of large stores during July and August (9-3).


  Drink Restrictions


  Spirits are usually served only with meals. At restaurants no spirits are served after midnight, except on extension nights. No restrictions as regards wines and beers.


  Thermometer


  The Centigrade thermometer is used everywhere. Freezing point (32 Fahr.) = o° Celsius.


  Clock


  Sweden has no Summer Time. During English Summer Time Swedish and English clocks synchronise. During the rest of the year Swedish time is one hour ahead of English time.


  TRAVEL ROUTES TO SWEDEN


  You can get to Sweden from England by the following routes:


  The Continental Route


  The continental route by rail (from Channel ports) via Hamburg or Berlin (through carriages and sleeping cars from Hamburg and Berlin to Malmö, Gothenburg and Stockholm). The train-ferry Sassnitz-Trälleborg obviates the necessity of changing for the crossing of the Baltic.


  By Air


  London - Malmö, four services, and from July 1st five services daily, via Amsterdam-Hamburg-Copenhagen, 6 hours. On the Scandinavian Air Express Route between Amsterdam and Malmö four-engined Fokker planes with accommodation for twenty-two passengers and restaurant.


  London-Gothenburg, one service daily via Amsterdam-(Hamburg)-Copenhagen, 6½ hours.


  London-Stockholm, from July 1st, one service daily and one service every week-day via Amsterdam-Copenhagen-Malmö, 8 hours.


  Liverpool-Malmö, from 1st July, one service daily via Doncaster-Amsterdam-Copenhagen, 9 hours.


  Liverpool-Stockholm, from July 1st, one service daily via Doncaster-Amsterdam-Copenhagen-Malmö, Sundays excepted, 9½ hours.


  By Steamer


  London/Tilbury-Gothenburg, sailing from Tilbury on Wednesdays and Saturdays; from Gothenburg on Tuesdays and Saturdays (in summer three to four times a week in both directions), time 35 hours. Passengers are conveyed by special D trains right down to the quay. The s/s. Suecia and Britannia are beautifully appointed, and famous for their cuisine (included in the fare). They have only first and third class, but their third class is quite comfortable. The s/s. Patricia has first, second and third class and somewhat cheaper fares.


  Children from four to twelve years of age travel at half fare.


  Harwich - Esbjerg - Copenhagen - Malmö, sailing from Harwich and Esbjerg every week-day, crossing 25 hours. Esbjerg-Copenhagen 4¾ hours. Copenhagen-Malmö by train ferry 1½ hours.


  Newcastle-Gothenburg, every Friday or Saturday in both directions. Time 42-52 hours.


  London-Malmö, via Amsterdam or Rotterdam (return Malmö-London direct), sailing from London every Wednesday, voyage of about five days (including a two days’ stay in Amsterdam or Rotterdam); from Malmö every Saturday. Time 62-65 hours. Cargo steamers, with first class passenger accommodation.


  London-Stockholm (return Malmö-Hull direct), sailing from London every other Wednesday. Time four days; from Malmö to Hull every other Thursday, 2½-3 days. Cargo steamers with first class passenger accommodation.


  The Swedish Travel Bureau, 21, Coventry Street (corner of Piccadilly Circus), London, W.1, will give you all information concerning special reductions for Christmas and other holiday trips, for parties, cheap circular trips in summer and winter, etc. A party of four travelling on a Swedish Lloyd liner are allowed to bring a motor-car free of charge, while a 50 per cent. reduction is allowed if the party consist of three passengers.


  Accommodation


  Accommodation in Sweden is decidedly cheaper than in England. The hotels are well run, the food is excellent, the service good, and you are never made to feel that people are out for tips. Wherever you go you will meet with a friendly welcome, for Swedish people have a great admiration for their British kinsmen, a feeling that has been steadily growing ever since Princess Margaret of Connaught set foot on Swedish soil as the wife of the Crown Prince of Sweden.


  Seaside and country hotels, with the type of clientele that you would only find in the most expensive hotels in England, only charge from somewhere about 3 guineas per week inclusive, and reduced terms between seasons. The leading hotels in Stockholm and other towns charge more, but you can get quite a nice room at more modest hotels from about 5 shillings.


  In practically every hotel and boarding-house—even the cheaper ones—you will find running hot and cold water in every bedroom, also a writing-desk and a telephone. They are all centrally heated, and in most of them, even in the remote country places, baths and private bathrooms are available.


  Meals and meal times differ somewhat from those in England:


  Breakfast is from 8 (or earlier) till 10.30 a.m.


  Luncheon, 12 noon to 2 p.m.


  Dinner, 6 to 7.30 p.m. (or later).


  Afternoon tea is not included in the regular meal times, but at some boarding-houses tea is served at 9 p.m. You get milk to drink with your breakfast or luncheon free of charge at most hotels and boarding-houses.


  You can take a furnished room and have your meals at some nearby private hotel or boarding-house, making arrangements for inclusive weekly or monthly terms.


  If you make a longer stay at hotels or boarding-houses, it will pay you to arrange for monthly terms.


  Families or parties wishing to spend a long summer holiday in Sweden, especially on the West coast or in the Stockholm Archipelago, may rent a bungalow or cottage quite cheaply and have their meals at some boarding-house or restaurant in the neighbourhood.


  Travelling in Sweden


  People in Sweden very rarely travel first class on ordinary trains, as second class is just as good. There are first class compartments, however, on the main lines. Most Swedish people travel third class, taking advantage of the many reductions granted by the railway companies for holiday and sports trips, parties, etc., which make travelling in Sweden relatively cheap and in the case of long distances very cheap.


  The saloon cars on the main line trains will enable you to enjoy the scenery as comfortably as though you were lounging in your most comfortable easy chair at home, without paying extra for the pleasure.


  A considerable part of the state railways, some 1,500 miles, is electrified, and electrification is proceeding on most of the remaining lines.


  There are excellent restaurant and buffet cars, available also to third class passengers. The food is good. I may tell you that when the King of Sweden travels by train he takes his meals, whenever possible, in the restaurant car.


  There are first, second and third class sleeping cars, but here, too, I want to put in a good word for the third class cars. Each compartment has separate toilet arrangements and takes three passengers, who are supplied not only with blankets but also with sheets and a pillow-case. Everything is spotlessly clean, all bedclothes being disinfected and given a thorough beating after each journey. It might amuse you to hear that when King Leopold of Belgium came to Stockholm at the time of his engagement to the late Queen Astrid, he shared a third class sleeper with two ordinary passengers.


  There are no end of interesting trips and tours that you can make in Sweden. You are advised to get in touch with the nearest Travel Information Bureau, where they will be pleased to give you all the help you may require. Here is a list of some of them:


  STOCKHOLM.


  Statens Järnvägars Resebyrå, Centralstationen.


  A. B. Nordisk Resebyrå, Operahuset.


  Nyman & Schultz, Arsenalsgatan 9.


  Thomas Cook & Son, Gustaf Adolfs torg 16.


  Svenska Turistföreningen, Stureplan 6.


  Kungl. Automobil Klubben (Royal Automobile Club of Sweden), Södra Blasieholmshamnen 6.


  Aerotransports Flygpaviljong (Information Bureau), Nybroplan.


  GÖTEBORG (Gothenburg).


  Statens Järnvägars Resebyrå, Centralstationen.


  A. B. Nordisk Resebyrå, Södra Hamngaten 43.


  Kungl. Automobil Klubben (Royal Automobile Club of Sweden), Valand (information for motorists).


  MALMÖ.


  A. B. Nordisk Resebyrå, Stortorget 9.


  Kungl. Automobil Klubben (Royal Automobile Club of Sweden), Stortorget 17 (information for motorists).


  HÄLSINGBORG.


  Hälsingborgs Resebyrå, Järnvägsgatan 25.


  Hälsingborgs Turisttrafikförenings Turistbyrå, Hamntorget 3 (information for motorists).


  NORRKÖPING.


  Norrköpings Resebyrå, Drottningatan 7.


  Suggestions for your Holiday Trip


  It is a well known fact that people who have once seen Sweden want to come back again. Their first visit—a sightseeing place-to-place peregrination in the stereotyped tourist manner—is generally followed by a proper Swedish holiday the following year at one of those delightful seaside places along the west coast, or in the Baltic Archipelago, where you need not bother about dress or the other paraphernalia pertaining to ordinary seaside life. Here you lead a most unconventional existence, bathing, yachting, fishing, filling your lungs with air fragrant with pine or brine from the sea. There are also numerous summer resorts inland, beautifully situated on the shore of some lake or river, of which there are many in Sweden.


  If, on the other hand, you propose spending a winter holiday in Sweden, I have several suggestions to make. One is to spend Christmas at some cosy hotel in the country, where they observe the quaint old traditions of the season, so jolly and so different from anything you have experienced. In the daytime there is ski-ing or other winter sports and at night dancing, unless you prefer to play bridge. Alternatively, you may join a torchlight sleigh party, driving through snow-laden forest, the silence broken only by the tinkling of bells as the horses trot along.


  Low Cost


  Another suggestion is for you to spend a ski-ing holiday in the North of Sweden, where you will find plenty of snow as late as April.


  There is only one “drawback”—you will not be able to spend as much money as you might have to do in other recognised winter sports countries, for there are very few extras even at the most fashionable hotels, while guides and instructors charge quite small fees for their trouble.


  Here are a few suggestions for tours that I can recommend from my own experience:


  (1) Skåne, the “château country” of Sweden. Here is Lund, the University town, which has a fine eleventh century cathedral and a most interesting museum.


  (2) A tour along the eastern shore of Lake Vättern, with beautiful scenery and some interesting stopping places.


  (3) The province of Värmland, with its poetical associations, Karlstad being the best starting-point.


  (4) Dalecarlia, a province famous for its old traditions and quaint customs.


  These tours can also be recommended to motorists and motor cyclists.


  (5) Then there is a delightful stretch on the Dalsland Canal, starting from Köpmannabro and ending at Bengtsfors.


  (6) Also a beautiful combined boat and motor-coach trip can be made along the River Indalsälven, starting from the town of Sundsvall on the Baltic.


  (7) And another, even more beautiful boat trip can be made up the River Ångermanälven from Härnösand to Sollefteå.


  (8) A tour to the winter sport centres and fishing places in Jämtland or Härjedalen.


  (9) Right in the wilds of Lapland you can make a grand trip up the Lule Träsk, a long narrow lake, which will take you to a tourist centre called Saltoluokta, by motorboat and road. The centrally-heated tourist station with its electric light and hot and cold water, which is miles within the Arctic Circle, provides a case in point of the mingling of the primitive with the up to date that is so characteristic of Sweden.


  Even the most northern parts of Sweden are traversed by numerous comfortable trains, while mail motor-coaches will take you to any out-of-the-way spot not connected by train. The hiker can walk by a really grand road from Kvickjokk to Abisko, with halting places in between.


  Sweden in a Nutshell


  A well-known Englishman once said to me “A grand part of the world, that country of yours—it seems to hold attractions for every taste.” He was right. Only look at the scenery. The South of Sweden is a happy blending of fertile fields and wooded hills. There are large shady beech woods down in Scania, relieved by other varieties—ash, elm, oak, etc.—with pine and fir predominating more and more as you go further north.


  There are stately manor-houses, approached by long avenues of venerable linden trees or ash, and little red cottages peeping out from among groves of smiling silver birch. Meadows aglow with flowers, and wherever you go, water. Lake Vänern is the second largest lake in Europe, and Lake Vättern, too, is of considerable size, while Lake Mälaren, another large lake, close to Stockholm, has 1,100 islands.


  The whole country is criss-crossed by streams and rivers that grow more imposing the further north you go, culminating in turbulent rapids and waterfalls which provide electric power, the “White Coals of Sweden.”


  In the North there are pine forests from which millions of logs are floated down the rivers and rapids to the saw mills on the coast. And still further north there are the long snow-capped mountain ranges of Lapland, a province spreading far beyond the Arctic Circle, yet boasting a flora of tropical hues, due to the violet rays of the sun in those parts, the strength of which renders the climate even more vitalising than that of Switzerland.


  Then there is the coast of Sweden, extending for the best part of a thousand miles. Thousands of islands and “skerries” are characteristic of the archipelagos of Gothenburg and Stockholm.


  This is Swedish nature in a nutshell, so to speak, but let us now turn to the map and take a more detailed interest in the country.


  Southern Sweden


  Gothenburg is Sweden’s chief gateway to the West, the leading commercial port of the country, and its second largest city, with a famous shipbuilding industry. Gothenburg is, however, by no means only a commercial and industrial town. Its social and cultural institutions are well worth seeing, and the whole place abounds with parks and gardens. When you have finished your tour of this beautiful town you will enjoy a good dinner at a verandah restaurant like Liseberg or Trädgårdsföreningen (The Garden Society), a delightful restaurant with palm gardens that are among the largest in Europe. From Gothenburg you may take a trip to the grim old fortress of Bohus or to Marstrand, an island resort with a good restaurant. In spite of the rather primitive conditions in this place, it is a favourite holiday resort of the “smart set.” The main attraction, to my mind, are those jolly parties you can join for a few hours cruising in a sturdy coaster among the “skerries,” landing on some island, and bathing from the rocks, with a most welcome picnic meal to follow.


  If you travel south from Gothenburg, you come to Särö, another little seaside place, which is quite exclusive and honoured by his presence for a short stay every summer by the King of Sweden, who is often to be seen on the tennis courts.


  Tylösand, a popular seaside resort, though quite different in character, is only about an hour’s journey further south. Here you find six miles of the finest sand, backed by sheltering dunes, that rise against a background of pine and heather. There are large hotel-restaurants with music, while there are also a number of small bungalows that you can rent quite cheaply if you want to bring your family.


  Båstad, on the West coast of Scania, has delightful scenery and can boast of a most picturesque hotel, though you will find other good hotels besides. Båstad also has one of the most beautiful golf courses imaginable. The Båstad Tennis Tournament is one of the events of the season, patronised by the King of Sweden, who himself takes part.


  Mölle, with scenery reminding you of Capri, has only one drawback—its pebble beach. However, a short bus ride will take you to some good sands.


  Falsterbo, further south, is a fashionable watering place with excellent seaside golf links and opportunities for all sorts of amusements and recreations.


  Ystad, on the southern shore of Scania, has a magnificent sandy beach, and the town itself, with its old half-timbered houses, is most picturesque. For the Exhibition to be held here this summer, see “Calendar of Events.”


  Orrefors Glass


  While you are down that way I suggest making a tour of Scania, where you will see many a venerable castle and magnificent manor. Sofiero, the summer residence of the Crown Prince of Sweden, is situated on the West Coast, not far from Hälsingborg, a town from where a ferry will take you over to Hälsingborg, in Denmark in fifteen minutes.


  You have heard of Orrefors glass, haven’t you? The factories of Orrefors and Kosta are well worth a visit, and it is not difficult to get there from Scania. Being in that part of the world you simply cannot miss Kalmar, a town which, as I know from experience, most strongly appeals to Englishmen.


  But let us return to Gothenburg, and from there proceed to Stockholm by the Göta Canal route. The Göta Canal, with about sixty-five locks, runs like a blue ribbon through Sweden, but only fifty-six of the total of 240 miles is artificial, the greater part of the canal being formed by natural waters—the lakes and rivers of Central Sweden. The canal itself is just wide enough to hold the little steamer which carries you into a world of poetic beauty. On the way to Stockholm you will pass


  Trollhättan, a large power station which, together with other power plants, supplies electric current to Central and Southern Sweden, as well as to parts of Denmark. Farther on you pass through two of the largest lakes in Europe—Lake Vänern and Lake Vättern. On a promontory in the former stands a large and historically famous castle, Läckö. The surrounding country is extremely rich in historical associations dating back to the Bronze, or even the Stone Age. Soon you will come to Vadstena, where St. Bridget founded a convent in the middle of the fourteenth century. The Vadstena Castle was deserted long ago, but the building is an interesting survival of the early Vasa architectural style, a fine example of Renaissance in Sweden. While the steamer is being sluiced down several successive locks at Berg, you have ample time to see the old convent, Vreta kloster, and the ruins. Through the fjord of Slätbaken the canal steamer enters the Baltic Sea, but soon turns inland again.


  At Södertälje, a nice summer and health resort, the boat enters Lake. Mälaren through another canal and before long arrives at Stockholm.


  Stockholm


  The capital of Sweden is a city of islands and bridges. In the heart of the Swedish capital stands the foremost architectural achievement of the century: the Stockholm Town Hall. This brilliant example of modern Swedish artistic genius was completed in the year 1923, and is the work of Ragnar Östberg, who spent half a lifetime planning and executing it. No description of mine could do justice to this architectural wonder. It must be seen to be believed, seen not only by itself, but against the background of Stockholm, known as one of the most beautiful cities of the world.


  I don’t know when I like Stockholm best, on a night in late May or in June, one of those clear, translucent nights that seem to cast a spell over you, lifting your spirit to the Empyrean heights of the unattainable, or on a day in early autumn—crisp and exhilarating like champagne, with a sky of the deepest blue mirrored in the many waters of this unique city. Then the imposing palace in the late Italian Renaissance style looks down on the “City between the Bridges,” the old Stockholm that was founded about the year 1250 by a powerful earl, Birger Jarl. Those narrow streets could tell many a tale of the times when Gustavus I Vasa (contemporary with Henry VIII) liberated Sweden from Danish oppression, of the proud days of the Thirty Years’ War, when King Gustavus Adolphus brought fame and glory to his country, of the sad days when Queen Christina, his daughter, renounced the throne and the Protestant faith, for which her father had fought so splendidly, or of the beginning of the eighteenth century, when Charles XII fought his wars against half Europe, bringing Sweden to the verge of ruin.


  Old and New


  I will not attempt to describe Stockholm to you, for you will be sure to join a sightseeing party, and your guide will tell you all about everything. He will take you to the museums and to the Riddarholm Church, the Swedish Pantheon, and to Skansen, an open-air museum on the heights overlooking the city. Skansen, in conjunction with the Nordiska Museum, will give you the cultural history of Sweden in a nutshell, so to speak. Old buildings from every part of Sweden have been re-erected here in a most beautiful setting, and you can watch quaint folk-dancing accompanied by old tunes played by peasant fiddlers. Look out for the Garden Pavilion, once the property of the philosopher Swedenborg, where he was wont to converse with angels and other members of the spiritual world. There is a good restaurant at Skansen, if you want dinner, or you can have waffles or other light refreshments out in the park.


  You must see some of the modern buildings of Stockholm—the Engelbrekt Church, most inspiringly beautiful at the crown of a succession of ascending terraces. A good contrast is afforded by the strictly classical lines of the Concert Hall, the interior of which I ask you to inspect, in order to make you realise that good music deserves a good setting—and is getting it in this country of music-lovers.


  You will take a stroll to the heights of Söder, a most picturesque part of Stockholm, affording a view that no words could adequately describe. Islands connected by stately bridges, little white steamers and ferries running to and fro in an endless succession, the turbulent waters of the Norr Stream which connects Lake Mälaren with the Baltic and, in the distance, the heights of Skansen, already mentioned. At night the view from here is wonderful. The thousands of lights reflected in the waters produce an atmosphere of romance that makes Stockholm an ideal place for honeymoon couples.


  Amusements in Stockholm


  On the hilly southern mainland where we now stand there is a nice little restaurant, the Blå Kristallen (Blue Crystal), decorated by the famous scenic painter Grünewald. He is also responsible for the decoration of the Rosenbad restaurant, where you get excellent food, as you do at the Anglais or at the Strand Hotel in another part of the city, places well known to the Swedish gourmets.


  The Royal, a most beautiful winter-garden restaurant, reminiscent of an old Moorish castle, is unfortunately closed in the summer, but there is no need to despair, for you will find several other good places to choose from. There is the Grand Hotel Verandah and the Operakällaren, both overlooking the Norr Stream and the Royal Palace, with beautiful views over the water. There is music in both. Hasselbacken, in the Djurgården, a lovely park bounding the city on one side, has a good restaurant, or you can have a drink or light refreshments in the gardens and listen to the band. A quaint restaurant is the Gyldene Freden in the City between the Bridges. This restaurant dates from the days of Gustavus III, the king who brought lighthearted frivolity from the Court of Louis XIV to the sombre life of Sweden. The Gyldene Freden has a very good cuisine and is a favourite haunt of the artistic set, besides being much frequented by foreign visitors. There are many other quaint restaurants that you will find for yourself when in Stockholm.


  In the early summer months the opera and the theatres are closed, but the opera reopens in the first days of August and the theatres shortly afterwards. However, there are good cinemas (performances are not continuous, but all seats are bookable in advance). There are also one or two good revues. If you want an evening’s outing I suggest that you take a train or a boat to Saltsjöbaden, half-an-hour’s journey from Stockholm. Here you will find a first-class hotel with magnificent views over the archipelago, where you can dance, play golf or tennis or have a bathe at the Swimming Stadium.


  In the winter Stockholm can offer you many attractions. The season lasts from January (opening of the Riksdag) until the beginning of June (when the schools break up). The “little season” is from September to Christmas. The Royal Opera is rightly renowned, yet very inexpensive. The Dramatic Theatre, which like the opera is subsidised by the Government, often has typically Swedish plays on its programme. In the Concert Hall there are excellent concerts, with names of international fame often heading the bill.


  The leading restaurants have dance nights every week, and there are many official balls and other parties to which you may obtain an invitation with the aid of an introduction.


  The Royal Family


  The Swedish Court is, in a way, far more exclusive than the Court of St. James’s. Swedish royal functions could rival the Courts or Levées at Buckingham Palace for sheer splendour. Yet the Swedish Royal Family is the most democratic, and also the most artistic Royal Family in Europe. A brother of the King’s, the “painter prince” Eugen, ranks high among Swedish artists, and the Crown Prince Gustavus Adolphus is a scholar and expert on Chinese archaeology. He took an active part in the organisation of the recent Chinese Exhibition at Burlington House, London.


  If you happen to be interested in any particular subject and would like to get in touch with people sharing your interest, or with any special institution, I advise you to call on the Anglo-Swedish Society, 10, Staple Inn, High Holborn, London, where you can obtain all information and, wherever possible, useful introductions. The society organise most interesting and instructive conducted holiday tours to Sweden every summer.


  Svensk-Engelska Föreningen, Humlegårdsgatan 22, Stockholm, will also be pleased to advise you.


  Environs of Stockholm


  You can make many interesting sightseeing trips all round Stockholm. There is the Drottningholm Palace, a country residence of the Swedish Royal Family suggestive of Versailles, designed by the famous seventeenth-century architect Nicodemus Tessin. The trip to Drottningholm through Lake Mälaren, and the beautiful château itself with its lovely distinctively northern avenues and grounds, will make the trip well worth your while. A real gem is the theatre museum in the pure rococo style theatre of Gustavus III adjoining the palace.


  The most magnificent castle in the Lake Mälar Valley is Gripsholm, parts of which date from the fourteenth century. Its portrait gallery holds nearly 2,000 historical portraits. Skokloster, on the upper shore of Lake Mälaren, is the most splendid private castle in Sweden, containing the largest private collection of arms in the world, besides some superb Belgian tapestries. The castle was for centuries in the hands of the first family in the country, the Brahes, which recently became extinct in the male line. It might interest you to know that quite a number of families in the Swedish “Debrett” are of Scottish origin, and most of them still use their old names, with the titles added—count, baron, or honourable—while others have slightly modified their names. Sigtuna, a former capital of Sweden, situated not far from Skokloster, is a lovely little place, with some interesting ruins. The “Sigtuna Foundation,” devoted to religious and humanistic studies, is recommended to those who are interested in the subject.


  On the Baltic side of the capital lie numerous places of considerable charm. If you feel dull, just board at the quay one of those little white steamers that ply between the thousands of small islands, and run over to some neighbouring seaside resort.


  Gotland


  Gotland is a large island in the middle of the Baltic with so many interesting aspects that your programme would not be complete if you omitted to visit at least Visby, the old Hanseatic town situated on the west coast of the island. You can get there easily by boat on an overnight trip, unless you prefer to go by air—a wonderful seventy minutes’ flight across the Baltic archipelago. Visby is to my mind the most interesting place in Sweden. There is a touch of “Sleeping Beauty” romance attached to this spectre of a past glory ensconced within its medieval towered walls. By way of contrast there is, near by, the modern seaside resort of Snäckgärdsbaden.


  Once upon a time Visby was a city of fabulous wealth, boasting no fewer than seventeen magnificent cathedrals. Then one day in the year 1361 a Danish king, Valdemar Atterdag, coveting its wealth, came with his ships, took the city by stealth, sacked her and sailed away.


  Visby is a lovely city. With her magnificent cathedral ruins, overgrown with red ramblers, she would form an ideal subject for a painter’s canvas. Historical pageants held every summer in this perfect setting, tell the romantic legend of Visby, once the Queen of the Baltic, now only just a “Town of Ruins and Roses.” See “Calendar of Events.”


  Not only Visby, but the whole of Gotland has something to offer to those interested in history and archaeology. Excavations which have been going on for many years have brought to light some Stone Age burial sites, jewellery, coins, etc., as well as some exquisite agalmatolite objects and other Roman and Byzantine finds that testify to the existence in Gotland of a high civilisation and to widespread early connections with the outer world.


  Middle and Northern Sweden


  Uppsala, leading university town and archiepiscopal see of Sweden, is one hour’s journey north from Stockholm and should preferably be visited in May, a gay month with the undergraduates. The famous University Library contains, among other treasures, the exceedingly valuable meso-Gothic Bible fragments, Codex Argenteus. The three Royal Mounds at Old Uppsala are believed to be burial-places of three sixth-century Regents—Adils, Aun, and Egil. Old Uppsala is one of the most interesting old landmarks in the whole of Sweden. I advise you also to visit Hammarby, the home of Linnaeus, the famous Swedish botanist. The surrounding province abounds in rune stones, their inscriptions, which date back to at least the fourth century, forming a scattered, unrelated chronicle of events not recorded elsewhere.


  Dalecarlia, a province situated in the heart of Sweden, is notable for its remarkably high peasant civilisation, which is revealed in architecture, art and folk-lore. The people have, more than in any other province in Sweden, retained their old customs and costumes, and there is a staunch, rather obstinate trait in their character, reflected in their fine features. Gustavus Vasa, the young Swedish nobleman, in the year 1521, after many thrilling adventures, gathered the people of Dalecarlia under his banner, and with their help liberated Sweden from the tyranny of King Christian of Denmark. Dalecarlia was the home of Zorn, the realistic etcher, painter and sculptor, and of Karlfeldt, famous poet.


  Falun


  Falun, famous mining town, can boast the oldest Limited Company in the world, the Stora Kopparbergs Bergslag. The oldest royal charter that is preserved dates back to the year 1347, but the Company is mentioned in a deed of purchase dating back to 1288 which is kept in its museum. Rättvik and Leksand, two villages on the shores of Lake Siljan, are famous tourist centres. A Sunday morning at the latter place, with the people, dressed in their different costumes, arriving for church across the lake, presents a most picturesque scene, the bright red and green and orange of aprons, neckerchiefs and head-dress adding a gay splash of colour to the picture. Midsummer in these parts, with dancing round the Maypole and other jollifications, is one of the most interesting features of country life in Sweden. And so is Christmas, with sleigh-drives to early Mass on Christmas morn, and no end of quaint forms of celebration.


  Värmland. Midsummer and Christmas are great times also in the land of Gösta Berling and the home of its author, Selma Lagerlöf, of Nobel Prize fame. This is perhaps the most beautiful province in Sweden, and figures in many a poem by Fröding, a poetic genius who, like Strindberg, knew how to express in words that crude, honest simplicity mingled with a certain rather coarse wit that is characteristic of the Swedish mental make-up.


  Härjedalen, a province still further north, has beautiful scenery, besides providing you with excellent fishing.


  Jämtland has several famous tourist centres, Storlien, Are, Hålland, etc., forming excellent pieds-à-terres for hiking expeditions in the summer or for ski-ing in the winter.


  Lapland you have already heard about, so I will just mention Porjus, a fine power-station situated within the Arctic Circle, and built about 150 feet below the river bed. Up here I have seen tomatoes growing in the summer, the long days, and the strong ultra-violet rays of the sun having a wonderfully stimulating effect not only on human beings, but also on the flora. The north of Sweden has a very fine flora, with many rare plants.


  Kiruna, also far within the Arctic Circle, is a famous mining centre, where the iron ore is quarried from the mountain sides. The estimated potential wealth of the Kirunavaara and the Luossavaara mountains is a billion tons.


  Abisko and Riksgränsen, the most northern tourist centres in Sweden, have beautiful scenery. Up here you will come across Lapps and reindeer, both “tourist ones” and the “real article.” You might also come across Johan Tuuri, the Lapp gentleman who created a written Lapp language. One of his books, dealing with his own people, has been translated into English. By the way, a Lapp will feel insulted if you call him by that name. “Sahme” is the name they favour. At Abisko you might also meet a certain Mr. Tirén, who has collected most of the existing Lapp tunes, numbering several thousands. For the Sahme are a musical race. But if you want to learn more about these extraordinary people of the North, you had better book your passage to Sweden.


  Sweden for the Health Seeker


  How expensive it is to be ill—or convalescent—in London! In Sweden you get the best medical attention, the best nursing, and excellent convalescent treatment at a very low cost. Medicine in Sweden is of a very high standard, and doctors like Forssell, the great radium specialist, Key, the surgeon, Báràny, the Nobel Prize winning nose and throat specialist attached to Uppsala University, and Olivecrona, the great brain specialist, are famous all over the world. These, and many other leading surgeons, charge most moderate fees for their operations. There are also excellent hospitals and nursing homes. The Röda Korset (Red Cross) Hospital makes you think of a beautifully furnished private house, yet you get the best nursing and attention at a charge that you would pay at an ordinary private hotel in London.


  The famous cancer hospital in Stockholm is a model hospital. The day is not far distant when people in search of the best possible attention in health matters will be coming to Sweden.


  Convalescent Hotels


  Now a word about the Swedish convalescent hotels. I will mention a few outstanding names: Tyringe (Scania), Mösseberg and Ulricehamn (Västergötland), Tranås (Småland), Saltsjöbaden (near Stockholm) and Fjällnäs (Härjedalen) Sanatoria. Please don’t let the word “Sanatorium” frighten you; it has nothing to do with the dreaded “T.B.,” in fact, such cases are not admitted. We in Sweden shy at the English word “Hospital,” which in our country means “Asylum.” But to return to the Sanatoria, they are beautifully situated convalescent hotels where you get the best medical treatment, the best food, special attention being paid to diet, at an inclusive charge of from three guineas per week. You have to live according to the special regime mapped out for you by the resident physician after your first overhaul, but apart from a few restrictions you are free to lead your own life. You will meet nice people of good social standing at these hotels, which count royalty among their clientele. Baths and massage are charged extra, but in Sweden your massage by experts is very cheap.


  There are also some very good spas and other health resorts in Sweden, complete with every kind of recognised treatment for heart, liver, kidney and nervous complaints, as well as anaemia, diabetes, arthritis and bronchial and asthmatic troubles, etc. There are also real sanatoria for T.B. cases that are as well equipped and run as similar establishments in Switzerland. Bearing in mind the adage that the best cure for all ailments is to take your thoughts off them, these places also cater for the lighter side of life by means of recreations of every kind, including music, dancing and the less strenuous games and sports for those who feel up to it. Beautiful surroundings with lovely walks and dry, revitalising air are characteristic of the Swedish health resorts.


  Svenska Kurortsföreningen, Vasagatan 14, Stockholm, will supply all information on request.


  For the Sportsman


  Are you a golfer, or are you keen on any other kind of sport? You will be able to indulge in almost any hobby in Sweden. Please do not think that Swedish Drill and gymnastic stunts are the only form of sport enjoyed by the youth of Sweden to-day. True, there is no rugger or hunting, but, on the other hand, there are some quite exciting sports that you will not get in your own country.


  GOLF. Close to Stockholm there are four good links: at Lidingö, Kevinge (Stocksund), Djursholm and Saltsjöbaden. The Bastad links, on the West Coast, are beautifully situated, and the seaside links at Falsterbo and at Ystad on the South Coast can also be recommended. Gothenburg, Hälsingborg and Kristianstad have good courses. For the Båstad Golf Week, see “Calendar of Events.”


  TENNIS. You will get tennis practically anywhere in Sweden, though only on hard or covered courts. Stockholm and all the larger towns have very fine tennis halls, generally with swimming baths. For special tournaments, see “Calendar of Events.”


  YACHTING. The West Coast of Sweden, especially the archipelago north-west of Gothenburg, and also the Baltic archipelago, provide thrilling sport for the expert yachtsman. You are advised to bring your own craft, as there are very few yachts for hire. Kungl. Svenska Segelsällskapet, Birger Jarlsgatan 4, Stockholm, will give you all information about yachting. At Marstrand, and other seaside places on the West Coast, you can join parties for a few hours’ yachting among the “skerries” in coasters captained by reliable fishermen. Sandhamn, an island in the Baltic archipelago known to yachtsmen the world over, is the centre of yachting interests in Sweden. For regattas, see “Calendar of Events.”


  BATHING you can get anywhere. There are sand beaches and there is bathing from the rocks. There is practically no tide, and there are no currents to worry you. The water has about the same temperature as in England. In the Baltic the water is best in July and August. On the West Coast you can bathe as late as early September. Stockholm, and most of the larger towns in Sweden, have excellent swimming baths, some of which are the last word in luxury. I will only mention Sportpalatset, Stockholm, a magnificent swimming stadium with restaurant attached. You can also get Turkish baths everywhere.


  Sports


  RIDING is a hobby you can indulge in quite cheaply in Sweden. The instruction is excellent, the terms very moderate. There is no hunting to be had, but the beautiful country all around Stockholm lends itself well for a morning ride. For horse-racing see the “Calendar of Events.”


  FISHING. Salmon fishing is difficult to get. The waters up in the north of Sweden, however, abound in lake trout, char and grayling. All you have to do is to bring your rod. In some places you have to pay a small angling fee, but in most cases you are free to indulge in your hobby to your heart’s content free of charge. Good fishing can also be had all along the coast of Sweden and on the lakes. The Swedish Traffic Association, Stockholm, will supply all information on request.


  SHOOTING can also be had in Sweden. There is hare and all kinds of game, such as black cock, ptarmigan, capercailzie, grouse, hazel hen, wild duck, etc. Elk and deer stalking, on the other hand, are for the select few who come with a useful introduction, but you can join an elk-stalking party for a fee of about fifteen guineas per elk head. Up in the north bears and wolves still exist, but opportunities for joining an exciting hunt are few. For information apply to The Swedish Traffic Association, Stockholm.


  MOUNTAIN CLIMBING. Excellent conditions up in the north, especially Lapland, with its unique scenery. Kebnekaise, the highest peak in Sweden, 6,900 feet above sea-level, is the goal of the most seasoned climbers. There are many other peaks besides on which you can try your skill. Guides can be had cheaply. Sweden also offers ideal conditions for the ordinary hiker and cyclist, both of whom can get many a good “tip” from the Swedish Touring Club, Cykelfrämjandet or Skidfrämjandet, Stockholm. One thing is certain, once you have paid your fare to Sweden, you will have a very cheap holiday.


  Winter Sports


  SKI-ING. In Stockholm and the Central Provinces the best time is January-March. For a ski-ing holiday, however, I advise you to go to some well-known centre in the North. In Dalecarlia you get good cross-country conditions (January-March), while Jämtland, Härjedalen, and Ångermanland are for the more experienced ski-er. At Sollefteå, in Ångermanland, there is a ski-jump comparable with the one at Garmish. At Åre (Jämtland) you will also find an excellent bobsleigh run, and at Storlien (Jämtland) perhaps the best ski-ing terrain of all. In Lapland, within the Arctic Circle, the ski-ing season begins on March 1st, but goes on till midsummer. You could not choose a better holiday, and many an Englishman has told me that a Swedish ski-ing holiday has spoilt him for any other country. It might have been politeness, but there is undoubtedly something in it. You can get courses in everything appertaining to “mountain touring” in Vilhelmina (Lapland), and all the leading centres possess excellent ski-ing schools. You can join ski-ing parties, benefiting by much reduced terms for travelling, etc. Guides charge most moderate fees, and there are no extras to pay. Further information from Föreningen för Skidlöpningens Främjande, Vasagatan 16, Stockholm.


  ICE-YACHTING and SKATE-SAILING are two thrilling forms of sport that I am sure you would enjoy. There are ideal conditions on the large stretches of frozen water all round Stockholm. The only drawback is that both ice-yachts and skate-sails are private property. When you are on the spot you may get in touch with somebody who will treat you to a few hours’ real excitement. For to be in an ice-yacht as it races across the sea at a speed equal to that of a fast train, clearing treacherous fissures by a hair’s breadth, is a thrilling experience. Skate-sails are not very expensive, and will provide you with almost as thrilling an experience as the steel-shod yacht. Ordinary skating can be had anywhere in Sweden. The Stadium in Stockholm has a fine skating rink, with a band playing, or, if you prefer it, there is the Ispalatset, boasting an equally fine indoor rink. Bandy and ice-hockey matches are held all over Sweden in the winter. The Stadium in the summer is the centre for football and athletic games, besides being the scene of all kinds of drill shows and pageants.


  For the Ladies


  “Looking at shops” and “bargain hunting” are things that few ladies can resist, especially when visiting a foreign country. Both Stockholm and Gothenburg can boast some very fine shops and general stores where you can buy everything at quite reasonable prices. There are also a great many old curiosity shops, especially in and around Norrlandsgatan and in the “City between the Bridges” in Stockholm. Here you can pick up many a bargain—old silver and pewter, jewellery, etc., quite cheaply, and without feeling that you are being “done.”


  What Sweden is famous for, however, are textiles, rugs, glass, china, pottery and pewter. All those things are a joy to behold for anyone with artistic perception. For the Swedish artist has an unerring eye for line and colour, and the workmanship is perfect. It is a fact that people interested in interior decoration come flocking here from all over the world in an endeavour to pick up new ideas, trying to borrow from the inexhaustible well of Swedish originality and imaginative inspiration, and buying specimens to form the pièces de résistance of their own collections.


  I will not say that these things are inexpensive, except certain very attractive glass and pottery. But considering the quality of the goods they are not expensive, and you would certainly have to pay far more for them in England or elsewhere.


  Electric lamp standards of wrought iron and also beautiful electroliers can be had far cheaper than in England. I can also recommend Swedish stainless steel cooking utensils, such as stewing-pans for cooking joints and game in the Swedish way. Also waffle irons and pancake pans, especially those for making small pancakes (Plättar). There are also all sorts of practical gadgets for the kitchen. The glass and china and the hardware departments of any leading store would be well worth a visit, and also the furnishing department.


  Then there are all those articles that are typical of Sweden, and that you will find in the gift departments of the stores, or in shops specially dealing in Swedish Arts and Crafts Products. Here you will find, among other things, a good selection of Swedish national costumes, some of which are really lovely. You could not find a nicer present for your little girl, for instance, than a dress from Leksand, in Dalecarlia, or one for yourself from Scania, in the south of Sweden, the kind favoured by the Crown Princess of Sweden when she goes to stay at her summer residence on the Sound.


  Sports outfits can be had quite cheaply, and you will find a marvellous selection of really smart ski-ing outfits, both for ladies and gentlemen. You should buy not only skis and skates, but also boots, socks, gloves, in fact, all winter sport etceteras over here.


  Swedish Hors d’œuvres


  The keen housewife will, I am sure, wish her family to sample some of those delicious, typically Swedish “Smörgåsbord” dishes (hors d’œuvres). Swedish herrings (gaffelbitar), anchovies, caviar (delicious for cocktail snacks), smoked reindeer, smoked sausage (without garlic!) or crayfish butter (for perfecting your fish gratin, or any sauce to go with fish), are only a few of the things I can recommend. Or why not get some Swedish Stilton cheese and ask your husband what he thinks about it? Unless you prefer goat cream cheese (getmesost). Swedish hard bread is famous, and I advise you to sample all the different kinds before giving your order for England. Having made up your mind that Swedish food is, after all, not so bad, I think you would do well to buy a Swedish cookery book in English at the nearest bookstall.


  You know, of course, that the Aga stove and the Primus stove are Swedish inventions, the same as the Electrolux products, and that universal blessing, the Zip fastener. Those things you can buy in England, but I wish that you could take with you some of our modern houses. What a revelation they would be to an English housewife, for never have I seen anything more practical or attractive than the modern flats in Stockholm. They turn housekeeping into child’s play, and there are many bachelors—gentlemen of high standing—who delight in managing their own little ménage, cooking and all.


  Any house agent would be sure to allow you to go over one of these modern flats.


  “Ready-made” Houses


  Another thing I should like you to see is a “ready-made” timber bungalow being erected “while you wait,” so to speak. King Edward VIII much enjoyed watching this Jack-in-the-Box performance on his visit to Sweden a few years ago. These bungalows could easily be taken over to England and would be a boon to the week-ending town worker. But remember, a Swedish timber house is a permanent building and has nothing in common with the “army hut” or temporary building we see in England. They are of every size, from a large hotel with 400 rooms to the small size garden house with a single room which you can buy for next to nothing.


  When tired and weary of dashing round and in dire need of facial or any other kind of beauty treatment, you may pay a visit to one of our excellent hairdressing salons.


  Those connected with the large hotels are, as a rule, quite good, but the Grand Hotel salon, as well as the Carlton Hotel salon, is even more than that. The same may be said about the Hygienic Department of the Nordiska Kompaniet and La Vogue, to mention only two. The prices may vary somewhat, but you can get a permanent wave for 25 kr. (and a good one, too), a manicure for 2.50 kr., a shampoo-and-wave for 4.50 kr. at any of the above-mentioned places.


  CALENDAR OF EVENTS


  
    
      	May 1st-31st

      	RIKSGRÄNSEN (Lapland). Ski-ing schools. Fee, 3 kr. per day, or 15 kr. for six days. Slalom competitions on May 2nd and 3rd. Further particulars from Föreningen för Skidlöpningens Främjande i Sverige, Vasagatan 16, Stockholm.
    


    
      	May-November

      	(With the exception of July.) Trotting races (Tote) every Saturday and Sunday at Solvalla (near Stockholm) and Jägersro (near Malmö).
    


    
      	May 3rd-31st Sundays

      	ULRIKSDAL (near Stockholm). Horseracing (Tote).
    


    
      	May 24th

      	Grand Prix of Stockholm.
    


    
      	May 15th-June 1st

      	STOCKHOLM. Ilis, 1936. An international Air Exhibition. Further particulars from the General Superintendent, Ilis, 1936, Kungsgatan 31, Stockholm.
    


    
      	May 16th-24th

      	GOTHENBURG. The Nineteenth Swedish Fair. Largest annual industrial fair in the north. Special passport facilities for visitors from abroad. Particulars from the Svenska Mässans Kommissariat, Gothenburg.
    


    
      	May 24th-25th (probably)

      	STOCKHOLM. The Third Scandinavian Air Race Meeting. Further particulars from Ilis, 1936, T. Ångström, Esq., Kungsgaten 31, Stockholm.
    


    
      	End of May

      	STOCKHOLM. Royal Opera. The spring season ends.
    


    
      	June 1st

      	RIKSGRÄNSEN (Lapland). Slalom Competitions (international).
    


    
      	June 1st-14th

      	RIKSGRÄNSEN (Lapland). Ski-ing trips for Swedish and foreign students. All-inclusive price, Stockholm - Riksgränsen, return fare about 110 kr. Further particulars from Sveriges Förenade Studentkårers Resesekretariat, Drottninggatan 116, Stockholm.
    


    
      	June 6th

      	Swedish Flag Day celebrated throughout the country. STOCKHOLM: The main festivities take place in the Stadium, most of the members of the Royal Family being present, and at the open-air museum, Skansen.
    


    
      	June 6th-13th

      	ULRIKSDAL (Stockholm). Horse-racing (Tote).
    


    
      	June 15th and following days

      	GOTHENBURG ARCHIPELAGO. International Yacht Races. Racing for the One-Tonner Cup. Organisers: Göteborgs Kungl. Segelsällskap, Gothenburg.
    


    
      	June 19th-Aug. 23rd

      	YSTAD (Scania). “Leisure” Exhibition. Further particulars from Svenska Slöjdföreningen, Stockholm 7.
    


    
      	June 20th-21st

      	GOTHENBURG ARCHIPELAGO. International Yacht Races. Organisers: Göteborgs Kungl. Segelsällskap, Gothenburg.
    


    
      	June 21st

      	STOCKHOLM. International Football Match (Sweden v. Switzerland).
    


    
      	June 23rd-24th

      	Midsummer Eve and Midsummer Day celebrated all over the country with dancing round the Maypole.
    


    
      	June 23rd-July 2nd

      	STOCKHOLM and RÄTTVIK (Dalecarlia). International Girl Guide Conference. Representatives from about thirty countries are expected to attend. Further particulars from Mrs. E. Cedergren, Birger Jarlsgatan 27, Stockholm, or from Miss C. Geete, Smålandsgatan 20, Stockholm.
    


    
      	Midsummer-Sept. 15th

      	JÄMTLAND. Mountain climbing and ski-ing at Nya Sylstationen (3,400 feet about sea-level). Professional guides.
    


    
      	Midsummer

      	LAPLAND. Mountain climbing season commences and continues until the end of August. For the ascent of Kebnekaise, the highest mountain in Sweden (6,966 feet above sea-level), and the mountains near Abisko, professional guides are obtainable.
    


    
      	June 27th

      	JÄGERSRO (near Malmö). Horse-racing. (Tote).
    


    
      	June-Aug.

      	JUKKASJÄRVI (Lapland). Arrangements made for tourists to shoot the rapids on the Torne River in Lapland. Further particulars from Swedish Touring Club, Stureplan 6, Stockholm.
    


    
      	July 2nd-5th

      	STOCKHOLM. International Motor-boat Regatta for outboard motor-boats.
    


    
      	July 5th

      	STOCKHOLM. International outboard Motor-boat Race round Lake Mälaren (148 sea miles).
    


    
      	July 5th

      	STOCKHOLM or GOTHENBURG. International Football Match (Sweden v. Norway).
    


    
      	July 5th

      	INGESUND (Värmland). Summer Festival at the Ingesund School of Folk Music and Peoples’ High School.
    


    
      	July 5th

      	JÄGERSRO (near Malmö). Horse-racing (Tote), Swedish Derby.
    


    
      	July 19th-23rd

      	SANDHAMN (Stockholm Archipelago). The Sandhamn Regatta. Organisers: Kungl. Svenska Segelsällskapet, Stockholm.
    


    
      	July 19th-Aug. 2nd

      	BÅSTAD (Scania). International tennis matches. Organisers: The Båstad Lawn Tennis Club, Båstad.
    


    
      	July 19th-Aug. 2nd

      	ÖSTERSUND (Jämtland). Pageant: “Arnljot,” a play by the Swedish composer Peterson-Berger. Further particulars from Jubileumsutställningen i Östersund 1936, Östersund.
    


    
      	July 22-25th Aug. 13th-15th

      	VISBY (Island of Gotland). Medieval musical pageants. Further particulars from Gotlands Turistförening, Visby.
    


    
      	July 26th

      	STOCKHOLM. Bellman’s Day. Local Festival in memory of Bellman, the eighteenth-century poet laureate.
    


    
      	July 28th-Aug. 4th

      	SIGTUNA (near Stockholm). Congress of the International Student Service. Further particulars from Sveriges Förenade Studentkårer, Drottninggatan 116, Stockholm.
    


    
      	Begin Aug.

      	STOCKHOLM. Royal Opera. The autumn season begins.
    


    
      	Aug. 3rd-9th

      	MALMÖ. Swedish Industries Fair. Further particulars from Swedish Industries Fair, Malmö.
    


    
      	Aug. 8th-23rd (probably)

      	BÅSTAD (Scania). International Golf Week. Open Championships for ladies and gentlemen. Organisers: The Båstad Golf Club, Båstad.
    


    
      	Aug. 9th

      	SALTSJÖBADEN (Stockholm Archipelago). International races for inboard and outboard motor-boats.
    


    
      	Aug 15th, 22nd, 29th

      	ULRIKSDAL (near Stockholm). Horse-racing (Tote).
    


    
      	Aug. 16th

      	SAXTORP (Scania). International Motor-cycle race. Swedish Grand Prix (the classic event of F.I.C.M.). Organisers: Svenska Motor Klubbens Malmöavdelning, Malmö.
    


    
      	Aug. 29th, 30th

      	GOTHENBURG ARCHIPELAGO. International yachting races. Organisers: Segelsällskapet Aeolus, Gothenburg.
    


    
      	Sept. 3rd-8th

      	LUND (Scania) and STOCKHOLM. Fifth International Rheumatological Congress. Further particulars from The Secretary (Dr. Gunnar Kahlmeter), Birgerjarlsgatan 36, Stockholm.
    


    
      	Sept. 6th

      	STOCKHOLM. Outboard Motor-boat race (Swedish Championship. Further particulars: Kungl. Motobåt Klubben, Södra Blasieholmshamnen 6, Stockholm.
    


    
      	Sept. 6th, 12th, 19th, 27th

      	ULRIKSDAL (near Stockholm). Horseracing (Tote).
    


    
      	Nov. 6th

      	STOCKHOLM, GOTHENBURG AND OTHER TOWNS. Anniversary of the death of King Gustavus Adolphus.
    


    
      	Dec. 10th

      	STOCKHOLM. “Nobel Day.” Distribution of Nobel Prizes.
    


    
      	Dec. 13th

      	STOCKHOLM. Lucia Procession in the streets. At Skansen old Christmas customs and decorations.
    


    
      	Middle of Dec.-Dec. 22nd

      	STOCKHOLM. Christmas Market at Stortorget.
    


    
      	Dec. 23rd-25th

      	Christmas Holidays. A number old Christmas customs are still observed and may be witnessed by visitors in several old country houses converted into comfortable hotels.
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  NORWAY


  The Journey


  SUMMER dusk. The red lights of Tynemouth breakwater dimming astern. Ahead, the grey sweep of the North Sea and a sky that already begins to contain a hint of the pale and lovely luminance of latitudes that lie within hail of the Arctic Circle.


  The waves swish along the ship’s sides. The same waves that sluiced along the timbers of the Viking galleys. Course, due N.E. The exact course the Norsemen took, sailing by the stars and the smell of the wind, on their return to the fjords after a raid upon the tempting shores of Northumbria.


  Gulls are following, wheeling above the masts with their eerie, faint cries. Many of them will keep with the ship for the whole four hundred miles’ journey, only leaving it when the blue outline of the Norwegian mountains surges up on the horizon next day.


  The Vikings sailed for the landfall of Siggen, a 1,500-ft. conical hump on the island of Bömlo. To-day, a thousand years later, ships bound for Bergen still set their course upon it. The North Sea crashes dramatically upon the island’s outer rocks. Behind its stark shape yawns the mouth of the great Hardanger Fjord.


  The white glint of the Folgefonn snowfield comes into sight; then fold upon fold of mountain and the fringe of closely-massed islands of the Norwegian skjaergaard. No country in the world has a more stirring sea-approach.


  Two voices are there, one is of the sea,


  One of the mountains; each a mighty voice.


  So runs a verse of one of the sagas. Seventeen words. But Norway has never been more faithfully described.


  The Land


  Sea and mountain. Valley and forest. The four great topographical features are the setting of the salient trends of Norwegian national life.


  Town life and the squalors of industrialisation play a negligible part in Norway. Fish from the sea, corn from the valleys, timber from the forests. That is the long economic tradition of Norway, and it has bred a free, virile and intensely hospitable race.


  Countries in which the peasant type is predominant, and mountainous countries in particular, demand intimate, personal exploration. Norway, above all others perhaps, calls for an independent off-the-track attitude of travel.


  The great cruising liners of a dozen nations penetrate the more famous of the fjords every season. Passengers return home enthusiastic over Sogne or Hardanger, or a glimpse of the Midnight Sun. But no true contact with Norway has been made. The green valleys hidden behind the mountains, the forests where the elk stand like sentinels between the pines, the little fishing communities dotted among the coastal islands or secreted in the recesses of the lesser-known fjords, do not reveal themselves to the herd tourist. But they have warm welcomes for the individual traveller who has come to wander among them and share their life.


  In Norway, then, travel by the normal methods of the country—on foot with a rucksack; by the automobile services which take one far into the inner territories which the herd tourist never sees; by rail to a centre like Voss or Lillehammer or Fagernes, and from there make short radial excursions over the region; by the little local steamers which ply along the coast and in and out of the fjords, carrying passengers, livestock, goods and mails.


  Western Norway and the Bergen-Oslo Railway


  Bergen, the second city of Norway and its greatest port on the western coast, occupies the key position for all travel in the famous fjord districts.


  The whole coast of Norway, from the North Cape—four hundred miles above the Arctic Circle—to its southerly tip at Lindesnes in the latitude of Aberdeen, is savagely riven into innumerable fjords that lead the sea to the very hearts of the mountains. But to the north and south of Bergen there are fjord regions of especial drama and grandeur, and the town lies midway between the Hardanger and the Sogne Fjords.


  For sixty-five miles the Hardanger Fjord winds inland through some of the most spectacular scenery in the world. In many places the smooth granite walls of the mountains fall sheer for nearly four thousand feet to the dark fjord waters. Yet where the valleys run down to the fjord side the grass is vividly green, and farms and hamlets lie amid fertile orchards.


  The Sogne Fjord


  The Sogne Fjord is in grim contrast. Here the scene is almost unbrokenly harsh. The fjord creeps like a sullen snake for 112 miles, curling through the immense rock buttresses of the mountains deep into the country. Its drama is almost terrible in its unalloyed hardness. But it is magnificent.


  The ships that run to Bergen from England tie up at the quay-side terminus of the Bergen-Oslo Railway, which is one of the world’s wonder works of engineering. The railway traverses the country from west to east, climbing the great central mountain chain. The three hundred miles of track lie through amazing scenery—following a rock ledge above the Sör Fjord; running over the barren mountain wastes far above the tree line, where the snow lies thick even at midsummer and the lakes are stiff in ice; winding through calm valleys where the peasants are at work in the fields; cutting into the shadowy depths of vast forests. The journey takes about thirteen hours, and to travel over the route is one of the finest ways of getting an insight into the Norwegian scene.


  At Voss, sixty-seven miles from Bergen, one reaches a centre that is the natural junction point of the Hardanger and Sogne country. The heads of both these great fjords are not far distant, and Voss is a local capital of much interest.


  Beyond Voss the first serious ascents of the railway begin, the line running along the high ridge of the Langefjell. As the track leads deeper into the mountains the dark forests fall away and the snow peaks rise up level with the train. To the south gleams the Hardangerjökul glacier, a citadel beyond the naked waste of rock and stunted dwarf birches. Soon even this meagre vegetation ceases, and the landscape becomes utterly bare.


  The highest point of the railway is reached near the station of Finse, which stands at 4,000 feet. Finse is a popular winter sports centre, and all the upland stations of the line—such as Haugastöl, Geilo, Ustaoset—are situated in splendid ski-ing country.


  Beyond Finse the descent of the eastern slopes of the mountains begins. There is a long and lovely stretch where the track leads down the broad Hallingdal valley. Later, the lowlands of eastern Norway are met, and the train threads the forest and pastoral region that surrounds Oslo.


  Oslo


  The Norwegian capital is a delightful city. Ringed by forest-covered hills, it stands at the head of its own beautiful fjord.


  The best way for a stranger to begin orientating himself in any new city is to make a dead line for the principal café and there take stock of things. The travel bureaux will provide him with maps and booklets and a personal guide if necessary. But the assimilation of a place’s idiom and atmosphere is entirely a matter of individual observation. And for this there is no finer vantage-point than a leading café.


  All Oslo meets itself at the Grand Café, which will be found mid-way along the wide and lively main street of the city—the Karl Johansgate. At one end of the Karl Johansgate (Norwegians call it just Karl Johan—and the “gate” has nothing to do with a portal, but means “street” and is tacked on as strasse is in German) stands the Royal Palace; and at the other end is the Östbanestation—the East Station. Between these points Oslo life pulses most strongly—notably in the Grand.


  From the tables of the Grand you can watch the Oslo pageant pass by the huge plate-glass windows, which are removed in summer to form wide openings to the street. And Norwegian beer is among the best in Europe. So it can be a very pleasant pastime, this dawdling in the Grand during one’s first hours in Oslo in order to get the hang of things.


  There is a long buffet at one side of the café. Upon it are arranged innumerable delicious single-deck sandwiches. They are a feature of Norwegian food and known as smörrebröd. Or you can get a printed list of them from the waiter, and enlist his help in choosing. There is one excellent concoction which appears as Skrapet kjöd m. egg og lök. Finely scraped raw beef, with the yolk of an egg and a little chopped onion, the whole mounted on a slab of rye bread. With that and half a litre of pils (light beer) the orientating process proceeds with delightful smoothness.


  Graduettes and Soldiers


  Those very attractive blondes out in Karl Johan wearing rakish black peaked caps are university undergraduettes. The soldiers with black horsehair-plumed hats and wide white stripes down their trousers belong to the Guard, and are on their way from the Akershus fortress, at the head of the harbour, to the Palace for watch duty.


  Across the street from the Grand is the Stortingshus, the Norwegian parliament building, and a comely little garden with seats under the trees. This is another pleasing spot in which to loiter and see life go by. The blue Oslo trams whirr along the streets; from the harbour sounds the note of a ship’s siren. Beyond the end of the Rosenkrantzgate the fjord shows, and the dark humps of the islands form the background for the white sails of the yachts.


  The route to Oslo from England is maintained by the Fred. Olsen line, whose neat comfortable little steamers, the Blenheim and the Bessheim, run twice weekly from Newcastle during the summer, and once a week in the winter.


  Lindesnes, the most southerly cape of Norway, is sighted twenty-four hours after leaving the Tyne; thereafter the way lies along the coast and through the calm waters and lovely scenery of the Oslo Fjord—a journey of twelve hours, with stops (in summer) at Arendal and Horten.


  One of the most characteristic features of Norwegian life is the amphibious summer holiday—bathing, sailing, fishing, camping—along the shores of the Sörland (south Norway) and the Oslo Fjord. Here there is none of the stern, rocky bleakness of the western seaboard. The mountains lie far in the interior, and the mainland hil$$$ that run down to the coast are gracefully undulating $$$ covered with pine and fir forests whose scent carrie$$$ far out over the water.


  Along all its length the Oslo Fjord is studded with small islands, tufted with pines and all possessing snug little inlets where a boat can be anchored and a camp made. Every fjord-side town has its yacht club—jovial, utterly democratic clubs where the stand-offish Cowes atmosphere is nowhere to be found.


  A man can own a yacht in Norway as he owns a second-hand baby car in England. Week-ends are spent in small cruises, sleeping in the boat’s cabin, or in a tent pitched on an island strand. The Norwegians have brought the preparation of tinned food to a perfection unknown elsewhere; and such dishes as lapskaus, a very first-class kind of stew, taken from a tin and cooked up over a camp fire, or on a Primus stove aboard the boat, provide an open-air meal on a level with the cooking-craft of the best housewife.


  From May until September the Oslo Fjord is the play-ground of the capital, and of every other town and village that lies along its shores. The islands, and the narrow waterways and lesser branches that they form, are spread along both sides of the fjord, leaving the wide central fairway for the big shipping. Local steamer services link up the different resorts, sailing intricate routes through sounds so narrow that at times the stretching branches of the firs almost brush the decks.


  In an hour’s journey from the busy heart of Oslo one can reach wild, untouched surroundings, finding a remoteness and a peace that only the primordial scenery of rock and forest and deep, still water can give.


  Where to Go, What to Do, What to See in Oslo


  One of the best ways to see Oslo is to take the electric railway (the Holmenkollenbanen) that starts from the end of the Karl Johansgate, near the National Theatre, and get out of the city. From the heights of Holmenkollen, or, still higher, from Frognerseter, the views embrace a huge panorama of city and fjord and the nearer forested hills.


  There are good restaurants at both these places, and the walks lead through forest paths. Another good view-point from which to see Oslo is at Ekeberg, also reached by railway in a few minutes.


  Having gained these bird’s-eye views and a general lay-out of the city and its environment, one can descend—by rail, or on foot until the trams are met with—and enter Oslo again.


  Oslo is not large, as capital cities go. Its population is only 300,000, but Oslo has the true metropolitan note. There is nothing provincial about it.


  A large number of its inhabitants live in the suburbs, pleasant places that expand out of the city along the edges of the hills and round the curve of the head of the fjord. Here in the suburbs all the houses are of timber. Painted white or red, or sometimes just treated with protective oil upon the natural colour of the pinewood, they imprint the landscape with a cheerfully fresh and homely aspect. And one does not fully realise the style and variation possible in timber architecture until the villas of such places as the outskirts of Oslo reveal it.


  Theatres


  Oslo has four leading theatres, and several smaller ones. At the National Theatre, just off the Karl Johansgate, leading European plays are produced, and the works of Björnson and Ibsen frequently performed. These two great figures of Norwegian literature and drama stand as statues on either side of the entrance to the theatre, proud and aloof from the courting couples who whisper beneath the trees a few yards away.


  At the Centralteatret, in the Akersgate, comedies and operettas are mostly staged. There is a very attractive modern theatre—Det Nye Teater—in the Rosenkrantzgate, which specialises in contemporary drama, and in summer stages lively, light-hearted revues. The Chat Noir is a cabaret-variety house, where refreshments are served during the performances.


  One of the high-spots of Oslo amusement life is the Röde Mölle—in the Tivoli garden. Here there is a large dance floor, and the cabaret turns are among the best in Europe.


  Cafés, Restaurants


  The Grand and the Bristol, near to each other and in the centre of the city, are the élite hostelries of Oslo. But both are entirely democratic. Democracy, hospitality and genuine friendliness are notable traits of the Norwegian character, and this is communicated to the restaurant life of Norwegian cities.


  You will never be haughtily refused evening admittance to these places because you are not arrayed in evening dress. That form of meretricious snobbery, so lamentably prevalent in some restaurant quarters of London, is wholesomely absent from Oslo.


  The Grand Café, if it were situated in a similar position in London—that is to say in the best part of the main shopping and promenading thoroughfare—would be unapproachable for the traveller of average purse. Its service and table appointments are faultless. Its food is on an equally high level. Yet you can get an excellent meal for 2 kroner, and the most expensive item on the à la carte menu is not more than 4 kroner, and that consists of a large helping of caviare, with adorning etceteras in the form of knekkebröd (a delicious crisp rye cake) and slices of carrots, mushrooms and other cold vegetables.


  Dagens Kost


  A feature of the Grand, and of all the Oslo restaurants, is the Dish of the Day—Dagens Kost. This consists of a choice of various appetising and nourishing confections at prices running from 60 öre to 2 kroner—(6d. to 2s.).


  In the Mauriske Sal (the Moorish Hall) of the Bristol, Oslo youth and beauty—and there is a lot of beauty—meets to dance and drink tea and flirt gracefully.


  How do the girls get their wonderful sun-tanned tint, bronze beneath the corn-yellow of their hair. Is it natural, or does dope from a bottle do it? It’s natural. In summer the sun shines for eighteen hours a day in the height of the season in Oslo; and further north, beyond the Arctic Circle, the Midnight Sun gives perpetual daylight between the middle of May and the end of June.


  One of the most cheerful and Bohemian restaurants of Oslo is Blom, a resort of writers and artists and actors, but equally open and welcoming to the general public. Its tables are lit by candles in black wrought-iron stands of different design. There again you can get a good dinner for 2 kroner, or dally the evening away in conversation over smörrebröd and beer.


  A popular lunch restaurant is the Teaterkafeen, across the street from the National Theatre.


  In the leading cafés the orchestras are of very high standard, and in the lesser places there is always good music to be heard in the evenings. Sometimes the players may consist only of a pianist and a fiddler. But they can play, and they are at their best in the folk-songs of the country—those wistful, plaintive melodies that bring the air of mountains and the scent of forests and the simple life of the peasant farms into the modern rush and clamour of the city.


  Of lesser restaurants of the cheery-beery kind, Humlen and the Nürnberger Hof may be named. They are essentially popular in tone. Students frequent them to celebrate an examination success, jovial parties of comrades make them a rendezvous.


  There is another cabaret-dance-variety resort that must also be noted. The Dovrehallen. If your wife is broad-minded take her there. She will enjoy it. Otherwise, don’t. The Dovrehallen does not pretend to be other than what it is—a lively resort of the people, where much good beer flows and much good spirits are shown.


  Out in the fjord, easily reached by ferry or tram, are two very attractive restaurants, Kongen and Dronningen. They are built on islets and linked to the land by long piers. The water is deep around them, so that the yachts sail close in to the diners on their verandah terraces.


  Oslo—Museums, Art Galleries, etc.


  In the Nationalgalleriet is assembled the finest collection of Norwegian paintings and sculpture in the country. Particularly interesting are the pictures of Norwegian peasant life painted by the artist Tidemand fifty and more years ago.


  Tidemand put a story into all his paintings. It is a form of art that is scoffed at to-day, where strange distorted torsos and morbid “problem pictures” are thought to represent the summit of creative achievement.


  By the study of Tidemand’s work one can gain a wonderful insight into Norwegian peasant culture. He has painted the Norwegian peasant in all his activities—his weddings, fishing expeditions and farm work; his boyhood days in the catechism class in a small country church; his courting episodes, with a lass up in some small mountain seter; his dances and merrymaking; his religious meetings in a peasant house; his life, his death.


  In an altogether different genre to the work of Tidemand is the art of Edvard Munch, whose pictures are stark and fierce in their portrayal of human character. Munch’s portrait of a girl suffering from advanced tuberculosis is one of the most savagely poignant pictures the world has to show. And there is another one—a mother watching her sick child, falling to sleep from sheer anxiety and exhaustion—that stands eternally among the great masterpieces of art.


  After an hour or so of Tidemand at the National-galleriet it is a good plan to take the ferry from Piperviken quay across to Bygdö, where there is the open-air Folk Museum. Here old peasant houses and farm buildings have been collected from all over Norway and re-erected. Again and again the settings of Tidemand’s work is seen in actuality, and the attendants, who are mainly women, wear the local dress of the particular district of Norway from which the building has been transported.


  Museum of Applied Arts


  One of the most striking exhibits at the Bygdö Folk Museum is the timber stave church from Gol, in the Hallingdal valley. And in a special house may be seen the remains of two Viking ships in a remarkable state of preservation.


  The collection of the Museum of Applied Arts (Kunst-industri-museet) displays the wide range of Norwegian folk crafts. There is some very fine gold and silversmith work to be seen, and the tapestries woven on peasant looms in past centuries reveal the innate sense of colour and design that is so noticeable in all Norwegian art forms.


  In the Ski Museum, at Frognerseter (reached by electric railway to Holmenkollen, and then a pleasant walk), are many articles used by Nansen and Amundsen in their polar expeditions, and a collection of skis illustrating their development from Viking times to the present day.


  Norwegian Food and Drink


  The craft of the cook stands high in Norway, as it does in every country whose people have their roots set deep in the homely peasant tradition.


  Norwegian cooking is rich, careful and exceedingly tasteful. But never fussy; and portions are never niggardly. The menus tell you exactly what you are to consume, and do not mislead with exotic French terms.


  The home meals are frokost, middag and aftens. The breakfast consists largely of cold slices of ham or veal roll or smoked salmon or various kinds of cheese, laid on buttered bread—the inevitable and always tasty smörrebröd. Eggs, boiled or fried, are also on the family table; and a lot of milk, thick, creamy, excellent milk, is taken. Coffee always, never tea. And you will never drink a bad cup of coffee in Norway.


  Middag is the main meal, and is usually taken late in the day. For Norwegian business hours run consecutively from nine to three or four in the afternoon, when the working day of the towns ends. The only break is a few minutes about mid-day, when smörrebröd taken in a packet from home is eaten in the office, or a short visit made to a nearby café for a glass of beer and a light snack.


  Middag menus are good and filling. One main dish and a sweet of some sort. Vegetables are always served with a thick sauce. The main dish may be anything from reindeer steak or pork cutlets to one of many forms of finely chopped or minced meat. In summer cranberries are collected and preserved. They form an adjunct to nearly all the more solid meat dishes, and are delicious, as well as being a most valuable digestive agent.


  Aftens is a light evening meal, taken any time between eight and ten. Here smörrebröd figures again, but such is the infinite variety of this item of Norwegian fare that one never tires of it.


  A Norwegian dish that is popular all over the country, and with foreigners who visit it, is stekt rype—roast willow-grouse. The willow-grouse abounds on all the upland moors of Norway, and he makes a wonderful meal. The feathers of the birds become snow-white in winter.


  Among the drinks of Norway beer is dominant, though big quantities of spirits are also consumed. There are three kinds of beer. Pils is a light drink of the pilsener order. Bayer is heavier and darker. Bok is very nearly a stout.


  One needs to be careful when saying “yes” to a whisky and soda. The whisky measure is a full third of the glass, the rest soda. Aquavit, a schnapps made from rye and caraway seed, is a favourite “short one.” Sipped alternately with pils it is very soothing—though it sounds horrible. A glass of aquavit is called a dram.


  Beer can be obtained in any restaurant at any time. But there are various restrictions in regard to the sale of spirits. And bottled spirits and wines can only be purchased through the State monopoly stores known as Vinmonopolet.


  Fish, of course, plays a big part in Norwegian food. Boiled cod, a dreary dish in England, has unimagined gourmet qualities fresh from the sea in Norway. And smoked salmon, a costly delicacy in London, is a common spread for smörrebröd. In the summer one gets tired of salmon, so plentiful is it.


  Wherever you go in Norway you will eat well, and table appointments are always utterly clean.


  Bergen


  The fastest steamer of the B. & N. Line reaches Bergen in twenty-one hours from Newcastle. The approach to the town from the sea lies up the Korsfjord between bare rocky islands, and later through the narrowing Byfjord.


  Bergen stands magnificently amid its seven mountains, with the giant shape of Ulrikken mounting to the sky in a huge gable behind the roofs of the city.


  The centre of Bergen is the Fisketorvet—the Fish Market Square. The market stalls are ranged down a big concreted space at the head of the Vaagen arm of the harbour. The boats tie up within a few feet of the market and unload their live catches into big salt-water tanks. You can choose your fish as it swims about. A large scaly-handed fellow in sea-boots knocks it on the head for you, and you carry it home.


  Across the road from the market there is a very pleasant little café whose windows look out upon the harbour and the thronged market stalls. It is called the Kaffistova, which is peasant dialect for Coffee Room. Its clients are largely drawn from members of the different peasant associations, and there is a comfort and homeliness about the little place that make it particularly attractive. The waitresses wear the red bodice, white blouse and black skirt of the local peasant dress.


  The great fire of 1916 destroyed all the centre of Bergen, and much of the old timber architecture disappeared in the blaze. This part of the city is now almost completely re-erected in modern style, and there are some fine buildings in the grey granite of the district.


  To see the wooden houses of the Bergen of past days one must wander through the lesser streets, notably those in the direction of Sandviken, to the north of the Vaagen, and through the narrow alleys at the far end of the Strandgate, where the Nordnes peninsula juts out into the fjord. The houses are nearly all painted white, with the window frames lined in bright colours; and every window has its array of cacti or begonias or geraniums.


  The Flöien


  Bergen, like Oslo, has its Grand Café. The café terrace faces the Ole Bull Plads, where a statue of the famous violinist forms the centre of a miniature, fountained garden. Across the Olav Kyrresgate, the main shopping street of Bergen, is a small park—the Byparken—which extends beyond another road to form a rim of gardens round the Lille Lungegårdsvand lake.


  But the most charming of all Bergen restaurants is the Flöien, on the top of the mountain of the same name. A funicular railway takes one up in about ten minutes, and the views from the summit are memorable. One can see far out to the North Sea, beyond the maze of fjords and sounds and the massed line of islands. The Lövstakken mountain fills the horizon to the west, and behind rise the massive Ulrikken and Rundemannen.


  The café has a good dancing floor, lit up from beneath through glass panels. Its outdoor terrace is built out towards a spur of the mountain. A grand place to taste the good Hansa beer that they brew in Bergen and soak in the memory of the view.


  From Flöien, which is one of the lesser heights around Bergen, tracks lead up through the pinewoods to the higher ranges. Forty minutes’ walk brings you to the top of Rundemannen, where there is a radio station. From here, if the weather is clear, one can see far inland over a succession of mountain ridges to the snowfields of Hardanger. Other tracks lead over the mountains in different directions, and there is one walk well worth taking—down to the Svartediket lake, a deep, lonely sheet of water prisoned amid the towering heights.


  In the past Bergen was an important centre of the Hanseatic League. The relics of these times are preserved along the Tyskebryggen quay, where a few of the old timber warehouses still stand.


  One of the buildings has been kept in its exact state with all its furnishings. A row of spirit glasses near the chief merchant’s desk tells of the “priming” by the astute German trader of the simple Norwegian fishermen who came to sell their catches to the Hansa organisation. The Hansa folk also kept two sets of scale weights—light for selling and heavy for buying.


  Seawards beyond the Tyskebryggen is the old fortress of Bergenhus. Its ramparts form a promenade for the citizens to-day, and it is pleasant to sit there, watching the shipping that is perpetually on the move in the fjord.


  From the Holbergs Plads, near the Fish Market, various motor-coach services start for outlying districts near Bergen. One of the best routes is that to Os, a townlet to the south standing at the head of a peninsula of the Björnefjord. The way lies for some twenty miles through attractive country. Several large lakes are skirted and some typical villages of the Vestland passed.


  A bay of the fjord near Os has been developed into a bathing resort—Solstrand, where there is a good hotel and restaurant.


  Peasant Life in Norway


  From the earliest records of Norwegian history one can trace the importance, economically and politically, of the peasant freeholder or bonde. He is the direct descendant of Viking social culture, and the backbone of the Norwegian race to-day.


  Pride of his fine peasant ancestry, love of his soil, affection for his family and unbounded hospitality for the stranger in his midst, are his staunch virtues.


  There are two distinct types of Norwegian peasantry—the farmer or forester of the valleys and inland regions, and the fisherman-peasant of the coasts. Both of them pull an equal weight in the life of Norway.


  It is on inland rambles through the valleys and among the villages of the fjords that one comes into closest contact and truest sympathy with the lives of the country folk. By the Udal law of Norway the bonde is his own unassailable master. The immediate possessor of the soil owns no superior. He is absolute owner and is not subject to any rents or duties or vexations of any kind whatsoever. Such are the provisions of the Udal law.


  A homestead is best,


  Though it be small;


  A man is master at home,


  Though he has but two goats


  And a straw thatch. …


  Thus the Havamål—the versified moral code of the Vikings. The bonde of to-day clings proudly to its tenets.


  The Norwegian Summer


  In the short and vivid Norwegian summer—the first wild flowers are often in bloom ten days after the snows have melted in the Spring, and the first crop of hay is sometimes ready in the fifth week—the peasant farmer has to produce sufficient for sale in the country markets and for the maintenance of himself and his family throughout the seven hard winter months. It is a tough task, but the bonde successfully achieves it. In this he is helped by an able wife and sturdy sons and daughters.


  Once the snow is clear of the ground, crops are sown and cattle released from long months under roof to graze and get fat in the open. And in June the migration to the seter, or mountain pasture, begins.


  The seter period is one of the most delightful and picturesque phases of the Norwegian summer. Every gård (farm) of consequence has its seter up in the mountains, to which all dairy and grazing activities are transferred once the brilliantly green mountain grass is sufficiently ripe.


  Travelling by train down the Gudbrandsdal, the Romsdal, the Hallingdal, or any of the great inland valleys, one sees the wooden seter huts dotted everywhere on the higher slopes above the forests. Often the seter lies a two days’ journey distant from the parent farm, but mileage is no matter where the welfare of the cattle is concerned.


  The conduct of the seter is entirely the domain of the women and girls. For two or three months they live isolated lives far away from their kin in the valley, tending the herds on the pastures that grow to the edge of the rocks and the permanent snows.


  The men help them with the trek to the heights, driving the cattle up the steep mountain tracks, carrying great piles of stores and gear in rucksacks, with heavier equipment loaded on a pannier pony.


  But once the seter staff is installed the men return to the valley to reap and market and store for the coming winter. Wives and sweethearts are left beneath the eaves of the mountains with the herds, to make the cheeses and butter that will provide food and bring in a revenue from the market during the cold dark time ahead.


  A Solitary Life


  Many of these old setre (the plural of the word), built of massive half-trees and roofed with green turf in which wild flowers grow, date back to far centuries. Their sites, certainly, have not altered since Viking times, when the seter was a safety post from marauding enemies in the valleys, as well as a necessity from the agricultural point of view.


  Bear and lynx now rarely emerge from the Norwegian forests to approach the haunts of men. But there are still setre to be seen where the enclosing pallisades of sharpened stakes built to keep such ravagers at bay remain intact.


  The girls have no time for loneliness during their spell of exile. Work begins when the sun tips the not far distant snowfields, and only ceases when the ravines are heavy with night shadows; for except in the ravines there is no darkness during the nightless summer of Norway.


  Work over, the girls sit along the seter steps, knitting, gossiping, singing those exquisitely plaintive songs of which Seterjentens Söndag (The Seter Girl’s Sunday) is so typical.


  At week-ends a few of the menfolk from the valley may come up on a visit. There is impromptu dancing round a fire of spruce branches, with a fiddle for orchestra and the muted tinkle of cow-bells forming a soft obbligato. Seter days … some of the truest poetry in a land that is filled with the natural song of waterfall and sea-spray and wind crooning through the forest trees.


  Four Great Valleys


  From Oslo four railway systems radiate in fan-formation to the north, running through the valleys of Hallingdal, Valdres, Gudbrandsdal and Österdal. Every valley of Norway is beautiful and the home of the sturdy peasant tradition. But these four regions are of particular interest. They embrace, as it were, the essential soul of Norway.


  The Hallingdal begins at the station of Gulsvik, on the Oslo-Bergen line, and forms a wide trough through the country for some seventy miles. It is a rich cereal-growing district. The farmlands lie in the fertile valley bottom, and beyond them spread the dark forests, covering the slopes until the tree limit is reached and only the naked mountain continues upwards to meet the sky.


  Gol and Nesbyen are good centres for a stay in the Hallingdal. For countless ages the valley has been famous for its peasant dancers and fiddlers, and it gives its name to the Halling, one of the most stirring of the folk dances of Norway.


  The Valdres valley leads from the junction of the Begna river with lake Sperillen deep into the heart of Norway, ending only on the threshold of the rugged mountainous region of the Jotunheim. Fagernes is its local capital, and there are good hotels at all the valley centres, such as Aurdal, Fossheim, Breidablik.


  The valley is densely forested, and both elk and bear have their haunts in the wild inner regions. At the north end of the valley the Filefjell mountain ridge forms a connecting link between eastern and western Norway, the road over the mountain running to Laerdal, at the head of the Sogne Fjord.


  The valley of the Gudbrandsdal is perhaps the most famous in all Norway, the richest in history, the most dogged in the survival of its peasant heritage. Its ancient farms stand as firmly to-day as they did centuries back, when men first axed their massive timbers from the living forest.


  The town of Lillehammer forms the gateway to the Gudbrandsdal, and the railway traverses the valley for its whole length, until the ascent of the Dovrefjell mountains begins. Beyond the Dovrefjell lies Trondheim, the cathedral city that was the ancient capital of Norway.


  The Laagen river runs from end to end of the valley, and from the green, foaming water the forests rise steeply to the upper heights. The subsidiary valleys that branch out of the Gudbrandsdal to the west all lead into the Jotunheim, where the highest of Norway’s mountains are massed in a huge citadel of snow and ice.


  A Gudbrandsdal delicacy is the dark brown goat-milk cheese (gjeitost) made in the peasant farmsteads. Near Vinstra, a station on the railway, is Bakke farm, the site of Ibsen’s drama of the semi-legendary peasant hero, Peer Gynt. One of the rooms of the farm has been moved to the station, where it forms a bookstall.


  The Osterdal is the most easterly of the great valleys of Norway. Beyond it lies the desolate region of forest and moorland and lake that divides Norway from Sweden.


  Pine forest dominates the Osterdal landscape. The closely massed trees stretch to every horizon. Only in the cleft of the valley is there a strip of farmland. Elk roam the forests and reindeer the uplands, and close to the Swedish frontier is the Femund lake, a vast stretch of water, renowned for its fine fishing.


  The Glomma river, a broad, fast stream, runs down the valley. In the season huge rafts of log timber are floated down it to the saw mills.


  From Gudbrandsdal to Jotunheim (from a Hiking Diary).


  They gave us trout in the restaurant car as the train from Oslo was running through the Gudbrandsdal—trout caught the evening before in the waters of one of those tumbling, tempestuous rivers that streak through the valley between the dark mystery of the forests and the brilliant green of the meadow lands. And after the trout came reindeer steak with cranberry sauce.


  There was something delightfully prophetic in the menu. In a few hours, after we had detrained at the station of Sjoa with our rucksacks and tent and fishing rods and our two Norwegian elkhounds, who also each carried their ten pounds of food and gear in pannier sacks, we should be winding our way through those forests where the cranberries grow thick between the silent pines; we would fish the rivers and tarns as we came upon them, and fry our catch over the camp fire for the evening meal; and high on the uplands of the Jotunheim, upon which we had planned to emerge later, we should as likely as not come up with those little herds of wild reindeer that trek from moorland to bleak moorland, always within sight of the permanent snows.


  At Sjoa the two dogs stormed wildly out of the van at the back of the train after four hours of incarceration in wooden boxes. We gave them five minutes’ freedom while they raced about.


  The forest closely ringed the little station, and the dogs vanished into the blackness between the pines, to appear suddenly again as though shot from a hidden trapdoor. They sent the stationmaster’s white cat scudding half-way up a tree, and atoned for the act by affectionately licking the bare legs of a little girl with two long yellow plaits who had come down from a seter with a wooden bucket full of golden butter.


  Then we hitched our packs, harnessed the panniers to the dogs and set off along the valley of the Sjoa river, westwards towards the peaks of the Jotunheim that glittered far away beyond the sharp horizon of forest ridges.


  Camping Out


  That night we camped on the forest edge, on an open grass space high above the river. Once there had been a seter here. The fallen logs of the ruined huts lay grey and bleached like old bones. Long ago, for this is ancient country, even for Norway, cattle had grazed on this acre of grass, and generations of peasant lads had tramped up to the hut from the valley farms for the traditional Saturday night courtship with their seter girl.


  We fished for half an hour, got five plump little trout, and set them to fry over a pinewood fire. It was in September, and the dusk came down, soft and dark, when we had finished the meal. The moon swung up from behind the spear-heads of the firs, and high up in the sky was a pin-prick of light, so remote that it was impossible to say whether it was a star or a light in the window of some seter where folk still kept with the herds until the final break of the weather should send them hurrying to the valleys again.


  All the tracks that lead westwards into the mountain fastnesses of the Jotunheim from this part of the Sjoa valley have been trodden by the peasant feet of centuries. Sometimes the way winds eerily through the depths of the forests, where one moves soundlessly over the carpet of pine needles to stumble dramatically upon an elk or see the great shape of a capercailzie wing heavily through the trees; sometimes the path follows the line of the rivers. But always the route ascends, until the forests thin and at last abruptly end on a tree-limit that is as sharply defined as though the trees had been felled by human agency on the edge of the desolate upland wastes.


  And then, with the trees dropping out of sight behind, there is only a wild humped world of moorland ahead; and beyond that again a horizon of dim blue mountain shapes and the white sheen of snow and the glint of glaciers.


  Norway of Peer Gynt


  It took us four days’ tramping, averaging fifteen miles a day, to reach Gjendesheim, on the rim of the Jotunheim fastnesses. Each night we had camped by a lake or beside a river. We had called at many a seter and been welcomed and given milk and cheese.


  Here at Gjendesheim, in the rest-house of the Norwegian Tourist Association (Den Norske Turistforening) we were in the heart of the Norway of Peer Gynt. It was over the rugged heights of the Besseggen and the Besshö that the central figure of Ibsen’s verse and Grieg’s immortal music roamed. Here among the peasant villages that huddle beneath the mountains he rioted and drank and danced and made love.


  The gentle sound of every little stream seems to hold the soft music of Solveig’s Song. The moaning of the waterfalls as they force their way between the river rocks holds all the splendid tragedy of Ase’s Death.


  Beyond the Arctic Circle


  The ships of the Norwegian hurtigruten, the fast passenger-mail-cargo steamers that ply along the enormous twisting length of Norway’s coast, from Bergen to Kirkenes, cover one of the most dramatic sea-routes of the world.


  In summer their way lies through waters which the Midnight Sun keeps in perpetual daylight. In winter they plough their way, with the ice clinging to their rope-work and rails, beneath skies lit with the uncanny green flashing of the Northern Lights.


  The journey takes a week, and in making it you travel five hundred miles beyond the Arctic Circle and steam round the gable-tip of Europe, where the black granite snouts of the North Cape and Cape Nordkyn stab sullenly out into the cold grey swell of the Barentz Sea.


  The ship’s final anchorage at the town of Kirkenes is in the innermost recess of a fjord which is only separated from the immensity of Russia by eight miles of Norwegian soil and a thin, straggling strip of Finland.


  Low Temperatures


  Press work took me to those parts in the depth of winter. There was a big birchwood fire burning in the open peis of the living-room in the villa in Bergen where I was spending a few hours before the hurtigruten left in the evening. Outside the streets were deep in snow. There were about seven degrees of frost (Celsius) registered by the little thermometer fixed outside the window of double glass. A sleigh went by laden with barrels of beer, chased by two urchins on skis who were racing to catch up and get a tow. A cold scene, with the memory of a mild February day in London only 28 hours old.


  But it was nothing, I knew, to what lay ahead. Up in Kirkenes, the paper recorded, the temperature was −43°; and in the streets of Vardö, one of the most northerly towns of Norway, an old woman had been found frozen dead in an outhouse.


  At eight o’clock that night the Irma slid out of Bergen and turned north through the intricate channels between the islands on the first stage of her long journey to the Polar rim.


  Ålesund was reached next morning, the town from which comes nine-tenths of the dried fish you see for sale in the shops and markets of the Mediterranean towns. Then Molde, which Björnson loved; and Trondheim, where Saint Olaf sleeps beneath the altar of the great cathedral. And on the fourth morning out from Bergen the Irma slewed to the little wooden jetty of Indre Kvaröy, a desolate small settlement of a few fishermen’s houses, that lies almost exactly on the Arctic Circle.


  I went ashore there. Though the influence of the Gulf Stream keeps the sea free of ice even to the North Cape, the water piles up into frozen blue masses once it strikes the cold rocks of the shore. Here at Indre Kvaröy the sea edge was sculptured in ice waves, and an utter stillness hung over the little world of this small island that is a milestone of the world’s curvature.


  A white sea-eagle hovered in the leaden sky. Some eider duck floated motionless in the bitter cold sound. Over the snow, through which a few stunted Arctic ash pushed their short stems and cretinous branches, three gaunt hoody crows flapped with a kind of witch-like sinisterness.


  But one of the wooden houses huddled round the jetty had a weather-whipped sign above its door on which the word Kaffistova could be faintly traced where the Arctic winds had left a few touches of paint unflayed.


  It was good to sit inside by the iron stove with a mug of steaming coffee and listen to the small-talk of the place.


  Tragedy


  “Nei, for oss heroppe vinteren er ikke god,” an old fellow admitted. But hard though the winter was, they were not being so cruelly put to it in Indre Kvaröy as folk were in some of the remoter islands. There were places he knew of where people were scraping the birch bark off their dwindling stocks of firewood in order to boil it into something resembling soup.


  “Have the storms been bad? Have there been many wrecks?” I asked. And he nudged me with his boot as the girl brought some coffee to someone at the next table.


  She was a pretty girl, plumpish, with a fair, smooth skin and calm blue eyes. She had the serenity of all peasants. And something more than serenity, I sensed, as I watched her. She smiled quietly at some sally the young man she was serving made, and then I saw the look of ineffable sadness in her eyes. When she moved away again my informant spoke.


  “Wrecks?” he said softly … “Ragnhild there—she comes from Melöy, farther north—lost her lover and father and brother in November. They went out to fish towards Lofoten and never came back.”


  That night we crossed the sixty-miles wide Vestfjord, which lies between the mainland of Norway and the lonely archipelago of the Lofoten Islands. The Northern Lights were brilliant. In huge green and yellow and purple sweeps, in vast folds of colour like a great curtain hanging from the sky, in jagged clumps of a million bright spear-points, they moved across the clear, starry heavens.


  Here and there the red and green navigation lights of fishing craft pricked the darkness as the little boats chugged across to Lofoten, that Eldorado of the winter cod fisheries—that may bring fortune or may bring death.


  “Terrible Beauty”


  After leaving Svolvaer, the bleak little capital of the Lofoten Islands, the steamers of the hurtigruten wind their way along the shores of Finmark, the province of the Lapps, to Hammerfest. A few miles beyond that city, the most northerly in the world, tree life ceases. This is the latitude of Alaska, and the last tree of Europe is a gallant dwarf birch that has fixed its wiry roots in a rock crevice.


  This desolate coast of northernmost Norway has a fierce, terrible beauty. Inland, the snows undulate endlessly. Seawards, the “ice-smoke” hovers in a mist over the waters that spread unbrokenly to Spitzbergen and the polar ice barrier.


  But even here there are towns on the edge of the Arctic vacuum. Vardö, to which the winds slash straight from Siberia, has its communal cinema and the Hotel Nordpol, most suitably named. At Vadsö, reindeer sleighs are driven down to the quay to collect the mails and take passengers to hamlets further inland; and the local lasses wear long Lapp boots over their silk stockings.


  And at Kirkenes, the ultimate town of Norway, you can have a meal to the accompaniment of radio music from the cafés of Oslo, 1,200 miles away; and then go outside and be within earshot of a wolf howling out in the snowy wilderness beneath the Pole Star.


  Winter Sports in Norway


  In Norway skis have formed the normal winter method of foot transport from the earliest Viking times. Ski-jumping and the finesses of the various turns and forms of racing have developed into their present-day highly technical sports aspect from beginnings of ordinary winter necessity. In Norway people ski because they have to in order to get from one place to another in winter, and from this sternly utilitarian origin ski-craft has grown as a sport with all the more vigour.


  Norwegian winter sports begin in December and continue well into May. Easter (Paaske) is the great national ski holiday, when everybody makes an exodus to the mountains to enjoy themselves in the snow and the brilliant spring sunshine. At the end of March the strong northern sun is giving fifteen hours of daylight, which has increased to twenty hours by the beginning of May.


  Though ski-ing can be had anywhere in the country in winter, there are two main areas in which hotels and accommodation in mountain huts and hospices are notably good. These are the mountain resorts along the Bergen-Oslo Railway; and those along the Dovre Railway, which leads northward through Norway to Trondheim. Both of these regions are easily accessible from England.


  On either side of Finse, the highest station on the Bergen-Oslo Railway (4,000 feet), there is a string of winter sports centres along the line; Myrdal, Haugastöl, Geilo, Ustaoset, and so on. They stand upon the very edge of the vast snowfields, surrounded by the gleaming mountain tops.


  Foremost among these snowfields is the Hardangervidda, a vast waste where the undulating sweeps of snow extend for long distances in every direction, from far above the tree-line down to the forest fringe. Tracks through the forests bring the ski-er to the valley villages.


  The höifjell (mountain) stations on the Dovre line bring one into contact with the Dovrefjell range, the great central mountain mass of Norway. Here, Hjerkinn, Opdal, Dombas and Fokstua are popular centres. But every place in Norway, from country village to busy town, is in effect a winter sports centre while the snow lies. One cannot go far wrong.


  Unlike the jagged, precipitous Alps, the mountains of Norway are humped and undulating. Their formation provides ideal ski terrain, and long trips may be undertaken in safety, lasting for a fortnight or longer. This journeying from one hut or mountain hotel or hospice to another is a wonderful way of getting close to the winter life of the country. Routes are carefully marked with stone beacons, and a winter stay at a Norwegian country inn is one of those satisfying experiences that one remembers through life. Big fires of birchwood burn in the open stone hearths. There is a warmth and homely friendliness about everything that no other type of winter sports holiday can give.


  For skating, all the larger winter centres have natural ice rinks; and the speed and figure skating events at Oslo, Trondheim, Lillehammer and Kongsberg draw the world’s finest skaters.


  The national ski-jumping competitions take place at Holmenkollen, just outside Oslo, in February. Oslo, indeed, is quite a good winter sports centre in itself. One can quickly get out of the city to the forest-covered hills where there are many good ski routes. Oslo also has a famous toboggan run, “The Corkscrew,” which starts high above the city on the forest edge and does not end until the first suburban tramlines come into sight.


  Fishing


  The classic salmon and sea trout rivers are nearly all private property, and the rents charged for a length of bank are substantial. But for 25 kroner the foreigner in Norway can obtain a fiskekort (from the tackle shops or through the tourist bureaux) which gives him permission to fish anywhere over the State lands. And where a hotel owns a stretch of river or lake, as so many of them do, guests can, of course, fish without further charge.


  There are trout in every Norwegian river and lake. Not always very large, but they give the angler any amount of sport. The wet fly is used, or spinning from a rowed boat; and it is not considered undignified to use a worm, if you can better get your fish that way. The average weight of the trout in southern Norway, where the rivers and lakes are fairly heavily fished, does not run much above half a pound. Bigger fish are there, naturally, and the lucky anglers get them now and again. But on the whole the Norwegian lowland trout is smaller than his English or Scottish relative.


  There are still desolate tracts of the country where the waters are almost virgin from the fishing point of view. But one must trek and rough it a bit to reach them. Once there, however, fish of four or five pounds almost hook themselves on the fly. July is the best fishing month in southern Norway.


  For detailed information about fishing in Norway it is best to apply to the Norwegian State Railways office, in London; or to an organisation like Bennett’s Bureau, in Oslo.


  Shooting


  Norwegian wild game ranges from the hare and the willow-grouse to the elk, the reindeer and the bear. The bear is gradually diminishing to extinction, though he still sometimes emerges for a raid on farmstock. But for the most part he is a harmless and friendly vegetarian.


  The elk, the largest game animal in Europe, is still numerous in Norway. The provinces of Telemark, Opland and Buskerud in the south, and the country around Trondheim further north are famous elk regions. Shooting rights are privately owned, or in the hands of the State, entitling the owner or his lessee to kill a certain number of elk in relation to the area of the shoot.


  For reindeer one must go to the wide highland plateaux, such as the Hardangervidda or the uplands of Ryfylke province. The reindeer roam in herds, always keeping above the tree-limit, and always travelling against the wind.


  Elk are hunted with hounds—two methods being employed. In the “loosehound” form of hunting the dog is put on a fresh spoor. When it comes up with the elk it holds it at bay, giving tongue, until the hunter gets near enough for a shot.


  The “leashound” method is used in the more open forests, and the dog is used for tracking only, and kept on the leash all the time. Reindeer are hunted by ordinary stalking.


  The rype, or willow-grouse, is prevalent over all the moorlands of Norway, where he frequents the stunted willows and dwarf birches on the moss-covered heights. Shooting is mainly done over a pointer.


  The biggest of the Norwegian game birds is the capercailzie, which keeps to the fir and pine forests, though early in the season it sometimes makes an appearance for a few weeks above the tree-limit.


  In the spring the wild geese come back from their winter migration in the south. Sportsmen intercept them as they wing in from the sea, and later in the year they provide shooting along the northern rivers and marshes of the country.


  Everywhere in Norway the hunter has to work for his sport. There is no waiting smugly in a butt for driven game to fly within easy range over one’s head. The quarry must be hunted in the best sense of the word, and the hunt takes on all the greater zest because of it.


  Some General Information


  Forms of Address: Herr; Fru; Fröken—Mr.; Mrs.; Miss. Every man is Herr in Norway. There are no titles. The sane democracy of the country abolished them in 1905. A man’s profession, however, is linked with his name—so that he is addressed formally as Herr Professor Jensen, or Herr Ingeniör Carlsen.


  Greetings: God dag throughout the day, until the evening, when god aften and, later, god nat come into use. After a meal the host and hostess, or one’s companion if one is dining with a friend in a restaurant, are thanked with the words takk for maten—“Thank you for the food”—a graceful custom. Another pleasing courtesy is the expression takk for sist, which is used when meeting someone you have met before and not seen for some time. The words convey “Thank you for the pleasure your company gave me when we last met.”


  Coinage: 100 öre = 1 kroner. The kroner can be reckoned as a shilling. Actually it gives a rate of exchange at present worth about twenty-two shillings to the pound.


  Hotels: The hotels of the cities and larger towns are of the normal international standard. In the country districts accommodation is simpler. But everywhere food is good, the welcome genuine and everything spotlessly clean. Accommodation can also be obtained in farmhouses—a delightful form of holiday. Norwegian country hotels have inherited good old traditions of hospitality from their former days as posting-stations along the routes.


  Language: Norwegian is not a difficult language to learn. The grammar is straightforward and has very few irregularities. There is a kinship both with English and with German. But English is the second language of Norway, and is widely understood and spoken all over the country. The English traveller feels more at home in Norway than in any other country of Europe. Home and social life are almost identical with the English counterpart. And there is a most wholesome absence of class snobbery. The classes are much more on a level than in Great Britain, and the uniform education in force throughout the country makes for a much fuller intercourse between people.


  Cost of Living


  Quite apart from the fact that the present rate of the Norwegian kroner exchange gives about twenty-two shillings to the pound, living in Norway is considerably cheaper than in England. There are not so many unnecessary frills to life in Norway as there are in England; salaries are lower, tastes simpler. But all the comfort is there, just the same.


  The tariffs at the big Oslo hotels range from eight kroner to twelve kroner a day for a single room; at the lesser hotels, which are just as comfortable, the price is from four to six kroner. In the country districts en pension terms can be had from five kroner to ten kroner a day; and farmhouse accommodation is often obtainable at about four kroner a day. The tipping system is everywhere ten per cent. added to the bill by the management. A good middag is obtainable in any restaurant for about two kroner; and general living expenses at a good but not de luxe hotel need not exceed ten to twelve kroner a day.


  Sports, Swimming, Racing, etc.


  There are many attractive fjord-side bathing beaches within easy distance of Oslo. Ingierstrand can be reached in forty-five minutes by steamer, or in twenty minutes by motor-bus. Bygdönes beach is only ten minutes from the centre of the city; and there are other popular bathing centres at Hukodden, Paradisbukten and Hvalstrand. Swimming events, racing, diving, etc., are continually taking place at these places, and also in the big swimming stadium in the fjord near the harbour.


  Trotting races take place periodically at the tracks in Oslo, Bergen and the leading cities; and the Bislet Stadium in Oslo is the scene of many important national and international athletic meetings. Football and tennis are also played throughout the summer.


  Principal Events, 1936


  
    
      	JUNE

      	
    


    
      	6th

      	Oslo Day; historical processions, folk dancing.
    


    
      	14th

      	Yachting Regatta, Bergen.
    


    
      	18th

      	Football Match, Norway v. Switzerland, Oslo.
    


    
      	19th

      	Automobile Races. Reliability Trial, starting from Oslo.
    


    
      	23rd

      	St. Han’s Eve (Midsummer Eve). Celebrated all over the country with bonfires on the hill-tops, national dances and folk festivals.
    


    
      	26th-29th

      	Yachting. Royal Norwegian Yacht Club’s national regatta at Hankö, in the Oslo Fjord.
    


    
      	JULY
    


    
      	4th

      	Rowing. Norwegian Championships, at Horten, Oslo Fjord.
    


    
      	13th

      	International Scout Jamboree, at Jelöy, near Moss, Oslo Fjord.
    


    
      	29th

      	St. Olav’s Day. “Olsok” festivals throughout the country, especially at Maihaugen, near Lillehammer, and in Trondheim.
    


    
      	AUGUST

      	
    


    
      	2nd

      	Trotting Races at Bergen.
    


    
      	5th(about)

      	International Congress of Archeologists, Oslo.
    


    
      	20th

      	Tennis. Norwegian Championships, Oslo.
    


    
      	23rd

      	International Motor Boat Races in the Oslo Fjord.
    


    
      	SEPTEMBER

      	
    


    
      	6th

      	Football. Norway v. Finland, Oslo.
    


    
      	13th

      	Canoeing Race from Oslo to Dröbak, down the Oslo Fjord.
    


    
      	20th

      	Football. Norway v. Denmark, Oslo.
    


    
      	OCTOBER

      	
    


    
      	All the month.

      	The 53rd Exhibition of Norwegian Art, under State auspices, Oslo.
    


    
      	10th

      	Automobile Race. Reliability Night Trials, Oslo.
    


    
      	NOVEMBER

      	
    


    
      	12th

      	Lapp Market at Skibotten, North Norway.
    


    
      	13th

      	Centenary Celebrations, Oslo Art Society.
    


    
      	DECEMBER

      	
    


    
      	2nd

      	Lapp Market, Bossekop, North Norway.
    

  


  Some Leading Hotels


  Oslo: Grand, Bristol, Continental, Hospitset, Savoy, Belvedere. Among the hills outside the city: Fossheim, Holmenkollen, Sanatorium, Midstuen Sanatorium, Vetakollen Turisthotel, Sollihögda Hotel.


  Bergen: Norge, Bristol, Grand, Hospitset, Terminus.


  Stavanger: Victoria, Grand, Sola, Strand-Hotel.


  Trondheim: Britannia, Phönix, Angleterre.


  Hardanger Fjord: at Norheimsund, Hotel Sandven; at Ulvik, Hotel Brakanes, Hotel Vestrheim; at Odda, Grand Hotel, Hardanger Hotel.


  Sogne Fjord: at Vadheim, Hotel Vadheim; at Balholm, Kvikne’s Hotel, Kvammes Hotel; at Gudvangen, Vikingvang Hotel; at Laerdal, Lindströms Hotel; at Flåm, Fretheim Hotel.


  Along the Bergen Railway (mountain hotels): at Myrdal, Vatnahalsen Hotel; at Geilo, Geilo Hotel, Breidablik Hotel; at Finse, Finse Hotel; at Haugastöl, Haugastöl Hotel; at Ustaoset, Ustaoset Hotel; at Voss, Fleischer’s Hotel.


  Along the Oslo-Trondheim Railway: at Lillehammer, Victoria Hotel, Breiseth Hotel, Lillehammer Turisthotel, Grand Hotel, Nordseter Turisthotel, Langseth Hotel; at Dombås, Dombås Turisthotel; at Hjerkinn, Hjerkinn Hotel; at Opdal, Opdal Turisthotel.


  Molde: Alexandra Hotel.


  
    FINLAND


    by


    ALEX MATSON

  


  TABLE OF CONTENTS


  FINLAND


  Introduction


  THE most common mistake made about Finland is that it is a cold country; the climate grows hotter as one nears the Equator, so that if instead one proceeds north it must grow colder. In actual fact summer in Finland differs not at all, so far as warmth is concerned, from summer in the south of England. For that matter, there are more opportunities for indulging in bathing and sun-bathing in Finland than, for example, at Brighton. For not only is the sun as warm in Finland, but there is more of it; the northern day is so much longer, thanks to the Midnight Sun.


  All countries have a definite character of their own, so distinct, indeed, that one could hazard a guess at the character and interests of a person simply from his choice of countries for foreign travel purposes. The phrase that best suggests the individual character of Finland—in summer—is that the country is a “natural recreation ground.” I say “in summer,” for although there are abundant opportunities for winter sports in Finland, the best time to visit the country is during those months when one can, if one wishes, spend every moment of the twenty-four hours out of doors.


  Landscape


  That Finland is a “natural recreation ground” will be seen from the following brief topographical review. Nearly three-quarters of the country is still, though Finland is a farming country, covered with forests of pine and spruce, mingled with birch, alder, aspen and other leaf-trees. Scattered all over this wooded country are lakes, altogether about 60,000 of them, not counting pools which in England might, by courtesy, be termed lakes; more numerous in some districts than others, lakes are nowhere entirely lacking in Finland. The land, irregular rather than rolling, abounding in picturesque rock mounds and sandy ridges that afford extensive views of the surrounding country, rises as one proceeds north, until in the far north-east the fells attain to the dignity of mountains. The sea-coast, incredibly broken and girdled in parts by the densest archipelagos in the world, is one long succession of rock, boulders and stretches of good firm sand. A scientist has recently calculated the length of shore-line in Finland, that is the length of the rim of land lapped by water on the coast and in the lakes. His measurements, based on scale 1: 20,000 maps, which do not therefore take into account every little irregularity, gave a total length of 168,500 kilometres—four times the circumference of the globe.


  Climate


  That a landscape of this description should provide an inexhaustible wealth of beautiful scenery needs no telling, nor that it affords boundless opportunities for a pleasurable life out of doors and for every variety of summer outdoor pastimes. The crowning quality, however, of the “natural recreation ground” is the purity and clearness of the air and the bright, friendly sun. The Finnish landscape is extraordinarily difficult to paint because of the clear atmosphere, which shows up the details of a landscape until sheer distance makes them too small to be seen or they disappear over the horizon. Into this atmosphere colour creeps as the sun sinks low in the sky, and thereafter subtle changes of colour succeed one another as the lingering sunset merges almost unnoticeably into dawn. The Midnight Sun is not visible in South Finland, but even there its nearness is felt in a total absence of darkness at the height of summer—no Daylight Saving Bill need ever be passed in Finland—and the farther north one goes, the “whiter” the nights, until in the Petsamo region the sun does not set at all between May 22nd and July 23rd. Perhaps because of this wealth of sunshine, or because of the all-pervading pine forests and the lakes, the impression I invariably get on returning to Finland from a trip abroad is that the air has a brand-new flavour, that it is really fresh air and not the tired, devitalised air of crowded countries.


  The Finns themselves recognise this special quality of the Finnish summer by treating the summer as one long holiday. Schools and universities close for three months, theatres and the Opera House admit their inability to compete with the charm of existence out of doors by doing the same, concert artistes take a rest or tour the health resorts, business grows slack, enabling offices to knock an hour off the working day. All who can do so leave town, and those who cannot make the best of it by spending their evenings and week-ends on the bathing beaches in the suburbs or camping in the islands or cruising in yacht or motor-boat along the coast.


  The spirit of Finland in summer is that of a holiday camp.


  The Finns—Are They Civilised?


  Equally important with the setting of a place we propose to visit is the character of the people who, in a sense, are to be our hosts. Do the Finns resent the presence of strangers in their midst? Are they addicted to running amok, to fleecing the unsuspecting traveller, to begging, baksheesh-hunting? Must one be on one’s guard against mysterious, unguessable taboos? Unfortunately for those who like a spice of adventure in their dealings with foreigners, my countrymen are mostly unromantically unexciting people with Victorian ideas of conduct and decorum—a Quakerish people. The only occasions on which Finns show signs of excitement are international athletic meets and football matches. Then they really cheer when Finland looks like winning, and with almost equal vim when Finland is being beaten, for they pride themselves on their fairness and sincerely believe that it takes a good man to beat a Finn at any sport practised in Finland. At other times—well, on the night before May-Day, the Finnish equivalent of Boat Race Night, when the university students don their white summer caps for the first time that year, undergraduates have been trying for years to place a white cap on the head of the maiden in the fountain symbolising Helsinki rising from the sea, and the police have been equally determined that no such breach of the public order can be permitted and have set a constable to guard the fountain. Until last year, when the Chief of Police, who had perhaps been reading of University rags abroad, astoundingly decided to let the students have their way and withdrew the constable—but kept watch himself from a little distance, lest this unheard-of licence should go too far.


  Strict ideas of public order do not, however, make the Finn gloomy. He applies himself with zest to his amusements, and life on a Finnish bathing beach is as gay as in any other country.


  No Fleecing!


  As for fleecing, the authorities help nature by putting temptation as much as possible out of the way of those who sell things or provide services to the public. Hotels are required to display in a prominent position in every room the charge for that room for a night and the cost of an extra bed if the room is used by two persons. All restaurants have the prices of every dish or table d’hôte meal marked on the bills of fare. Fixed prices, marked on the articles sold, have been adopted in all shops except a few ready-made clothing stores which the visitor from abroad is unlikely to patronise. Tipping has been restricted to a minimum, and tips are now expected only in hotels and restaurants, at ladies’ hairdressers and public baths. Many hotels and restaurants have already adopted a fixed service charge on a percentage basis, and the Government proposes to make this system compulsory everywhere where some justification for special service charges exists. Railway porters are allowed to charge two marks (about twopence) for every parcel carried by them, but will not refuse a little extra if the parcel is a heavy trunk. But whatever the service performed by any other railway servant, one simply thanks them and raises one’s hat. The same with policemen and other public servants. Taxi-drivers will not refuse tips, but it is neither customary nor necessary to offer them. The prices of drinks, whether by the bottle, half-bottle or glass, down to a glass of beer, are fixed in every part of Finland by the Alcohol Monopoly Company and must be marked on a wine list.


  Finland was the first country in the world to give women the same suffrage and elective rights as men, and in a country where women act as lawyers, bricklayers, Cabinet Ministers, tram conductors, no woman need fear to travel alone or without male protection. A solitary young woman who strolls the streets at a late hour may, of course, expect offers of company; but even that risk disappears away from the towns.


  The Finns are genuinely hospitable and helpful. Their stiffness in public places is mostly bashfulness and not a real stolidity; writers of humour would not flourish in Finland as they do if the Finns were a phlegmatic race. Knowledge of languages is extremely widespread in Finland, and wherever the traveller goes he will be sure to find someone who understands English; and even if he is reduced to making his wishes known in sign-language he can count on a willingness to understand, for the average Finn is anxious that his country, of which he is proud, should make a good impression on the visitor from abroad.


  Travelling in Finland


  Except for differences in local colour, language and so on, the British visitor to Finland might fancy himself travelling in one of the Dominions. There is the same contrast between a largely virgin nature and a modern civilisation. For all that the country is sparsely populated and has the new appearance of a land that has not been cultivated everywhere for centuries, the towns and one might say the appointments of the country are more modern than in densely populated countries, where vested interests act as a brake on progress. In type, Finnish civilisation resembles that of Great Britain, Germany and America, and not that of South and Eastern Europe. Finland is the kind of country where trains run punctually to the minute, where motor-cars have superseded horses for travel purposes, where labourers read their newspapers by electric light, where things are done and not left till to-morrow.


  The Finnish State Railways are efficiently operated and the railway network covers most of the country. The coaches are all built on the corridor system, and on the main lines there are sleeping-cars and Wagons-Lits dining-cars. There are three classes—on many trains only Second and Third—and as the only advantage gained by travelling First is that one is usually alone in the compartment (there is a saying in Finland that only madmen and Englishmen travel First), most cultured people travel Second. Railway fares are extraordinarily cheap; roughly, a Second Class ticket (fifty per cent. increase on a Third) costs less than half of the Third Class fare in England for the same mileage.


  The railway facilities are supplemented by a widely ramified system of motor-bus services, served mostly by modern, low-slung, single-decker, roofed American cars—a democratic mode of travel, like riding in a tram-car. Further, in the summer, by lake-steamers. The lakes form in parts long consecutive waterways along which one can travel distances up to a couple of hundred miles without changing steamer. A tour in Finland should include one of the chief lake-steamer routes. Private cars can also be hired, with chauffeur, for any distance at a moderate cost, or the visitor might bring his own car. The roads are well engineered, and while not the equal of the Central European autostradas can be described as good; roadmaking and road improvements have been carried out for many years now with an eye expressly to automobile traffic. So far, the only air service within the country is the stretch between Helsinki and Turku, which can be flown on the hydroplanes on the Helsinki-Stockholm route.


  Travel Facilities


  Tourist travel facilities have not been left to chance in Finland, but have been developed by semi-official bodies, chief of which is the Finnish Tourist Association, which provides and operates its own hotels and travel facilities where private enterprise cannot be trusted to give satisfactory results. The Association was originally founded to encourage domestic travel among the Finns, and its services are not run on a profit-making basis. Visitors who apply to the Association (address: Helsinki, Aleksanterinkatu 7 A), or to the Association’s local agents in other towns or centres of tourist travel, can be sure of receiving disinterested, reliable advice in any matter connected with travelling, which travellers nervous about engaging guides, hiring cars, etc., without proper recommendations, should remember.


  The travel agencies also give free advice and should be used when buying tickets for round tours, booking sleeping-car accommodation, etc., as there is no extra charge and the visitor can make known his wishes in his own language. Addresses: Finland Travel Bureau Ltd., Helsinki, P. Esplanaadikatu 19 (branch in Stockmann’s Department Stores); Travel Bureau Kaleva Ltd., Helsinki, T. Heikirzkatu 9; The School Travel Bureau (Koulumatkailutouristo), Helsinki, Ratakatu 2, for school and group excursions only.


  Motorists should apply for advice to Suomen Automobiili Klubi (Finlands Automobil Klubb, member of the Association Internationale des Automobile-Clubs Reconnus), Fabianinkatu 14, or to Yleinen Autoliitto (Suomi Touring Club, member of the Alliance Internationale du Tourisme), Mikonkatu 3, both in the capital. In any case the booklet “Automobile-Routes in Finland,” published by the Association Finland-Travel for the above Automobile Associations and obtainable gratis from Messrs. John Good & Sons, Ltd., Hull, if the British travel agencies are without copies, should be read. Finland has one great attraction for the motorist in the “Great Arctic Highway,” the only motor road in the world to the coast of the Arctic Ocean.


  Travelling in Finland thus presents no difficulties; even the Finnish equivalent of a Bradshaw, which also gives lake-steamer time-tables and those of the chief motor-bus services, contains explanations and instructions in English. Indeed, the only novel form of travel is the rapids-boat service on the River Oulujoki, a form of locomotion developed centuries ago for the transport of tar from the interior to the coast; reindeer-driving in the winter is another, in Lapland, but we are speaking now of summer.


  Accommodation and Food


  To come to bed and board, there are very good hotels of an international standard of comfort in the capital and the biggest provincial towns, and simpler hotels, inns and pensions at all health resorts, spas, places of special interest, well-known fishing sites, etc.; at all these places the visitor can be sure of ordinary civilised comforts and cosmopolitan rather than pronouncedly Finnish food. Bathrooms diminish in number as one leaves the running hot and cold water belt, but the lakes, streams and sea, nature’s own bathrooms, make up for the deficiency. A bathrobe and a piece of soap is all man need contribute. The sea water is only slightly brackish and makes a lather with soap. And for a real cleansing the Finn uses the national steam-bath, the sauna, where one lounges on a high wooden platform until the steam produced by throwing water on to heated stones has caused a profuse perspiration and then washes in hot water and closes the pores again by rinsing with cold or dipping oneself in the lake.


  The modern first-class hotels charge 40 to 100 marks (3s. 6d. to 9s.) for a single room, the higher-priced rooms from about 5s. 6d. upward, with private bathroom. At less pretentious places rooms can be had from a couple of shillings upward. The latter include both Y.M.C.A. and Y.W.C.A. hospices.


  Meal Times


  As to local customs in regard to mealtimes, food, etc., the visitor is by no means compelled to adapt himself to new conditions, for all hotels and restaurants of any consequence serve meals at practically British hours. The average educated Finn believes in starting the day with coffee and bread of some kind; breakfast follows about ten to eleven o’clock, midday coffee at one to two o’clock, dinner at five to six o’clock, and a light supper at about nine o’clock. At pensions the visitor will usually find hours something like these, but mostly the meal-times are extended, so that the breakfast can be eaten as an early lunch and the dinner at seven o’clock. The big hotels are accustomed to serving English breakfasts; elsewhere cooks are mostly asleep at that hour, and an egg is about the most one can obtain in addition to the coffee or tea and rolls. Tea, if the visitor must have English tea, may prove to be a problem, for tea is expensive in Finland and is drunk Russian style, very pale. Away from the big hotels and the capital even an order for strong tea is likely to result in the addition of half a teaspoonful to the teaspoonful brewed for two or three persons, for few Finns believe that tea can be drunk as strong as the ordinary Englishman likes his. The tea-addict might bring half a pound of tea with him for use in emergencies, others will find Finnish coffee a very good substitute.


  At lunch the only novelty is the northern hors d’œuvres table (literally “sandwich table”), which displays a truly surprising wealth of dishes to the person who has not travelled in the northern countries before—cold meats, fish, salads of various kinds, cheese, sausage, boiled potatoes and perhaps a hot egg dish. One helps oneself, once, twice, thrice—the visitor with an appetite need not stint himself. The cold dishes contain nothing alarmingly new, unless it be pickled herring or smoked reindeer meat, recognised by its dark-red colour and its texture, tighter and smoother than smoked ham. Follows a choice of a meat, fish or vegetable dish from the bill of fare, which includes the usual cosmopolitan dishes. Sweets are not included in this meal. Bread—white, black rye, hard crispbreads—and butter are provided; coffee is an extra. The Finnish tipple with this meal is a preliminary glass of spirits, plain or spiced, of the vodka type, and beer. French, German, Italian and Spanish wines are obtainable at moderate prices, and the usual cocktails. The best authorities on spirit-drinking favour a mouthful or two of food before the dram. Finnish beer, light and dark, is lighter than English beer and rather good. Many Finnish people drink milk with this meal.


  Food is Cheap


  A table d’hôte dinner consists of three to four courses: sandwiches or grape-fruit, soup or curdled milk (viili, one of the few Finnish specialities, eaten sprinkled with sugar, powdered ginger, cardamon or breakfast cereal, and very healthy and refreshing as an alternative to soup in hot weather), fish and/or roast, and a sweet or cheese. Bread is an extra, coffee likewise. Drinks the same as at lunch.


  The price of a table d’hôte lunch is twenty-five marks at the most expensive places, but some first-class restaurants serve practically the same lunch for fifteen to twenty marks. Table d’hôte dinners at the same places twenty-five to thirty-five marks. A la carte meals cost anything the diner is prepared to pay, but to show the scale of prices I will add that a cutlet, steak or portion of roast meat or fowl averages about fifteen marks at a first-class restaurant. Second-class restaurants (the classification is official) and dining-rooms, snack-bars, etc., are cheaper.


  Helsinki—the Capital


  Most travellers enter Finland at Helsinki (Helsingfors), the port for nearly all of the passenger-boats plying between Finland and Germany, Denmark and England, and the terminus for the air lines between Finland and Estonia, and Finland and Sweden. And those who cross over from Sweden to Turku (Åbo) generally make Helsinki their headquarters for such tours as they undertake in Finland. It is thus at Helsinki that the great majority of visitors get their first real contact with Finland; and, really, no better form of introduction could be hoped for, for whatever the rural dweller might say to the contrary, the character of Finland as a nation is most clearly evident in the capital.


  Helsinki (population 275,000) has been dubbed the “White City of the North” because of its cleanness, the prevailing light colours of the buildings and the clarity of its atmosphere. The traveller whose steamer, having passed the old-fashioned fortifications on the seaward side, enters South Harbour on a sunny summer morning, will not dispute the aptness of the title. He is in a position to view the city before he has landed, for owing to the site of the capital on a long peninsula, the harbour reaches into the heart of the town; right before the bows of his steamer is the Market Place and open-air fish market; behind the row of fairly good buildings that form the background for the market rises Suurkirkko Church, a relic of nineteenth-century Helsinki, and at the end of the row is the President’s Residence.


  Hotels


  Customs and passport formalities quickly over, the traveller has his luggage carried by the attendant seamen to the lorry of his hotel, if he has booked in advance, as he is advised to do at the height of the tourist season, and entering one of the waiting taxis, gives the name of his hotel. If he has not booked a room or wishes to book one, he can try the following hotels.


  Societetshuset, modern, fashionable, exclusive, in Kaivokatu, nearly opposite the main entrance to the railway station; Torni, newer and even more modern, Yrjönkatu 26; Kämp, older, but in the same class, Rotary Headquarters, well situated in the middle of the central Esplanade. These hotels have the cachet that attaches to places where distinguished visitors, visiting diplomatists, etc., put up, but their tariff places them within the reach of modestly-situated persons. The Grand Hotel, in Railway Square, belongs to the old generation of first-class hotels; Carlton, Keskuskatu 5, modern, quiet and very comfortable; Karelia, Kaisaniemenkatu 13, ditto. Hotel Helsinki, Hallituskatu 12, is also a modern hotel with an international public, curiously enough, athletic and sporting. Cheaper than these, but with all modern appointments, is Hotel Kaisaniemi, Kaisaniemenkatu 13, and still cheaper, but quite good, Hotel Heimo, Hallituskatu 15. The Hospiz (Y.M.C.A.), Vuorikatu 17, is a fairly big hotel, where a small room can be had for less than two shillings; the N.N.K.Y. Hospiz (Y.W.C.A.), P. Rautatiekatu 23, is much newer and more modern, and room charges are slightly higher (twenty-eight to fifty marks); a third hotel of the same type is the Lähetyshotelli, Annankatu 1, very cheap. All of the hotels mentioned have running hot and cold water (with the sole exception of Heimo), bathrooms, room telephones, etc. Telephones, by the way, are nearly everywhere on the automatic central system, recognisable by the dial with numbers on it. At hotels say “Central” if it is not service you wish, and then when you hear the repeated high note, turn the dial for the number you wish. A buzzing noise indicates that the line is engaged. The service at these hotels is all that can be desired, and especially at the big hotels the visitor will hardly need any other guidance for his movements in the city than that provided by the omniscient, linguistic commissionaire behind the desk in the entrance hall.


  The Esplanade


  Let us assume, however, that the visitor is installed in his hotel. His first movement should be towards the Esplanade, not very far from any of the hotels mentioned, except the Y.W.C.A. Hospiz (from that place he must turn to the left, and keeping on until he reaches the tramlines, follow these to the right to get to the centre of the town). The Esplanade is the fashionable promenade, or rather its north side is, which also, with the parallel Aleksanterinkatu and the streets joining them together, forms the chief shopping district. Here he can form his impressions of the Helsinki public and its tastes. If he keeps on to the Presidential Residence facing the harbour, and then turns back as far as the second or third narrow side street, he can put in a bit of sightseeing by going down one of these streets (about the only old narrow streets left in slumless Helsinki), which will bring him to Suurtori Square, a magnificently planned open space dominated by a fine church and flanked by the University on the west side and the State Council Building on the east side. The sights of Helsinki are mostly fine buildings, more or less modern in design (the Finns are famous architects), which the visitor can find with the aid of the travel booklets his hotel will give him free, or, if he prefers a quick glance round the town, he can make a tour with the red sightseeing car that stands at the Market Place end of the Esplanade; in this connection it is unnecessary to name them. If he is interested in the intellectual life of the Finns, he might visit the Atheneum, the national art gallery, and if he is historically minded he can study the past of the Finns in the National Museum (Kansallismuseo) just past the prominently placed Diet Building, or less drily by pottering about the open-air museum on Seurasaari Island, with its old farm buildings, backwoods, huts and bear and wolf traps.


  Restaurants


  Just now he is hungry and wants lunch. Where is he to go? Kämp, about half-way down the north side of the Esplanade, is the most popular place for lunch and is generally fairly crowded between twelve and two. The public consists mostly of prosperous business men, tourists, a sprinkling of members of the official and learned world, and such men about town as happen to be in town. Societetshuset is equally fashionable, but quieter. Torni and Carlton have good, but small, restaurants; Grand a big one, but quiet at this time. Kappeli, the open-air restaurant at the harbour end of the Esplanade, serves a good lunch, but is best saved for a drink or an ice in the afternoon, when there is music, on the first day. Börs, a popular dance-restaurant in the winter, serves a very good and cheap lunch in the Café Room; it is situated in the Stock Exchange building in Fabianinkatu, and the public consists mostly of stockbrokers, if the day happens to be Bourse Day, and business men. The popular Fazer’s Café, in Kluuvikatu, also serves light lunches and has a real restaurant at its left end.


  If mere lounging and music does not satisfy the visitor, he can pay a visit to one of the bathing beaches. Hiekkaranta, on the western verge of the town, is mostly frequented by the poorer classes; Pihlajasaari, an island reached by steam ferry from the end of the Bulevardi, is less crowded and pleasanter; Munkkiniemi, reached by bus, tram or taxi, has a separate little stretch of beach for ladies and the best café—also a restaurant, while a second restaurant is the Golf Casino (miniature golf only). Mixed bathing at all these places, which are intended for persons who cannot leave town and do not pretend to rank with the real bathing resorts.


  Night Life


  Tea at Societetshuset, Kämp or any other hotel, the English Tea Rooms in Unioninkatu, Fazer’s (rather weak “English tea” with an enormous helping of toast and marmalade, but the place for pastry); elsewhere preferably coffee.


  Dinner at any of the hotels and restaurants mentioned. So many people leave town in the evening that this meal is quiet everywhere. The gourmand might consult the head waiter at Societetshuset for any special delicacies in season; good as the cooking at the other first-class places is, none of them can compete with Societetshuset or Kämp on the higher levels of cookery. At this time of the year no one dresses for dinner.


  The same applies to supper and dancing. The popular place is Kaivohuone, in Kaivopuisto Park, which provides a few variety turns during the evening; tables should be booked in advance. Brändö Casino, in the suburbs, also has dancing in the evening. Kappeli has a German beer-garden aspect in the evening, but is liable to be overcrowded.


  As for other amusements, there are none of an evening nature in summer—I have already said that it is the outdoor holiday season, when there are no theatres, opera performances or concerts. The Finn compelled to remain in town spends his evenings at Kaivohuone or Kappeli, or at the suburban resorts (Munkkiniemi, Alppila restaurant, Korkeasaari—the local Zoo). The evenings, with their mysterious half-light, are also a good time for walks, Kaivohuone Park, Observatory Hill, with its view of the harbour and part of the town, or just streets. A few picture theatres remain open, but it is not worth their while to show anything but old films.


  Everyday Life


  Daytime amusements include golf (up to midnight at midsummer) on the Tali Golf Course, a few miles out of town, tennis at Westend, Hagalund, or at Munkkiniemi, an occasional international football match, athletic meets (for these consult the hotel porter or the Tourist Association, as the dates cannot be given so far in advance), a visit to the old fortified islands—nothing extremely novel. Indeed, the visitor for whom the interest of a new city is soon exhausted had better set out on a tour of Finland or visit one of the bathing resorts. But before proceeding to these, a few more particulars about everyday life in Helsinki.


  Taxis are very cheap in Finland, and a shilling covers a fairly long ride, but trams and buses are, of course, much cheaper. The routes may be studied from a map of the city—or, as most of the trailers are open in summer, one might simply take any route as a method of sightseeing. The tram fare is one mark (a penny), and all the traveller has to do is to hold out the mark when the conductor comes and then hold on to his ticket; tickets, by the way, are also sold in bunches at a slight reduction, so that if by chance one is out of change, the best thing to do is to hold up a finger when tendering a five-mark or ten-mark piece, otherwise the change may come in the form of tickets. Closed cars, if with automatically closing doors, are entered from the rear and left by the front door. From trailers one simply steps down, unless the trailer is a closed one and entered from a platform at the back, in which case one enters and leaves by the same door. Town buses are also entered from the back and left by the door beside the driver; the fare in this case is one mark twenty-five pennis. On bus rides out to the suburbs, tender a five-mark piece and take back the change, and so save asking the fare, which will probably be two marks.


  Money, by the way, can be changed at any bank with full confidence that the correct rate will be paid. Look for the counter marked “Exchange.” A pound is worth 227 marks—a mark is thus slightly over a penny—and in most circumstances a 100-mark bill will go at least as far as a pound in London. Notes are of 1,000, 500, 100, 50 and 20 marks denominations, bronze alloy coins of 20, 10 and 5 marks take the place of silver coins; the mark and its fractions, 50 and 25 pennis, are nickel coins; and then, about as useful as farthings in England, there are 10 and 5 penni copper coins.


  Making Friends


  The visitor who can present a letter of introduction has the best chance of getting to know the Finns, for that opens the way to Finnish hospitality. There is a Finnish-British Society, but its members are scattered in the summer. The visitor who intends staying some time might, however, consult the British Consul about the Society. The gentlemen-guides provided by the Tourist Association might also be able to suggest some means of avoiding the loneliness that is liable to attack the solitary traveller, particularly when watching dancing. The popular dance-restaurants where any unattached lady could be asked for a dance were too much for puritan Helsinki, and these were soon abolished. For the same reason there is no real night-life in Helsinki, though the first-class dance-restaurants are often open to 3 a.m.


  Finnish hospitality is mostly a matter of the home. In restaurants it is usual for each member of the party to pay for what he has consumed. Thus an invitation by a Finnish acquaintance to a meal at an hotel is a real invitation only if worded as such. If he merely says “Are you doing anything this evening? What about Kämp or Kaivohuone?” he may mean that as you will probably be going somewhere, the two of you might as well go together. In that case it is a Dutch treat he has in mind, and when the bill comes you pull out your purse and wait for him or the waiter to calculate your share of the bill, unless of course he intimates by a gesture of the hand to the waiter that the meal is on him. The arrangement is a commonsense one in a country where the cultured classes have much smaller incomes than in England.


  If invited to a country place, the thing to do is to take a fancy cake (from Fazer’s or Ekberg’s), or a box of assorted pastries to present to your hostess. You may be sure she will be delighted, for such special additions to her coffee or tea table are very welcome, being ordinarily unobtainable. I mention the bakers, because the fact that the pastry is from a fashionable pastrycook’s takes away the implication that one is giving food. A box of Fazer’s chocolates is another alternative. Do not, however, imagine that you are expected to bring something. On the contrary, this attention on your part will be all the more pleasing to your hostess because of its unexpected character.


  Lady Bath Attendants!


  For special baths, use Uimahalli (swimming baths), where you can taste a Finnish sauna, with massage, if desired. The attendants at Finnish baths are women, a national custom so ingrained that Finnish men would be embarrassed at being scrubbed by a man. Medical baths, light treatment, etc., in the same building.


  Any barber in the main shopping district will be found satisfactory. Away from the centre women barbers are the rule, and well trained as they are, experience has given me the conviction that the male barber stands to the female of the species as a chef to a cook.


  Within the Stockmann’s Department Stores ladies will find a first-class hairdressing department and beauty saloon—another one, named Edith Rahkonen, is situated in the same building as the information bureau of the Tourist Association, Aleksanterinkatu 7 A, etc.


  Shop anywhere. Prices are so little higher in the main shopping district as to make no difference. Stockmann’s Department Stores are convenient because of their central position and interpreter; the second floor of the Academy Bookstore (one of the biggest bookshops in the world, now merged with Stockmann’s) has a surprisingly big stock of English books. Elanto (main building in the Sörnäinen suburb) is another big department stores. Suitable mementoes are Finnish cut crystal glass or other art glassware, art porcelain or faience, and art-handicraft work, which includes very good woven tablecloths, wall-hangings, etc., and carved wooden figures.


  Wines and spirits are sold at Alko (Alcohol Monopoly Company) shops only; headquarters on the south side of the Esplanade in a fine grey granite building, retail shop on the left-hand side. Consult the lists on the wall, mark down the number or numbers you want and size of bottle on a piece of paper torn from the scribbling block, take this to the cashier’s desk and pay, and then hand over the receipt at the counter. Not a word need be spoken. Thus, if it is a bottle of whisky you want, seek out the whisky list. “Johnnie Walker” is number so and so. Accordingly you mark down 1—2756 or ½—2756, or whatever the number may be. The bottle will cost you less than in England. Brands marked with a red button are out of stock.


  TOURS AND HEALTH RESORTS


  Health Resorts


  At Helsinki one catches the note, so to speak, of Finnish life. There, however, one is only on the verge of the “natural recreation ground” that is Finland. The visitor will, according to his inclination, choose one of the health resorts, ramble from one to another, or make a circular tour if he wishes to get the full benefit of his visit to Finland. The chief health and pleasure resorts are mentioned below.


  Hanko (Hangö), fashionable bathing resort and hydro at the south-west tip of Finland, is within easy reach of the capital. Pine-woods, sands, music. Hotel: Bellevue. Other smaller hotels and many boarding-houses.


  Naantali (Nådendal), a quaint little sea-bathing resort a little way north of Turku (Åbo). Usual beach attractions. Summer hotel Suosio. Hydro.


  Loviisa, a sea-bathing resort on the south coast so sheltered by islands that the climate is more that of a lake-resort. Hydro.


  Terijoki, a popular bathing resort on the south coast east of Viipuri. The sands stretch for miles in either direction. Formerly crowded with St. Petersburgians. Famous Russian statesmen, generals, writers, etc., used to own villas in this region.


  Lappeenranta (Willmanstrand), inland hydro at south end of Lake Saimaa. Cavalry garrison town. Race week beginning of September. Bathing.


  These resorts can be classed together because life at them proceeds much on the same lines. One can live at an hotel on full or part board terms, or take rooms with or without certain meals, and dine and sup at the Casino (a summer restaurant with music and a dance floor). The visitor is not left to his own resources, but can form acquaintances through the Intendentti, a kind of M.C. whose business it is to organise amusements and see that visitors are satisfied. Accommodation is booked by writing or applying to the hydro (no obligation to take any treatment). The address Kylpylaitos and the name of the resort is sufficient. The hydros are very good and provide all modern ray treatments, etc., massage, medical baths. Tennis, concerts and an occasional theatrical performance help to fill in the time.


  Aulanko-Karlberg is an old manor that has been turned into a tourist centre. The hotel and restaurant are beautifully situated near the town of Hämeenlinna, and owing to its nearness to the capital the place can be recommended to those disinclined to travel much. Tennis, boating and coarse fishing with tackle borrowed from the hotel, bathing, etc.


  The Simple Life


  Suursaari, a beautiful rocky island with a bathing beach, summer restaurant, etc. Here one lives in rooms in the fishermen’s cabins, simple but very clean. Excellent walks. Reached by steamer from Kotlea, or at weekends from Helsinki.


  Tours


  Tours in Finland can be arranged to take in these and other beauty spots. The travel agencies will organise them on an all-in basis for any visitor who prefers that method of travel. The descriptions and recommendations in these booklets can be trusted, for the Association is not a commercial enterprise, but corresponds to the Travel and Industrial Development Association in Great Britain.


  The section on travel facilities will have given the reader an idea on how one travels in Finland, so that few other remarks are needed. At all main stations beckon one of the porters in uniform cap standing beside the door, if your hotel is not of the type that sends your luggage for you to the station. Having bought your ticket—if in doubt he will show you the booking office—let him find your seat for you. Trunks are placed in a baggage van, and to get them again you must hand over your receipt. Train conductors pass through the trains and announce the names of approaching stations. At stations in the interior too small to maintain a staff of porters, the Tourist Association, if the place is a recognised tourist resort, has generally arranged for the transport of luggage. The Finns themselves are great travellers and like things to be properly organised. Any handicap on easy travel is sure to result in angry letters to the Press.


  Provincial Towns


  I shall now refer briefly to the towns and special attractions which the traveller can be recommended to see, with a few hints as to hotels.


  Turku (Åbo), the former capital and gateway for those entering Finland or leaving via Sweden, lies in the midst of the most fertile and longest cultivated part of the country. Fine thirteenth-century cathedral. Hotels: Hamburger Börs (old commercial), Hospits Betel (new and modern), Seurahuone or Maakunta (cheap).


  Viipuri (Viborg), a stage on the journey to the Imatra Rapids, Walamo Monastery, Koli (see below) and Terijoki. Interesting old castle and old town. One of the few Finnish towns with streets and buildings a few centuries old. Hotels: Knut Posse (modern), Andrea (modernised). Restaurant: Espilä, very pleasant, with open terraces and music.


  Imatra Rapids, biggest rapids in Europe, now harnessed for power. Hotel: Valtionhotelli (owned by Government) beside the rapids.


  Walamo Monastery, a Greek Orthodox monastery founded by Russian monks, beautifully situated on a group of islands in Lake Ladoga. Probably the only big Russian monastery now in existence, and worth seeing as a curiosity and for its beauty. Reached by steamer from the town of Sortavala. Modest hotel run by the brotherhood.


  Koli, a group of rocky heights famous for the beauty of the forest and lake scenery and fine views. The tourist inn, kept by the Tourist Association, is situated just below the highest peak (1,060 feet above sea-level). It has always seemed to me that the views from Koli give the key to the special character of Finnish music and art. Reached from Vuonislahti railway station, north of Joensuu, or by bus from Joensuu.


  Punkaharju, a beautiful narrow wooded ridge winding across a lake—a feature of Finnish scenery. Hotel run by the Tourist Association. An idyllic place.


  Savonlinna, junction of several lake routes. Medieval castle. Hotels: Y.W.C.A. and Seurahuone.


  Kuopio, a provincial capital. Magnificent views from the adjacent Puijo Hill; tourist inn on the hill.


  On to Lapland


  All of these places, from Viipuri onward, can be taken in one round tour, returning southward by an alternative route from Savonlinna or Kuopio. The tour can also be continued northward via Kajaani to Vaala, the starting point for the descent of the Oulujoki Rapids. The rapids trip has now been arranged in such a way that the stillwaters are passed by train and the descent is thus restricted to the finest rapids. The boatmen, who are employed by the Tourist Association, are absolutely reliable and the trip can be made by the most timid person. The railway is an alternative.


  This stage of the tour ends at the seaport Oulu (Uleåborg), from where the traveller can return by train to the capital or Turku, or continue to Lapland, a unique travel experience for those with time. One proceeds by train via Kemi and Tornio to Rovaniemi, almost on the Polar Circle—not an alarming region in summer; indeed, even here one wears no more than one would in Scotland in the summer.


  A motor-bus brings us from Rovaniemi to Ivalo, after a run of about nine hours through a wild rugged country. Near Ivalo hardy prospectors still make a modest living scouring the river-beds for gold. The night is passed here at the tourist inn.


  The next morning we continue by motor-bus to Kuivalahti, from where a motor-boat brings us to Kolttaköngäs, a magnificent rapids set in wild fell country. Here again we spend the night at a tourist inn before returning to Kuivalahti and continuing thence to Yläluostari and later in the evening to Liinahamari, on the Arctic coast, where there is a new hotel.


  A Bright Night!


  The charm of Lapland is hard to describe, but its fascination is such that many who go there want to return, and those who live there for some time miss it afterwards much as a sailor misses the sea. A lonely land inhabited only by a few thousand people, mostly Lapps (a distinct people from the Finns), whose sole wealth consists of their herds of reindeer. A land of ceaseless light in summer and darkness in winter, lit only by the stars and the weird Northern Lights. A land of high, often naked fells, enormous forests, opened up to the ordinary traveller for the first time by the Great Arctic Highway—the only automobile road in the world to the shores of the Arctic Ocean.


  From Liinahamari travellers can cross over into Norway and take steamer via the North Cape to Bergen and return south that way, or retrace their journey to Oulu and then return to Helsinki by another route to that by which they came north.


  Shorter tours that do not take one as far east as Viipuri can be made within the triangle Helsinki—Tampere—Turku (good scenery, especially on the stretch between Hämeenlinna and Tampere, and a good modern hotel, Tammer, at the latter town), or through Lake Päijänne, north of Lahti, as far as Jyväskylä and back.


  Hikers are advised to consult the Tourist Association for good walking tours. An association in Finland is trying to popularise hiking and is providing cabins where hikers can spend the night in the stretches between hotels and inns. The hiker who does not mind simple fare and rough accommodation can make many long and interesting tours through wild and varied scenery.


  Fishing is one of the special attractions of Finland, and I have purposely avoided mentioning the subject in connection with any of the special sites, as that would in any case have been to say too little. The best advice I can give the fisherman is that he procure a copy of the booklet “Fishing in Finland,” supplied gratis by the Association Finland Travel (travel agencies or John Good & Sons Ltd., Hull), for there he will find accounts of all the salmon and trout sites, advice as to flies, catch statistics, with information regarding licences, boatmen—where streams are not fished from the bank—briefly, all he will need to know. The best salmon waters are mostly in Lapland, in the magnificent scenery of the river valleys. Coarse fishing can be practised nearly everywhere in Finland, usually free, though permission must sometimes be asked where habitations are numerous.


  Winter Sports


  I have dealt with Finland as a place to visit in the summer, for it is in that season that the great majority of visitors will enjoy their stay most. Winter sports, however, are extensively practised in Finland. Everybody skis, and all the towns have skating rinks. The visitor from abroad should bear in mind that the main attraction in this respect is the sport and not society life, as in Switzerland. At Hyvinkää, near Helsinki, there is good hilly ski-ing ground and a pension with music and dancing in the evenings. Koli has a comfortable inn for those who want wilder and grander scenery. The most exciting places are the Lapland resorts, still in their infancy so far as accommodation goes, but very interesting to the winter nature-lover. Here one can practise such unusual sports as sleigh-driving and joring behind half-tamed reindeer. The sunshine begins to be brilliant in March and the season lasts into May. Lapland can also be visited earlier.


  Finland is easily reached by sea or air, and can be entered overland from North Sweden and North Norway or Russia. Any travel agency will give particulars about the routes. It is probably about the cheapest country in Europe to travel and live in, a circumstance that well makes up for the distance. The visitor of moderate means can live well on less than 100 marks (about 9s.) a day, even as a stranger in the towns, and for the price of a room at a first-class London hotel he can have a room with private bathroom and all his meals at an hotel with the same standard of comfort in everything. To travel is notoriously dearer than living in familiar surroundings, but I would say that the visitor to Finland who avoids easily recognisable fashionable places and is content with modest hotels, or at health resorts with boarding-houses, (for addresses of which he will apply to the management—Kylpylaitoksen konttori), need calculate on spending no more than ten shillings a day, and that will leave him a margin for extra extravagances. The Tourist Association in the capital will supply him with addresses of pensions in the country at prices from about half-a-crown a day upward, and by consulting the hotel and restaurant list obtainable at the same place he can choose his hotel and restaurant to suit his purse.


  List of Finnish Words


  The pronunciation of Finnish words is not difficult once the phonetic rules have been grasped. Vowel and consonant sounds are constant and not variable as in English. The emphasis is always on the first syllable. Short vowel sounds are expressed by a single vowel, long vowel sounds by two successive vowels. Double consonants also denote that the consonant sound is doubled (ala = a’la; alla = al’la). The vowel a is pronounced broadly—a short ah; e as in hay, but shortened; o approximately as in English; u as in bull. Additional vowels: y as French u in rue; a as in men; ö as French eu. In combinations of vowels, run the different short vowel sounds together; ai, for example, will be found to correspond almost to the first vowel sound in “hiding.” As regards consonants, English pronounciation may be followed except in the case of r (rolled as in Scotland), j as y in yet, t soft as in French, w as v.


  General


  
    
      	good day (morning, afternoon)

      	= hyvää päivää
    


    
      	goodbye

      	= hyvästi
    


    
      	please

      	= olkaa hyvä
    


    
      	thank you

      	= kiitos
    


    
      	yes

      	= kyllä
    


    
      	no

      	= ei
    


    
      	I should like, could I have?

      	= haluan
    


    
      	when?

      	= milloin?
    


    
      	where?

      	= missä?
    


    
      	how far?

      	= miten pitkä matka?
    


    
      	how much (does … cost), what is the price of?

      	= mitä maksaa?
    


    
      	Finn

      	= suomalainen
    


    
      	Swede

      	= ruotsalainen
    


    
      	Englishman (-woman)

      	= englantilainen
    


    
      	American

      	= amerikkalainen
    


    
      	Mr.

      	= herra
    


    
      	Mrs.

      	= rouva
    


    
      	Miss

      	= neiti
    

  


  On Train or Steamer


  
    
      	railway

      	= rautatie
    


    
      	train

      	= juna
    


    
      	express

      	= pikajuna
    


    
      	carriage

      	= vaunu
    


    
      	ship

      	= laiva
    


    
      	station

      	= asema
    


    
      	stopping-place

      	= pysäkki
    


    
      	harbour

      	= satama
    


    
      	ticket

      	= matkalippu, piletti
    


    
      	seat-ticket

      	= paikkalippu
    


    
      	class

      	= luokka
    


    
      	first class

      	= ensimmäinen luokka
    


    
      	second class

      	= toinen luokka
    


    
      	third class

      	= kolmas luokka
    


    
      	luggage

      	= matkatavarat
    


    
      	porter

      	= kantaja
    


    
      	customs

      	= tulli
    


    
      	passport

      	= passi
    


    
      	sleeping-berth

      	= makuupaikka
    


    
      	dining-car

      	= ravintolavaunu
    


    
      	smoking-carriage

      	= tupakoitsijoille
    


    
      	non-smoker

      	= tupakoitsemattomille
    


    
      	guard

      	= junailija, konduktööri
    


    
      	journey

      	= matka
    


    
      	departure

      	= lähtö
    


    
      	arrival

      	= tulo
    


    
      	when does … leave?

      	= milloin … lähtee?
    


    
      	when does … arrive?

      	= milloin … saapuu?
    


    
      	for ladies

      	= naisille
    


    
      	for gentlemen

      	= miehille
    

  


  In the Street


  
    
      	street

      	= katu
    


    
      	square

      	= tori
    


    
      	park

      	= puisto
    


    
      	bridge

      	= silta
    


    
      	tram-car

      	= raitiovaunu
    


    
      	motor-car, taxi

      	= auto
    


    
      	cab

      	= ajuri
    


    
      	bank

      	= pankki
    

  


  At Hotels and Restaurants


  
    
      	hotel

      	= hotelli
    


    
      	tourist hotel

      	= matkustajakoti
    


    
      	inn

      	= majatalo
    


    
      	room

      	= huone
    


    
      	bed

      	= vuode
    


    
      	restaurant

      	= ravintola
    


    
      	dining-room

      	= ruokasali
    


    
      	café

      	= kahvila
    


    
      	menu

      	= ruokalista
    


    
      	luncheon

      	= aamiainen
    


    
      	dinner

      	= päivällinen
    


    
      	supper

      	= illallinen
    


    
      	coffee

      	= kahvi
    


    
      	sweetbread

      	= kahvileipä
    


    
      	bread

      	= leipä
    


    
      	tea

      	= tee
    


    
      	milk

      	= maito
    


    
      	beer

      	= olut
    


    
      	sugar

      	= sokeri
    


    
      	cream

      	= kerma
    


    
      	butter

      	= voi
    


    
      	sandwich

      	= voileipä
    


    
      	steak, roast

      	= paisti
    


    
      	fish

      	= kala
    


    
      	egg

      	= muna
    


    
      	potatoes

      	= perunoita
    


    
      	vegetables

      	= vihanneksia
    


    
      	soup

      	= keitto
    


    
      	dessert

      	= jälkiruoka
    


    
      	salt

      	= suola
    


    
      	cold

      	= kylmä
    


    
      	hot

      	= lämmin
    


    
      	cigar

      	= sikari
    


    
      	cigarette

      	= savuke
    


    
      	match

      	= tulitikku
    


    
      	bill

      	= lasku
    

  


  Time


  
    
      	year

      	= vuosi
    


    
      	month

      	= kuukausi
    


    
      	week

      	= viikko
    


    
      	day

      	= päivä
    


    
      	in the morning

      	= aamulla
    


    
      	in the daytime

      	= päivällä
    


    
      	in the evening

      	= illalla
    


    
      	yesterday

      	= eilen
    


    
      	to-day

      	= tänään
    


    
      	to-morrow

      	= huomenna
    


    
      	Sunday

      	= sunnuntai
    


    
      	Monday

      	= maanantai
    


    
      	Tuesday

      	= tiistai
    


    
      	Wednesday

      	= keskiviikko
    


    
      	Thursday

      	= torstai
    


    
      	Friday

      	= perjantai
    


    
      	Saturday

      	= lauantai
    


    
      	on weekdays

      	= arkipäivinä
    


    
      	every day

      	= joka päivä
    


    
      	… o’clock

      	= kello …
    


    
      	what time is it?

      	= mitä kello on?
    


    
      	six o’clock

      	= kello kuusi
    


    
      	half-past five

      	= kello puoli kuusi
    

  


  On the Map


  
    
      	land

      	= maa
    


    
      	sea

      	= meri
    


    
      	water

      	= vesi
    


    
      	mountain

      	= vuori
    


    
      	hill

      	= vaara
    


    
      	fell

      	= tunturi
    


    
      	river

      	= joki
    


    
      	lake

      	= järvi
    


    
      	cape, point

      	= niemi
    


    
      	island

      	= saari
    


    
      	sound

      	= salmi
    


    
      	rapids

      	= koski
    


    
      	canal

      	= kanava
    


    
      	road

      	= tie
    


    
      	town

      	= kaupunki
    


    
      	small market-town

      	= kauppala
    


    
      	parish (commune)

      	= pitäjä
    


    
      	village

      	= kylä
    


    
      	larger village (with church)

      	= kirkonkylä
    

  


  Numerals


  1 = yksi, 2 = kaksi, 3 = kolme, 4 = neljä, 5 = viisi, 6 = kuusi, 7 = seitsemän, 8 = kahdeksan, 9 = yhdeksän, 10 = kymmenen, 11 = yksitoista, 12 = kaksitoista, etc.


  20 = kaksikymmentä, 21 = kaksikymmentäyksi, etc.


  30 = kolmekymmentä, 40 = neljäkymmentä, 50 = viisikymmentä, etc.


  100 = sata


  101 = satayksi


  150 = sataviisikymmentä


  200 = kaksisataa


  250 = kaksisataaviisikymmentä


  300 = kolmesataa


  1000 = tuhat


  1500 = tuhatviisisataa


  2000 = kaksituhatta


  2500 = kaksituhattaviisisataa


  a half = puoli


  a quarter = neljännes
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  LATVIA


  MODERN means of communication and improved travel facilities have almost completely eliminated from the map the term “terra incognita.” There are hardly any unexplored territories and globe-trotters are to-day in a position to spend each month of the year in a different part of the globe, climbing the highest peaks, penetrating the darkest primeval forests, and living among the savage races of the earth. The entire globe has been covered and the difficulty now is to discover places that still have something new or novel to offer.


  But although to-day there are no distances or obstacles that cannot be conquered, there still are countries even in Europe which, situated off the beaten path, are only names to the average Western European, though they and their inhabitants have a great deal to offer that would be of interest to the tourist. One such country is Latvia, which only became an independent country some twenty years ago.


  A Civilised Country


  The Western European whose business takes him across the Latvian frontier at Eydtkuhnen is generally under the erroneous impression that his only remaining link with Western European civilisation is the inscription “Paris-Berlin-Riga” on the sleeping-car. He thinks that now that he is nearing the barbaric Sarmatian plains he must say farewell to comfort and civilisation for a long time.


  However, ere long he is bound to realise his error, for as soon as he reaches the frontier station at Meiten he will find that the customs and immigration officials are able to talk to the travellers in Western languages and have excellent manners. Also, the imposing station building will convince him that he is entering a civilised country, and he will be strengthened in this conviction as the train penetrates the lowlands of the Latvian province of Zemgale. Here the attractive farmsteads and the well-tended fields and woods reflect a high standard of agricultural civilisation. This impression is confirmed by the public buildings and schools which the traveller will see here and there, set in lovely parks or orchards, and by the dense motor traffic passing and repassing along the well-kept road that runs parallel with the railway track.


  It is not my purpose in this brief essay to enlarge on the political and economic condition of Latvia; all I propose to do is to call your attention to a country and a people that may justly claim your interest.


  Lovely Scenery


  In regard to landscape and scenery Latvia offers a great deal of variety. Particularly lovely is the province of Largale, “the province of a thousand lakes,” where blue lakes set among wooded hills will be found at every turn. Some of these lakes are of considerable extent. Scenery of idyllic beauty will be found in the provinces of Vidzeme and Kurzeme. There is, in particular, the Valley of the Gauja, from Sigulda to Cesis, known as “little Switzerland,” though there are no tall mountains here, but only the cliffs on the banks of the Gauja and a few modest hills. But the cliffs and hills are densely covered with pine and fir, while the heights are crowned with the ruins of castles round which many battles were fought in the course of the centuries.


  The Letts are ethnologically closely related to the Lithuanians and also to the now extinct Old Prussians. Up till eighty years ago they were in close cultural and economic dependence on the Germans, who at that time constituted the governing class in the Baltic provinces of the Russian Empire. But to-day the Lett peasant is a free yeoman. There is also a well-to-do middle class, while Latvia’s cultural independence is represented by a number of eminent scholars and artists of European reputation. In 1918, when its hour of destiny struck, the Lettish people took their fate into their own hands, creating out of the chaos left by the world war a well-ordered State, which is now completely consolidated both politically and economically. Naturally, before the present autoritarian system of government under the Prime Minister, Dr. K. Ulmanis, was arrived at, the new State, in common with other countries, passed through a period of ultrademocratic development with all its well-known errors.


  Riga, the capital of Latvia, in its old part bears the impress of the old coastal commerical cities. The narrow, zigzag streets and the architecture of the buildings that have survived from former centuries, as well as the churches and the public buildings, such as the beautiful offices of the Black Head Company (a medieval commerical club with a patron saint) and other buildings with imposing portals, are evidence not only of the age of the city but also of its prosperity. In the old part of Riga the visitor will be interested in the thirteenth-century Dome, the church of St. Peter with its wooden steeple, which is one of the tallest in Europe, the remnants of the ancient fortifications, and the medieval castle which is now the residence of the President of the Republic. This ancient core of the city is surrounded by the pride of Riga, the “green belt” that completely separates the old part from the entirely modern suburbs. It is here that the colossal obelisk commemorating the liberation of Latvia stands, an expression of Latvian art and patriotism.


  Some parts of the city are built on garden city lines, as for instance the Mezapark, an extensive group of villas situated near a lovely lake. The factories and working-class districts form a wide circle round the city.


  Hotels


  Riga has a large number of comfortable hotels. There are also excellent restaurants and cafés, where good food and drink can be obtained at far below Western European prices. Close to the railway station are the market halls, which are so amply supplied that they cannot fail to impress the visitor.


  In Riga, and everywhere else in Latvia, a good table and good drinks have always been regarded as of paramount importance. There is meat, game and fish in plenty, including river salmon from the Daugava and succulent “baby herrings.” And if foreign wines are subject to high customs duties, there are in Latvia excellent whiskies (“Dzidrais” and “Kristaldzidrais” brands), as well as fairly good beer and excellent fruit wines that will help to make the visitor’s stay in the country tolerable.


  Fish at one time used to be so plentiful in Latvia that the Riga municipality issued an edict (similar to the one then in force in London), according to which master artisans were forbidden to feed their apprentices and journeymen on salmon more than six times a week. The position is very different now, though not because fish is less plentiful but because fish in various forms, particularly tinned, has become an important article of export. It will be gathered from this that Latvia is an Eldorado for the sport of fishing. Some of the rivers contain salmon trout.


  If you enter a restaurant in Riga, Liepaja or in any other town, for a hasty snack, you will experience some difficulty in making your choice, for the counters are laden with an enormous variety of foods that would satisfy the requirements of the most exacting gourmet. But in addition to cold snacks you can obtain a variety of hot dishes. Latvia throughout the centuries has been the scene of various different civilisations, and this is reflected in the cuisine. Although the city restaurants offer a mainly Western European cuisine, you will have no difficulty in detecting from the menu the influence of the Russian, Polish and Swedish cuisines. In addition, there are a number of special Latvian national dishes.


  Next to Riga the most important port and seaside resort is Liepaja (Libau). Ventspils (Windau) plays a considerable rôle in the country’s economic life owing to its ice-free port. Jelgava (Mitau), capital of the former Duchy of Kurland, and at present capital of the province of Zemgale, possesses a gem of architecture in the ducal castle, built by the famous eighteenth-century architect Count Rastrelli. The numerous small towns like Valmiera, Cesia, Kuldiga, Kandava, Saldus, etc., are mainly set in idyllic scenery and possess many historical relics. The town of Daugavpils occupies a special position among Latvian towns. It was once a Russian fortress (Dvinsk) and an important railway junction, and it still bears a Russian character, relieved, so to speak, by the presence of a large number of Jews among its inhabitants.


  Opera


  If you visit Latvia during the season, which starts in September and ends in June, you will realise that the Letts hold the theatre in high esteem. In particular—and justly—we are proud of the National Opera in Riga. The Opera has a large number of excellent singers of both sexes and a fine orchestra conducted by eminent conductors. The management attaches considerable importance to the “dressing” of their shows. The Opera also has a ballet that ranks among the best in Europe. It has fallen to Latvia to carry on the traditions of the brilliant Russian ballets and hand them down to future generations.


  The drama is cultivated by several Lett, German and Russian theatres. There is a large number of tastefully decorated cinemas which are supplied by the biggest producing companies.


  Mud Baths


  The Baltic Riviera, the wonderful woodland and downs of Jurmala, the seaside resort near Riga, is justly popular both with Latvians and foreigners, who come in increasing numbers to spend the summer here. Jurmala provides everything that can be expected of a seaside resort. The climate is mild, the air fragrant with the odour of the woods. The sea in summer is pleasantly warm and calm, while the sea-bottom is covered with fine sand. Accommodation at the hotels and numerous boarding-houses is available to suit all pockets. There are concerts, dance halls, sports. You can choose between the quiet Bulli, the busy Majori, and the more restful localities like Asari and Melluzi. If you prefer a simple, countrified life, you can stay at the prosperous fishing village of Kaugern. Not far from here is the mud and sulphur spa Kemeri, which has been world famous for decades and has an increasing number of visitors year by year. The mud baths have up-to-date equipment, while the large Kurhotel accommodates the visitors. Kemeri is situated some 25 miles from Riga and about 4 miles from the sea, in the middle of a lovely wood. It can be reached from Riga either by fast trains or by car. All information can be obtained from the management, but in regard to Kemeri’s therapeutic value it may be said here that for centuries past it has been the one sure hope of sufferers from rheumatism and gout. The spa is managed by a tried physician in conjunction with the Balneological Association.


  Another famous sulphur baths is at Baldone, 20 miles from Riga. Among the seaside resorts Vecaki, on the right bank of the Daugava, has in recent years become popular with people who prefer restfulness to “high life.”


  The province of Largale offers you the most fascinating scenery. The railways run conducted week-end excursions through districts that may be of interest to visitors by reason of their scenery and historical associations.


  Sporting Facilities


  Latvia is just as much an Eldorado for the hunter as for the fisherman, for the country is rich in game and various methods of hunting unknown in Western Europe are practised here. The shooting season begins in spring, when black fowl is shot. There are large quantities of these in Latvia. In the autumn the hunters turn their attention to grouse, wild duck and hare. There is also deer, wild boar, elk and lynx. In the woods and on the moors of Latgale there are many wolves, while the large Latvian lakes are rich in waterfowl. If you enjoy shooting waterfowl, the Babit lake near Riga, which is very beautifully situated, is an ideal place for you.


  The angler can catch salmon trout and carp in the Latvian rivers, or harpoon salmon. This is done from boats, the necessary light being obtained by burning resinous pinewood. Crab fishing is also intensely interesting.


  Naturally, hunting and fishing in Latvia must be preceded by certain official formalities, and it is best to get in touch with the established hunting and angling organisations for the purpose. Addresses may be obtained from the Latvian Legation in your country.


  Riga is connected by direct expresses with most European centres. All information concerning passports, visas, fees, etc., can be obtained from the diplomatic and consular offices abroad, who will also supply free of charge travel guides in various foreign languages.


  English visitors coming to Latvia for a cure or a holiday will find English colonies in the large towns. Before the world war there were 500 British subjects living in Riga. To-day there may be from two to three hundred English people in the capital. Riga is the seat of the British Embassy to the three Baltic States, Latvia, Estonia and Lithuania. Riga also has an English church and an English club.


  The history of the English church in Riga is very interesting. It was built from contributions made by the congregation itself in the course of fifty-three years. The fund was started in 1806 by English merchants living in Riga; in 1829 the first English priest, the Rev. John Ellis, M.A., was appointed chaplain to the English congregation in Riga, and in 1857 the foundation stone of the church was laid. In order to lay the foundation stone on British soil a whole shipload of earth was brought from England. The bricks from which the church was built were also brought over from England, although they could have been bought far cheaper locally. The church is close to the Presidential palace and seats 200. The English club, built in 1900, is also on the same site. According to the club’s statutes, one-third of the membership may be foreign.


  There are war graves of British soldiers at the Jelgava cemetery, where thirty-six gravestones mark the last resting-place of British soldiers who died in German captivity. Near them lie Latvians who fell in the Latvian war of liberation.


  It was not the writer’s object to write a guide through Latvia, as such guides are available in all European languages at the consulates, where they are supplied free of charge. The foregoing is merely designed to convey to the foreigner a few impressions of this little known Baltic State and to show him that Latvia is a country well worth a visit.
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  ESTONIA


  WHEN the old Vikings were searching for trade routes through the Baltic to the East, they saw the Estonian islands with their intermittent high chalk cliffs. But in those days Estonia was not a healthy place for warlike merchant “tourists,” because the Estonians themselves were not only skilled in war but also the most enterprising sea traders in the Baltic. How formidable they were as fighters is shown by the fact that in the year 1187 they occupied and destroyed Sigtuna, then the Swedish capital.


  Owing to her geo-political situation, the land of Estonia was coveted both by near and distant neighbours, but all attempts to invade her failed, until the beginning of the thirteenth century, when the country came under German influence. Finally, in 1710, Estonia became a province of the Russian Empire.


  Estonia and the Tourist


  But throughout the long period of foreign domination, and down to the present day, the cities of Estonia have retained, in the ancient city walls, churches, fortifications and dwellings, the architectural character of the Middle Ages, so that to-day they present a far more complete picture of that era than does Pompeii of the early Christian era, or the Vale of Luxor of Ancient Egypt.


  Since Estonia became a republic and the Estonian people have been in a position to be their hospitable selves, the country’s tourist traffic has increased to a very considerable extent, and has been visited for long periods by such distinguished people as Mr. H. G. Wells, the Crown Prince of Sweden, and others too numerous to mention.


  To come down to practical questions, what has Estonia to offer to the tourist? Well, first of all—and that is a very important matter these days—the cost of living in Estonia is so cheap that the tourist can live in the country for any period on “next to nothing.” Estonia has few hotels and restaurants that can compare with the Ritzy standards of the West, but the average standard is nevertheless high and the hotels and restaurants that cater for foreign tourists satisfy all reasonable requirements as regards comfort, cleanliness, cuisine and service. In addition, railway and bus fares are the lowest in the whole of Europe.


  But while a holiday in Estonia is decidedly inexpensive, it must be just as decidedly enjoyable to all who take pleasure in lovely scenery, romantic sights, excellent communications, first-rate food and drink, and whole-hearted hospitality.


  Tallinn


  The capital of Estonia is Tallinn (formerly Reval), which is situated in a bay and is reminiscent of Naples. Tallinn is not only the most important port of Estonia but also contains a large number of “ancient monuments” of great artistic and historical value, including the medieval fortifications, several ancient churches, and the former palaces of Peter the Great and Catherine II of Russia. As the seat of government Tallinn is naturally a busy town and the centre of the country’s social life. At the same time, it is not a vast city in which you have to travel many miles each day if you wish to see anything, but an intimate, homely place with some 120,000 inhabitants, which is all the friendlier because everyone seems to know everyone else.


  Tartu is a somewhat smaller town than Tallinn. It has a 300 years’ old university and is, as a whole, a romantic old place in which you would not be surprised to meet a knight in armour.


  As Estonia in the past has been the scene of frequent wars, there are medieval fortresses and castles all over the country, a great many being in an excellent state of preservation, so that the tourist can easily visualise the mode of life of that period. But the most impressive old fortresses stand in Narva, about six miles from the Russian border. The river Narva, with its waterfalls and swift currents, runs through the city. Throughout the centuries it has been regarded as the dividing line between East and West, and there was a time when the river constituted the boundary line between Russia and Sweden. It is on the two banks of the river that the above-mentioned fortresses stand; one of them belonged to the Swedes and the other to the Russians. Narva itself has retained its medieval appearance to an even greater extent than the other Estonian cities, in spite of the fact that it has been involved in many wars, including the one in which Charles II of Sweden defeated Peter I and—above all—the Estonian War of Independence.


  “Little Russia”


  The proximity of Russia is very evident in Narva, which has many richly endowed Greek Orthodox churches and is surrounded by Russian villages. The foreign tourist can easily drive from Narva to the Russian frontier and have a peep over the barbed wire fences at the Communist paradise.


  If you are interested in Russian national characteristics, or in the romanticism of the mystical monasteries of the Greek Orthodox Church, you are advised to visit Petseri, which lies in the south-west, near the Russian border, and contains one of the largest monasteries of the former Russian Empire. This district is inhabited by Estonians and Russians professing the Greek Orthodox faiths and the ancient traditions of that faith, with its brilliant processions and the worship of ikons, are still observed in their entirety, so that Petseri is to-day the only place where the religious life of Tsarist Russia has survived.


  Seaside Resorts


  The Estonian seaside resorts are very popular with tourists, particularly those who have already visited them once or twice. The temperature of the sea in summer rises as high as 25 degrees (centigrade), and as, in addition, the weather is comparatively windless and cloudless, the extensive sandy beaches of the Estonian seaside resorts attract a large number of foreign visitors each year. Under the Russian regime these resorts were very expensive, so that none but the Russian aristocracy of birth and wealth could afford them. Members of the Tsarist court and the Tsars themselves used to come here for the summer, and ordinary mortals naturally kept away. To-day, however, the position is very different, and the cost of living at the Estonian seaside resorts—though their former high standard has been maintained—is as cheap as in other parts of the country.


  The more notable seaside resorts are Narva-Joesuu, Parnu—in the Bay of Riga—Haapsalu and, on the Island of Saaremaa, Kuressaare. At all these places therapeutic mud baths are available for all sorts of complaints. The mud in the sea itself possesses very valuable therapeutic properties and was originally responsible for the establishment of many of the seaside resorts.


  Boating, fishing and other aquatic sports can be indulged in ad lib., while Estonian rivers are rich in trout and salmon. Many foreigners visit Estonia in the autumn especially for the salmon fishing.


  Needless to say, all the seaside resorts are being developed year by year, so that in addition to healthy and picturesque surroundings the visitor is provided with every modern facility for his comfort and recreation.


  For the Motorist


  Estonia is visited by a large number of motorists, who arrive either from Finland in the north or from Latvia in the south. Motoring in Estonia is sheer joy on account of its close network of well-kept roads. But you need not own or drive a motor-car in order to become acquainted with the interior of Estonia, for there is an excellent omnibus service covering practically every town and village in the country.


  Estonia, in the main, is an agricultural country, and this is expressed not only in the general aspect of the countryside but also in the picturesque costume of the peasantry.


  The main industrial centres are Tallinn and the places in the vicinity of Estonia’s many waterfalls, with the aid of which timber is transported to various destinations. An important industrial centre is Virumaa, whose extensive shale quarries supply material for the production of petrol, asphalt, bitumen and oil.


  Northern Estonia is flat, while Southern Estonia is covered with hills, but when you visit Estonia you will realise that this text-book phrase is only employed by the author because he dare not attempt to describe the exquisite loveliness of the forests, lakes and the general landscape of Estonia.


  If you have any doubts as to the language in which you can make yourself understood in Estonia, pray be reassured. You speak the language in question quite fluently and with a perfect accent, that is, if you are English or American. For Estonians are great linguists and the foreign language they love and cultivate most is English. In proof of this we may mention here that you are bound to meet a fair number of resident English men and women in Estonia, particularly in Tallinn, where the education authorities run regular English courses. However, linguistic ability is not confined to the better educated classes, and even in the smaller places you are bound to find someone who will understand you.


  In conclusion, we would impress upon you once more that the cost of living in Estonia is far, far below anything you have ever experienced in other parts of Europe. Apart from your fare to the country, which will naturally depend on distance and the standard of comfort that you select for your journey, you are bound to save money by staying in Estonia if you maintain your accustomed standard of living while you are in the country.
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  LITHUANIA


  THE nerve specialist pushed his spectacles above his eyebrows and smiled at the lady who sat expectantly on the other side of his desk.


  “Madam,” he said, “you’ve no cause for alarm. I’m telling you the truth. Your husband’s nervousness is not a serious matter, he is simply overworked. Fundamentally, he is an actively healthy man. All he needs is rest and relaxation and impressions that constitute a complete change; he needs a few weeks in surroundings that are entirely different from his usual environment. That will put him right. As a matter of fact, everyone ought to have a change like that once a year.”


  “You mean he ought to go to a nursing home or something like that?”


  “God forbid. That would be the worst possible place for him. No nursing home in this case, nor a big city. A big resort with the usual social do’s would also be unsuitable. And I further advise you against dragging your husband from one town to another and from one hotel to another.”


  “But what are we to do, then?”


  “I have an idea, madam. I’ve already recommended the same thing to several other patients, and the results have been staggering. Take a boat at the London docks one Thursday soon and go to Lithuania.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “To Lithuania. Lithuania is a small country on the Baltic coast, wedged in between Germany, Russia, Poland and Latvia, a country which has not yet been opened up for foreign tourist traffic, but which, in spite—or perhaps because of—this, offers all that your husband requires to refresh him. I know it from personal experience.”


  “Do they have good hotels in Lithuania?”


  “If you mean luxury hotels, I must answer in the negative, but if you are satisfied with absolutely clean and friendly establishments set in lovely, restful scenery, then I can safely say yes. Besides, you will get the sort of food that you won’t easily forget. This small country, with its 2,300,000 inhabitants, concentrates almost exclusively on agriculture. There is an abundance of the finest butter, the best milk, the tastiest fish. Fowl farming is so highly developed that the Government is hardly able to dispose of the birds. Just imagine, recently part of the civil servants’ salaries was paid in chickens. You will have gathered from all this that although Lithuania offers all that is best in the way of food, it is an incredibly cheap country. You can get a good hotel room with full board at about 7s. per day.”


  “Yes, but what are the people like? I know nothing about these Lithuanians. Will they understand us?”


  “You’re sure to meet people who speak English. The Lithuanians are terribly keen on education. They were oppressed for centuries by various other races; the Russians, Poles and Germans all tried to deprive them of their culture, and just because of that they worked all the harder. And when, after the Great War, Lithuania, together with Latvia and Estonia, the other two Baltic countries, was liberated, the ancient Lithuanian culture flourished again, freely, and with fresh vigour. Your husband speaks German fairly well, and the educated classes in Lithuania are familiar with that language. Apart from that, however, I advise you to listen to the rhythm of the Lithuanian language. You won’t learn it in a few weeks, but you will acquire at least a superficial knowledge of one of the most interesting and euphonious languages in the world. The Lithuanians are not Slavs, as is generally believed, but the descendants of one of the old Aryan races of Europe. Miraculously enough, they have preserved their language for thousands of years, a wonderfully melodious language of the long dead Sanskrit group.”


  “That’s all very well, but surely you don’t think we will go to Lithuania in order to engage in philological studies. As to food, we can obtain good food elsewhere as well, and we need not sail half round Europe in order to get to the sea. We can reach the sea far more quickly and conveniently.”


  “But the sea voyage alone, which takes a bare four days, will refresh your husband. By the way, the cost is only a little over £6, including first-rate board. It is best to travel to Lithuania via the new Polish port of Gdynia, which is itself worth a visit, and once you have reached your destination you will realise yourself why I am advising you to go there. The Lithuanian coast, which extends from the mouth of the river Swentoj to the wonderful narrow Kurish peninsula—Kursiu Kopos in Lithuanian—is only some 57 miles long, but those 57 miles are mostly covered with the most gorgeous sand dunes in Europe. The fine, golden sands make a divine natural beach where you can roam for hours in the most bracing, pure air. There is something infinitely restful in the scenery itself, for the rolling dunes are surrounded on the landward side by dense forest that runs along the entire coast.


  “You can find accommodation even in the smaller villages, for the Lithuanians are so hospitable that hospitality like theirs is hardly to be found in Western Europe. However, since your comfort is of importance to you, I would advise you to go to one of the bigger resorts. The biggest is Palanga, which contains the summer residence of the President of the Lithuanian Republic. This little town is seven centuries old, but to-day it is above all a seaside resort. It is but little known abroad, though it richly deserves to have the story of its charm broadcast. Even so Palanga has about 6,000 visitors each year, whereas the town only has 3,000 inhabitants. Bathing at Palanga is really a lovely walk in the sea, and it is this walk that contributes so much to the strengthening of the nerves and to the improvement of general health.


  “I had to wade at least 90 feet over the sandy sea bottom before the water reached to my knees. That is why the beach at Palanga is both safe and ideal for children. The dunes all round offer the best facilities imaginable for sun-bathing. In addition to Palanga there are two smaller seaside resorts—Nimerzat and Giruilai—both of which can easily be reached from Palanga. Nice hotels and pleasant boarding houses are also available at these two places.”


  “But if we go to Lithuania we would like to see something else besides the sea coast.”


  “You will not be disappointed, I assure you. You would hardly believe that it is still possible to make a voyage of discovery in Europe, but a journey to Lithuania is just that.


  “For instance, who knows that this small country has no fewer than 2,000 lakes and that one-twentieth of its entire area is covered by lakes? And in these lakes there are many lonely islands with picturesque ruins of old castles. All these lakes, castles and forests have their legends, which the people have preserved to this day and immortalised in their folk-songs.


  “The Italians are sometimes described as the people of the song, but this description can perhaps more justly be applied to the Lithuanians. I have never heard so many songs, so many melodies as in Lithuania.


  “The towns themselves do not contain a great deal that is worth seeing, for Lithuania has passed through so many terrible wars that nearly all its ‘ancient monuments’ have been destroyed. Nevertheless Kaunas, the capital of the country, is worth a visit. The real capital of Lithuania, Wilna, was wrested from that country by the Polish putsch of 1920—an act which the Lithuanians have never recognised—and Kaunas (Kowno) was then made the temporary capital of Lithuania. With many sacrifices and a great deal of energy and vigour, Kaunas has been modernised.


  “Your husband will also be interested in visiting Memel—Klaipeda in Lithuanian—the only seaport of the country which has been the object of so many political disputes.


  “As you will see from all this you will find in Lithuania all that your husband requires. New impressions, relaxation, fresh vigour, in addition to which you will become acquainted with an unexplored part of Europe.”


  “I wonder if I shall be able to persuade my husband to take this little trip. He is so difficult in such matters.”


  “I’m in a position to reassure you on that score. I have already discussed the matter with your husband and he asked me to persuade you. He said you were so difficult in such matters. In addition, I must explain that I’ve been rather selfish in this connection. You see, I’m going to Lithuania again this year, and I’d like to meet you two there.”
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  YOU might do worse than come to Poland. Let us see first of all how it can be done. Travelling to Poland is quite easy. The first thing to be done is to obtain a visa—which costs nothing if the purpose of the journey is non-lucrative, with only pleasure as its aim, which seems to fit our case. The journey will be presumed to be such if one books directly to a Polish health resort and produces the ticket at the Polish Consulate.


  London to Warsaw takes twenty-six hours by the shortest railway route, eight hours by air, and three and a half days by the sea route, via Gdynia.


  It is also possible to enter Poland by road, and then one has the choice between shipping the car to Gdynia from London or Hull (75s. per ton and some wharfage dues) and driving through other countries before reaching the Polish frontier at one of the favourite entrance points on the Berlin-Poznan road, the Vienna-Cracow road, or on the beautiful road which crosses the Tatra mountains from Czechoslovakia to Zakopane.


  Motoring is Difficult


  Driving for pleasure in Poland would only be possible, however, from April to November. It is true that the Monte Carlo Rally competitors starting from Tallinn have to pass through Poland in the middle of winter, and they do so, but this feat should not be regarded as an encouragement to would-be imitators. It would be unreasonable to expect English surfaces on Polish roads, but the principal ones are tolerable, and they improve from year to year owing to the efforts of the Government. Strongly built cars with an ample ground clearance and a good engine stand more chances of survival than do sports models born somewhere between Oxford and the Kingston by-pass, and with their spiritual home at Byfleet.


  Spare parts for the more important makes can be readily obtained, but not all the British makes have agents in Poland. Ford and Fiat have the best network of service stations. Petrol pumps will be found on the main roads, but not in the more remote villages.


  Considering the cheapness of all forms of transport in Poland, it would perhaps be better to rely on them rather than risk an inconvenient breakdown. It all depends on one’s fund of enterprise and courage. Mr. Bernard Newman, of H.M. Office of Works, has plenty of both, and he has toured Poland on a push-bike. He describes his adventures in “Pedalling Poland.” His journey was amusing and eventful, but perfectly safe, and throughout his wanderings, which led him into distant parts of the country, he never encountered any serious inconvenience, even though he did not know any Polish to begin with.


  This should be sufficient to dissipate the harassed doubts of many people who anxiously declare that they would feel lost “because of the language.” Mr. Newman never felt lost for a second, though he went to places which the average tourist is hardly likely to reach, and where there was far less chance of being understood in a foreign language than there would be in the towns and spas. French and German are largely known, and there are many people with a working knowledge of English—even in the villages, where there very often is a farmer who has once been to the United States.


  Cost of Living


  Assuming that we have chosen the simpler railway route, we would probably enter Poland through Zb[image: ]szy[image: ], the frontier station on the Berlin-Warsaw line. The customs people are not terribly strict and there is no currency control whatever, so that no difficulties need be anticipated here. But the visa is essential, and it cannot be granted at the frontier itself—it can, however, be obtained at the Polish consulate in Berlin.


  The Polish currency is the zloty, containing one hundred groszy. There are, at current rates, 26 zlotys to the pound; a penny is thus worth roughly 10 groszy, which simplifies reckoning. A zloty is worth about rod.


  Living is cheap. The railway fares are quite moderate, and there are various reductions for tourists (enquire at a travel office). A porter takes 50 groszy for carrying 50 kgs. of luggage; a taxi charges 1 zloty for the first kilometre and 50 gr. for the next; a cab ride in Warsaw up to a distance of 4 kilometres costs 1 zloty, but it is better to fix the price beforehand and avoid possible discussions with the driver. A tram fare in Warsaw costs 20 gr. irrespective of the distance travelled. A decent meal costs 1.50 zl., and a dinner in a first-class restaurant can be had for 4 or 5 zl. A room in a good hotel may cost anything between 8 and 18 zl., the latter price including a private bathroom.


  Tipping is unnecessary, except in the hotels, where the tip usually amounts to 10-15 per cent. of the bill. In the restaurants and cafés the waiter always adds 10 per cent. for service to the bill, so that there is no obligation to give him anything above its amount. In Zakopane and other summer or winter resorts the price of a room with complete board ranges from 7 to 15 zl. per day, 10 zl. assuring a really good standard (the price amounts to about £2 10s. per week). The cost of living in the country is even lower, and would seldom exceed 8 zl. per day. All amusements are relatively inexpensive.


  Information


  Special facilities are available for students and young people, who can stay in students’ homes for a fraction of the cost of a hotel, and travel at half fares. The students’ organisation “Liga,” Trçbacka 4, Warsaw, can supply all the particulars and give assistance to foreign students visiting Poland for study or pleasure.


  The principal Polish Travel Office, “Orbis,” has branches in most towns, and enquiries concerning travel in Poland can be addressed either to the central office in Warsaw, Ossoli[image: ]skich 8, or to one of the foreign branches (in London 25, Cockspur Street, S.W.1).


  There is in Warsaw a Tourist Association, which has its headquarters in the Opera House, entrance from Wierzbowa Street, opposite the Town Hall. It supplies guides who are not full-time professionals, but rather free lances with a knowledge of foreign languages. They are always willing to adapt themselves to the requirements of the traveller; but there are also the standard sightseeing tours in coaches for those who like doing things thoroughly. Telephoning should present no difficulties, at least as far as obtaining the right number is concerned—the dialling works on the same principle as in other countries and the exchanges are automatic in most towns—but, of course, when it comes to talking Polish over the ’phone some hitches may be expected.


  On arriving in Warsaw from London one cannot fail to be struck by a certain peculiarity of aspect and character. The furs and fur hats worn by both, men and women in winter, the strange presence of the Jews in their medieval garb, and of peasants in top-boots and sheepskins emphasises this impression. A London crowd, in view of the sameness of dress, seems rather monotonous by comparison with a Warsaw crowd. Perhaps the officers in their uniforms add something to its character. The numerous and very polite greetings exchanged by almost everyone with a good part of the people they pass are also rather surprising. It sometimes looks as if practically everybody was friendly with everybody else. The habit of frequent salutations is practised particularly in the cafés, which are a sort of open social club.


  Working Hours


  The offices close at 3 p.m., after a continuous stretch of work from 8 a.m.; at about 4 o’clock comes the principal meal of the day, and from then on, till at least midnight, the average Warsavian tries to enjoy himself as he best can, beginning in a café and proceeding from there to a cabaret or night club as soon as a sufficiently large party is formed. On alternate days he plays bridge, while birthdays or “name-days” of friends and relations provide entertainment for about two days in every week.


  This mode of life might suggest great opulence, which is certainly not generally apparent in Poland. The solution of the problem is simplicity itself—amusements are cheaper in Poland than almost any other commodity. This fact may be of some interest to the visitor, who can easily become the principal guest of the evening and benefit from all the honours thereto attached for an expenditure which would only pay the price of the bare necessities of night life in most other capitals of Europe.


  The Warsaw theatres are good, though they often stage plays which in London would be regarded as being entirely in the domain of the repertory company. The small theatres devoted to song and political satire are in a class by themselves, and it is a good class. The language, it is true, makes the appreciation of this art rather difficult for the foreigner—but I think that a visit to a good Warsaw performance might be amusing even for one practically ignorant of Polish. It might also be quite interesting to see Shakespeare in a Polish interpretation—sometimes very different from the English one. George Bernard Shaw is the other English dramatist popular in Poland—in fact, some of his recent plays have had their world premières in Warsaw. With all due respect to Polish drama and your intelligent interest in it, I would not suggest that it could fill more than about two evenings if you have only a week to spare. The opera is quite good—especially the ballet, which has much in common with the famous Russian Ballet of pre-War days; light musical comedies are also performed at the opera, and in one or two other houses.


  The cinemas might offer an easy and not too tedious way of learning some Polish words. By comparing the Polish captions with the words spoken by the actors in American—for even American is more intelligible than Polish—and putting two and two together, some people have arrived at extraordinary results. Sometimes films are dubbed into Polish—and nothing could be more amusing than a familiar English actor speaking strange sounds and phrases with the greatest ease; try to imagine Jack Hulbert talking glibly about “piçkne dziewczçta i chi[image: ]scy bandyci” (beautiful girls and Chinese bandits).


  Smart Locales


  There are also many night cafés with dancing, such as the Adria, the Café Club, the Paradis, the pink room of the Hotel Bristol, and others. The ones named here are used to black and white ties, the difference between the two being sometimes overlooked, but they generally also tolerate lounge suits. This is only natural, as it is usual for the Poles to go there on the spur of a moment, and they might change their minds if they had to change before going.


  It is the firm belief of most people in Poland that no Londoner would dare to turn out after six otherwise than in tails, and that if he did so he would be severely reprimanded by the policeman (himself in a boiled Trenchard shirt). Besides, he would hardly be likely to do such a thing, considering that he is probably a peer or a millionaire, the two occupations most favoured by the inhabitants of London, according to current Polish opinion.


  It is fairly obvious that such ideas can only result in materially increasing the respect in which English visitors are held, so they are really all to the good. The appearance of an Englishman on the dance floor in a mere lounge suit would be as disappointing as that of a French dancer in anything at all. He would still enjoy the sympathy earned by the traditions of a long lineage of dandies; perhaps it might be better after all to keep them up in face of an audience so willing to be enthusiastic about it?


  There are also some cabarets of a different style, where the presence of a white tie might be regarded as something like a direct challenge. They are very gay places and not particularly formal.


  The Seamy Side


  Generally speaking, Warsaw hardly deserves to be called a puritan city, which does not mean that it is exactly the contrary. If I have not made myself sufficiently clear, there is nothing left for you to do but to go and see for yourself what it is like. There is the Colombina, and near it, also in Jasna Street, the Caucasian Cave—a very softly furnished, not to say padded, place of amusement. Even though the Caucasian Cave is underground, the Narcyz is reputed to be “lower.” It is not advisable to invite ladies to either of these establishments, if only because the feminine element is already quite well represented in them.


  On the other hand, there is nothing in any of the last three-named night cafés to shock a woman who has had the nerve to become your wife, I don’t know whether as much can be said of the Hairych, favoured by a certain Jewish underworld element and possessed of a quite peculiar atmosphere. A good guide would inform you how to get there.


  Besides these better known places there are numbers of the so-called “dancings” all over Warsaw. The word “dancing” has become a noun and designates almost anything connected with that act. Students and young people crowd them out night after night, and a visit to one of these smaller cafés might not be unpleasant at all.


  The women of Warsaw in most cases surpass their men-folk both in vestimentary and facial perfection. Statistics prove that there are more people under twenty-five in Poland than in almost any other country, and this fact could be easily confirmed by just looking round without consulting any reference books. Many young faces are seen about—most of all in the cafés and wherever there is dancing.


  The Christmas and New Year period, called the carnival, is the time when every club and society—though they may have forgotten about their own existence during the rest of the year—organises a ball. It is not difficult for a foreign visitor to obtain an invitation to one of the bigger balls—through one of the “gentlemen guides” or through friends that are soon made in Poland. The balls are not very formal affairs.


  Polish Dances


  A characteristic feature is the dancing of the “Mazur” and other Polish national dances, very different from what would be described in Great Britain as “ballroom dancing.” Only one of them, the polka, is known outside the country, but the mazur is more dashing, enthralling and picturesque. It is attended by an elaborate ritual, conducted by an M.C. who executes many parts solo, with the dancers in a circle and everyone else watching. There is more abandon and reckless gaiety in that dance than in all the rest put together—and it has nothing of the sensual suggestiveness of the exotic tangoes, rumbas, etc., which fill in the rest of the night. A ball seldom ends before 5 or 6 a.m., and the “last Mazur” is certainly its climax.


  Mazur is not danced in the night clubs. The tango, or rather a Polish variety of it, is the favourite of these more public temples of amusement. It is not necessary to dine in these establishments, although it can be done—most of the guests are content with light refreshments, and even in the smartest places the cost of these can be as low as 5s. per evening, and there is no question of “consommation obligatoire.”


  Vodka in its various forms is a popular drink, and it should certainly have a big appeal for lovers of gin, being much the same thing, only stronger. Another favourite drink is the old Polish mead, somewhat similar to very heavy port. Whisky is sure to be one of the most expensive items on the list; but the “zakaski”—a sort of hors d’œuvre on bread—which are usually served with the spirits, are of infinite variety and give full expression to all that is best in the national culinary thought. Smoked meats, different sausages and hams deserve a chapter of their own—but as such a chapter would inevitably lack the tantalising and peculiar fragrance which invades many Polish pantries, it will better remain unwritten.


  Eats


  Talking of drinks and food must bring one to the subject of Fukier, the seventeenth-century wine cellar and restaurant, which boasts a collection of some of the oldest wines in Europe. A Polish meal, such as may be had in a house like Fukier’s, or in a hospitable home, is both elaborate and copious. It opens with vodka and the zakaski, which have been known to be taken by foreigners for the whole meal, although they are more of a prelude. Many varieties of pickled mushrooms, sharp sauces (none of which is sold by the bottle) and other stimulating spices help to tune the eater’s palate to a sensitiveness capable of appreciating what is to follow. The soup may be the barszcz, with meat and dried mushrooms rolled in pastry; in the summer it might be the chlodnik, the soup of a hundred ingredients, the inclusion of every one of which is the result of profound reflection, sometimes of devout meditation. River lobsters provide the dominant flavour, while small cubes of cucumber and veal add substance to this iced soup, freely mixed with cream.


  The other courses might include roast wild boar, or the North Country speciality “kolduny,” which consists of a skilfully mixed variety of chopped meats wrapped in small pastries and fried in fat. There might be a carp served in honey with almonds, a sucking-pig cooked whole and stuffed, or a roast capercaillie.


  The funny part is that your dinner might include practically all these dishes without overstepping in the least the bounds set by national tradition.


  The sweets are probably more varied and original than any other part of the programme—especially the cakes and pastries, including the Christmas and the Easter specialities, which form two quite distinct classes, with scores of items in each.


  The leading principle of Polish cooking is great liberality in the use of cream, butter, eggs, etc., such as is quite unheard of in England. Infinite attention to detail, a striving to produce a variety of flavours in every dish, and complete disregard of time and labour in imparting the finishing touch that crowns a chef’s masterpiece, are the other culinary principles. The Polish housewife, like a genius, is characterised by an infinite capacity for taking pains, and she accomplishes things that would stagger the imagination of most of her Western sisters.


  Goody-Goodies


  Take for instance Christmas cakes. They are made from a leavened paste prepared with many eggs. The paste is drawn out, sprinkled with finely ground poppy seed, then rolled up like a huge Swiss roll. The grinding of the seed and the addition of the other ingredients and spices take several days, working full time. The thick mass thus produced has a strong tendency to weigh down the surrounding paste and prevent it from rising in the oven. Yet such is the force of the concentrated hopes of a whole family that it does rise, assuming the shape of a beautiful golden whale, some twenty pounds in weight.


  In the restaurants the cooking is at least half French, but the national specialities can also be obtained, and they are generally much appreciated by all who make their acquaintance.


  Besides restaurants, there are in Warsaw many cafés which have no accommodation for dancing, sometimes not even music, and are nevertheless very popular as meeting places, providing the natives with free fashion displays and unofficial beauty competitions. The café of the Hotel Europejski is an example of this class.


  Opposite are the artistic cafés, I.P.S., where there is usually an art exhibition, and S.I.M., established in a disused hot-house, a very cosy place. All these cafés are active until the small hours, and as there are no official closing times and no stringent licensing laws, a rather pleasant and unrestrained atmosphere prevails in them.


  A good guide is a great help for the enjoyment of all these institutions. A guide may be obtained at the Warsaw Tourist Association mentioned above, and if you are a member of some sort of a society you can always try to get in touch with its Polish counterpart. It would be difficult to give a complete list of the clubs and societies which have their correspondents in foreign countries and particularly in Great Britain.


  The Y.M.C.A. is an obvious example—it has a fine building in Warsaw, with over a hundred rooms for members and guests, several gymnasiums, a modern covered swimming pool, etc.


  The Boy Scout movement is very strongly developed in Poland, with over a hundred thousand active members, most of whom would probably be glad to help their friends from abroad whenever possible.


  The All People’s Association has a branch in Warsaw, and it also could assist members of the British section of the A.P.A.


  The “Liga,” mentioned above, makes it its task to facilitate intercourse between the young people of Poland and of other countries. Women’s organisations, like the Z.P.O.K. Nowogrodzka 23, Warsaw, would be willing to take an interest in members of similar bodies from abroad visiting Poland. The same may be said of various sporting clubs and organisations.


  Sports


  There are good opportunities for the practice of some sports in Poland, although cricket is entirely unknown and golf is played on only one course, near Warsaw, and then mostly by members of the British and American colonies. Tennis, on the other hand, is very popular and a hard court can be easily hired. There are many swimming pools, and the one of the Legja Club in Warsaw can be specially recommended for its gymnasium, high diving tower and all the other modern amenities.


  Canoeing on the Vistula river, as well as rowing and yachting are very favourite sports. It might be a good plan to hire or buy a canoe (they are extremely cheap) and go down one of the Polish rivers, for instance, the Vistula from Cracow to Warsaw, or one of the beautiful rivers and canals of Western Poland, flowing through fine forests and fields.


  The Polish Canoeing Association or the Touring Club of Poland (Kredytowa 5, Warsaw) could advise you on the particulars and on the best route to follow.


  If you should regard this as too strenuous, you can go to the races. Ordinary betting with bookmakers is not encouraged in Poland, but there is a totalisator run by the owners of the course. There are also each year riding and jumping competitions, some of which are open to all gentlemen riders, while others are restricted to army officers. These competitions are usually organised in the Lazienki Park, which contains in its fine ground the summer palace of the last King of Poland, Poniatowski, and an open-air theatre in which the stage occupies a small island on the lake, while the amphitheatre is on the shore.


  A narrow channel divides them, so that this is a particularly suitable venue for all sorts of amphibian dramas, such as “feeries” with mermaids and tritons. Now and then a swan would cruise round the stage, so this is also an excellent setting for “Lohengrin.”


  University of Sports


  For those interested in sport, a visit to the Central Institute of Physical Training might be a good way of spending an afternoon. It is a sort of university of sport, devoted to the training of games masters for the schools and sports instructors for villages and clubs. The buildings of the Institute present a good example of modern Polish architecture, and it can be reached either by tram or by steamer, which gives the visitor an opportunity of seeing the principal river of Poland at close quarters.


  A favourite Warsaw “show place” is Wilanow, with the palace of King Sobieski, “the Saviour of Vienna,” about half an hour by road from Warsaw. A more amusing excursion would be one to Lowicz on a Sunday, taking a whole day. Lowicz is famous for the colourful dress of its peasants, and these can be seen at their best and in suitable numbers after Mass, when the precincts of the church become a social club, and, incidentally, present an orgy of colourful costumes.


  The railway journey from Warsaw to Cracow is not too interesting, so that it might be better to fly there, in barely over an hour, for the price of the second class fare. The service run by the Lot Company is excellent, their record of safety is unequalled by any other air-transport company in the world, and their charges extremely moderate. I strongly advise all visitors to Poland to do part of their journeyings by plane, as some railway journeys take several hours and might be discouraging if done both ways.


  After landing in Cracow you will be inevitably escorted to either the Francuski or the Grand, which are the two principal hotels there. A visit to Wawel Castle is certainly worth while, especially with an intelligent guide. The attractions of Cracow are described by Miss Grace Humphrey in her book Come with me through Cracow, and there is also a companion volume about Warsaw.


  Cracow


  Cracow represents for Poland a combination of Oxford, Windsor and Westminster—with the Tower thrown in. The University was founded in 1364, and the castle was the seat of the Polish kings until the time when the capital was transferred to Warsaw in the sixteenth century. A half-day excursion from Cracow to the famous Wieliczka salt mines is an important item in any tour of Poland. The mine is extremely old, and as large caves were left where much salt had been extracted, the miners built ballrooms, churches, stables, boating lakes and many other things in the caves. It is good fun to go down the mine shaft and see them.


  A rather unusual pilgrimage spot in Cracow is the Marshal Pilsudski mound on the hills of Sowiniec. The idea is to commemorate the great national hero by a huge mound of earth which is to be erected by the citizens with their own hands as a proof of their devotion to his memory. It has already attained quite considerable proportions, and is situated in a charming wood—about an hour’s drive from the hub of Cracow, the Old Market Square. St. Mary’s Church stands in its centre and it contains what is probably the finest masterpiece of art in the whole of Poland—the altar of Wit Stwosz.


  The old monastery of Bielany, perched above the Vistula near Cracow, completes the picture of the old capital of Poland. Another pleasant half day might be spent in Ojców, where there are limestone rocks and stalactite caves—but the main attraction to my mind is the surrounding countryside, with wooded hills and streams and one or two old castles within walking distance—all very Polish.


  It is better to go to Zakopane from Cracow by rail-car than by ordinary train—it is considerably faster on the difficult gradients of that line. Zakopane is an all the year resort, but the winter season is regarded as the most important. There are many hotels and boarding-houses. They are divided into three classes.


  Class I had running hot and cold water in all rooms, some rooms with private baths and a generally high standard of accommodation and service. Five meals per day is the usual fare in these establishments, and they are meals not only in name.


  In the Christmas period and during winter sports competitions it is safer to book rooms in advance, through the “Orbis” or any travel office.


  In the summer one may be fairly sure of finding good accommodation without making previous arrangements.


  The Tatra


  Zakopane is the starting-point of excursions into the Tatra Mountains, which are certainly one of the most picturesque and attractive parts of Poland. It is seldom necessary to engage a professional guide, as in most cases acquaintances from the hotel will be willing and glad to show things to the foreigner. Besides, there are many beautiful valleys and climbs in the Tatra which are near Zakopane and so safe that all save complete invalids can enjoy them on their own, adding the thrill of exploration to the other joys of mountaineering.


  If it is a matter of going in for high climbing on an Alpine scale, the Towarzystwo Tatrzanskie, which is the Alpine Club of Poland, will advise and help enquirers. The headquarters of the “T.T.” also houses the museum of the Tatra, which is a source of much interesting information on local folk-lore.


  The highlanders of the Tatra are a strongly individualised tribe—they wear a peculiar garb, and have customs of their own, partly inspired by traditions handed down from the time when highway robbery was an honoured profession among mountaineers. Of course, these traditional customs do not include the actual practice of this long-lost art, but merely wild songs, tomahawk dances and other harmless manifestations of high spirits. Speaking of art, it should be said that Zakopane has a style which is quite original and is expressed in architecture, wood carvings, glass paintings, carpet weaving, and in practically every other sphere of life. The Museum of the “T.T.” contains many valuable specimens of the peasants’ artistic craftsmanship.


  Joys of Zakopane


  Summer in Zakopane is very sunny, but never hot—there is always a chance of a dip in one of the High Tatra lakes, ice cold, but so clear that the rocky bottom is visible even at a depth of over twenty feet. For those who prefer something warmer there are swimming baths, and one of them, at Jaszczurówka, is fed by a natural hot spring which possesses valuable radio-active properties. If that is not hot enough for the visitor, there are many bars and cafés, more or less on the Warsaw model, with the artistic type well represented.


  The beauty of the Tatra landscapes and the well-developed aesthetic sense of its people have been attracting numerous artists since Zakopane was “discovered” to the public only about fifty years ago. They have set a fashion, and the gay cafés of Zakopane still have a slightly Bohemian atmosphere.


  In the winter, dancing is the recognised warming-up method, and is said to be far more popular than all the other sports together.


  There are many tourist inns in the mountains, more Spartan as the altitude increases; the best known is on the Hala G[image: ]sienicowa, at some 4,500 feet above sea-level, where it is possible to establish temporary headquarters for several days of climbing or ski-ing. The new funicular to the Kasprowy saves the tourist several hours of somewhat strenuous climbing which was formerly necessary.


  It is now possible to ascend to an altitude of about 5,000 feet in sixteen minutes. The excursion can start at the point where the less trained members of former parties used to declare that they’ve had enough of it. The advantages of the funicular for down-slope ski-ing are obvious, although the natives indignantly denounce it as a superfluous and unsporting luxury. To climb to 6,000 feet with the planks on their backs is quite easy for them. The winter championships at Zakopane are a feature of its life and well worth seeing. The jumps are particularly good, as can be seen from the performance of the Zakopane champion, Marusarz, at the last Olympic Games, where he proved himself to be only second to some of the Scandinavians. The President of the Republic and practically all the personalities of the country are usually present and the town assumes a festive aspect for several weeks. All the winter sports so far invented are included in the programme, together with horse races and snow-track motor racing, etc.


  The Ski Train


  Zakopane becomes almost the capital of Poland during championships week and nobody in the town moves about otherwise than on skies, even if the goal of his journey be no farther than Trzaska or Karpowicz (cafés). It is evidence of a sporting spirit, just like strolling down the main street with heavy coils of rope on your shoulder and in extra nailed boots.


  A good method of choosing the best among the many Polish winter sports centres is provided by the ski-ing train, which makes a tour of the principal ones in February of each year. A train with sleeping, restaurant, dancing, bathing, and other miscellaneous cars, travels along the Carpathians by night, enabling its passengers to ski on a different sort of snow every day. The inclusive price works out at about 8 zloty for more than ten days of a real land cruise, during which most of the attractive places in the Carpathians are visited.


  Zakopane, Krynica, Worochta, Wisla, Sianki and some other strange-sounding places are included in the itinerary of the tour. Krynica is somewhat newer than Zakopane and it is lacking most of the former’s artistic associations. The mountains which surround it are almost hills, very good for ski-ing, but nothing to compare with the gorges and granite peaks of the High Tatra. On the other hand Krynica has mineral waters of great variety and strength, making it one of the leading spas in Europe. These waters cure practically every imaginable disease and a few more besides, and are used both for drinking and bathing.


  Krynica


  Krynica is rather smarter than Zakopane, its hotels are more luxurious. The latest of them is the Patria Palace, owned by the famous Polish tenor Jan Kiepura, familiar to British film-goers. Rooms next to the landlord’s bathroom are said to be particularly valued by guests with an ear for music. The attractions offered by Krynica are slightly different from those found in Zakopane—there is plenty of sport, but nicely balanced with the other good things of life, while in Zakopane the sporting spirit is of a more virulent quality. Of course, there is no obligation, and many people spend months in Zakopane without ever moving an inch from their armchairs—particularly lung sufferers, who are well catered for by the climate of the Tatra.


  At any rate, the waters of Krynica are really of the strongest, and they surpass in efficiency many world-famed springs which have had better publicity or more royal patrons, which amounts to the same thing. The curative properties of the Krynica springs have yet to be tested with regard to their effect on kings, but it is quite certain that they can do a lot of good to a commoner and even to a minor prince or count.


  Talking of counts brings us to the country life of Poland—not that there are nearly as many real counts in Poland as would sometimes appear. The Polish nobility of the old Royal Republic did not recognise the title of count. It is the squires who are representative of the true Poland, and it would be a serious omission to leave the country without having made their acquaintance.


  The best way of doing this is to call at a manor and contrive to invite yourself to stay. This suggestion does not sound very convincing, but the hospitality of the Polish country house is such that very soon all trace of the somewhat irregular beginning of the friendship melts away, and on the second or third day you would swear that you were a close relation of the family, returning to the hearth after a period of ill-advised and altogether unaccountable absence in England, a very nice though peculiar country.


  It would be a pity to go there for less than a week, most of the genuine old Polish manors are at least ten miles from the nearest railway station, and the drive takes nearly two hours in a buggy, drawn by two horses, or four when the roads are heavy after rain.


  In winter distances are shortened, because the sleigh can pass almost anywhere, and the obstacles of rivers and lakes no longer exist. A swift ride to church at Christmas behind three galloping horses with bells and with the prospect of the twelve-course meal waiting at home is not soon forgotten.


  Ice Sailing


  Frozen rivers make splendid ice tracks, on which one can skate for miles, always straight on without the narrow and annoying boundaries of the rink. Big lakes are sailed in ice yachts at speeds of 50 m.p.h. or more, faster than any not mechanically propelled craft could ever travel on water. The life of the manor is rich and varied—especially if it is a matter of spending weeks and not years; there are the numerous servants and retainers, the squire’s many relations, his own children, his adopted children—a small world, very nearly independent of the outside world, active and busy.


  In many such places almost a replica of the English country life of the beginning of the nineteenth century can be seen—leisurely, generous and self-contained. The analogy is obvious, but there are countless characteristics there which are thoroughly Polish—and these would probably be most attractive to the foreign visitor.


  Motor-cars are absent from the life of the country house, except in Western Poland, and the importance of the horse is, of course, greatly enhanced by this fact. Fox-hunting is unknown, but its absence is more than compensated by other forms of sport, such as wolf and boar shooting, stag and deer stalking, etc. Big forests, fields unbroken by hedges over miles, and stringent laws for the protection of game all combine to produce a plentiful supply of game. In the west there are big shoots not unlike those of the rest of Europe, except for numerical results, which often surpass those of most countries.


  Eastern Poland, with its different method of agriculture, with the huge forests, marshes and moors unchanged since time immemorial, offers to the sportsman a chance of meeting wild animals face to face, as his ancestors did centuries ago.


  There, shooting is sometimes far from easy and even far from safe. The difficulties presented by the land itself and by its fauna give that unique charm and attraction no longer to be found elsewhere on the continent of Europe. Shooting in the marshes and moors of Polesie evolves a type of sportsman who understands wild nature thoroughly and from whom the forest has no secrets. The choice of the most interesting game is difficult.


  Boar Hunting


  I think that the wild boar, which is well known but still free from the excessive popularisation which has afflicted some smaller game, is a fairly representative example of what Poland has to offer in the way of sporting opportunities. The large number of boars to be found in Poland give even the casual visitor a chance of trying his hand at this remarkable beast. The existence of large herds is due to a suitable disposition of wooded country, with mixed undergrowth and a sufficient amount of oak, which provides an excellent breeding ground; specimens of boar killed in these forests often attain a weight of 420 lb. or more, and their winter coat is thick and heavy.


  The old boar, with his powerful tusks, is called a “single” because he lives a solitary life, unlike the younger boars which go about in herds of a dozen or more. In the great forests, stretching for many miles without a break, there sometimes are huge “singles.” The peasants tell tales about the mysterious power of such animals, each of which acquires a name, and is often known for years before being finally overcome. The keepers say that some sort of magic prevents the bullets from hitting him. There is some truth in this statement, because the layer of fat and skin is so thick that a bullet either slides off or remains stuck in the hide. This type of wild boar is more dangerous as a result of the experience which he has gained from unsuccessful shoots. This practical knowledge makes him charge directly after the first miss, sometimes with fatal results for the sportsman.


  In the forest which spreads east of the Bug, the elk, the lynx and the wolf, now almost extinct in other parts of the Continent, are still living their wild and free life. The wild animals which require from the hunter the deepest knowledge of the art of tracking and of the habits of the animals are the lynx and the wolf. The snow is an essential condition for their tracking and the shooting is best after a heavy snowfall.


  The Lynx and the Wolf


  The tracks of both the lynx and the wolf are so easily discernible that no one who has once seen them could fail to identify the animal immediately. It is necessary to drive the sleigh in circles, drawing closer and closer to the spot where the lynx is supposed to be hiding. With luck, it may be possible to locate within a few acres the place where the quarry has spent the day. The lynx is very agile and there will be many tracks, some leaving and some entering the circle surrounding the suspected area of the forest. If there are more of the latter, it means that the animal is within.


  The wolf is more difficult to track, owing to his greater cunning. Winter shoots of wolves and lynxes are, however, similar and do not require separate descriptions.


  Pig trailing is different from all the other methods of wolf hunting. A freshly slaughtered pig is tied by its hind legs to a strong rope and trailed some thirty yards behind the sleigh, which must be drawn by at least three or four good horses. The smell of the blood attracts the wolves, which begin to follow its trail and eventually try to have a bite at the pig, thus giving the sportsmen a chance of taking aim—not an easy matter in a fast-going sleigh. It is advisable to drive at a good rate, in view of the fact that the hungry wolves, having once tasted fresh blood, may become dangerous and kill the horses, which would leave the shooting party in a slightly awkward, if interesting, situation.


  Indeed, the sight of some twenty wolves following in his wake is likely to induce both the driver and the horses to a fine turn of speed.


  Although the shooting of feathered game is far less exciting than that of big game, there is certainly much good sport to be had in the marshes of Polesie and of the neighbouring counties. Eastern Poland is the home of large numbers of waterfowl, which breed in the marshes of Pripet and in the vast reed-grown backwaters of the many rivers crossing that country. In these parts wild geese and cranes find a permanent refuge. Another reason which contributes to this wealth of game is the disposition of rivers and lakes, which makes this province the natural path followed by the migratory birds flying from the Black and Mediterranean Seas to the North.


  Interesting Birds


  Spring and autumn, when myriads of wild duck, geese, storks and other waders and divers, and exotic visitors from the banks of the Nile swarm the lakes, provide the best time for shooting from a boat, accompanied by a dog.


  There is a vast difference between these marshland shoots and those in the great forests of Eastern Poland.


  Shooting capercailzie and wood grouse in their mating season is a most enjoyable sport, especially in Polesie, where the wilderness of the forest in springtime is a wonderful setting for the love-song of the birds.


  The bird emits a gurgling sound and, while it is extremely cautious during the intervals, it pays no attention to any noises that may be made during the actual song. The spots where the bird is likely to sing are difficult to find, as they are usually distant from all human habitations, so that it is necessary to start the journey by night in order to be there at dawn to wait for the supreme moment of the love-song.


  Stalking is difficult and shooting far from easy, for the bird, perched high on a thick branch, is often hardly discernible in the dusk. There is a tense moment when one comes near the big bird, which has its neck craning forward and its wings hanging down. Even the very slightest rustle of a leaf or branch will then frighten the grouse away. A small-bore rifle should be used, for these are far too noble creatures to be dishonoured with ordinary shot. Such a duel, in the freshness of a spring morning, is often an unforgettable occasion.


  Bialowie[image: ]a is the name of the biggest forest in Europe, which is situated in Eastern Poland, between Warsaw and the Russian frontier. It covers many thousands of acres and is the home of the last remaining specimens of the European bison—a splendid animal resembling closely the American bison, but of much older parentage, of course. They are carefully protected nowadays and have a big area of forest to themselves—so that the breed may not become extinct.


  Bison


  Bialowie[image: ]a should be seen, quite apart from the interest attached to the bisons and the other game which it contains. Many Europeans have forgotten by now what a forest looks like, not a thicket or an impassable jungle, but an honest to goodness forest of pine and oak and ash, such as were the woods of England before the nineteenth century.


  It looks big and awesome, dark and mysterious. There is a strange feeling of some powerful presence when one looks round from the crown of a hill to see trees, big old trees, for as many miles as the eye can reach. And there are more trees beyond the horizon. Part of the forest is kept as a national reservation, and it looks very wild and primitive, for no trees have been cut down there from time immemorial—perhaps never at all—and as they reach the limit of their age they fall, perhaps pulled down by a gale, and lie rotting untouched by human hand.


  Trees many centuries old, of tremendous size, a rich undergrowth of bushes and shrubs, mosses and creepers, berry plants and mushrooms—all create a picture of an abundant vegetation, different from the tropical forest, more austere and perhaps less treacherous—a place where there might be goblins and gnomes—benevolent ones.


  Of course, not all the forest has such a romantic character, much of it is being exploited by timber firms, which are not permitted, however, to cut down more than the equivalent of a year’s growth, so that there is no danger of Bialowie[image: ]a’s disappearance from the map.


  Polesle


  Another interesting province of Eastern Poland is Polesie (the Woodland), the country of marshes and mud. In contrast to the thickly populated countryside of the rest of Poland, it has few human inhabitants and tries to make up for this doubtful deficiency by being the home of many animals. Polesie constitutes a more formidable natural frontier than a range of mountains or a broad river. For there are obstacles more unsurmountable than even the highest of mountains or the deepest of rivers—there is mud. It may be possible to navigate even the most turbulent waters, but not the greasy, thick mud of the marshes of Pripet, which clings like treacle to all that it touches and is practically bottomless.


  Polesie is, therefore, likely to remain for a long time in its primitive and isolated state. And I think that there is no need to regret it, because there is far more charm and attraction in the mysterious Polesie of to-day than there could be in a flat, dry, monotonous province. What could be more thrilling than going through a forest in a boat, with the trunks sticking out of the water, sometimes supported by quaint-shaped roots—a fantastic picture reflected in the still water glowing with red, because of the presence of certain minerals of that colour? In Polesie there are forests that can be explored only afloat and yet are often of a very considerable size; an elk or a beaver might be met on such an excursion.


  The natives of the marshes, no doubt owing to the influence of their surroundings, are contemplative, dreamy and resigned. The idea of leaving the land which cannot be made to yield anything except a few potatoes and some pasture for the cattle, does not seem to occur to them very often. They fish, they shoot the innumerable waterfowl, and they seldom communicate with the outside world.


  This may be due to the difficulty of the feat as much as to the horror in which they hold the attempt. The communication is generally effected by a combination of a kind of punt and of simple carts. The cart is put, together with the horse, on the boat, and whenever there is stretch of sufficiently firm land, the boat is loaded on to the cart.


  It is said that when an aerial survey was made by the authorities some years ago, a village was discovered in the wildest part of the marshes where no one had yet heard of the Great War. A blessing such as this is perhaps worth all the privations which it may entail. A small island in the midst of this inland mud-sea may be more difficult of access than an ocean rock distant from all the continents. Countless rivers, streams and canals cross Polesie in a labyrinth in which only the native fishermen can pilot their boats safely. On the bigger rivers gunboats of the Polish navy cruise, thus policing this queer province.


  All would be well and easy if the rivers and marshes all froze in winter, but there are some hot springs which never permit them to set, and big bubbles of gas testify to the existence of some sort of subterranean volcanoes, the activity of which has not yet been fully explored.


  The capital of Polesie, Pinsk, rises suddenly above the flat plain. Its fine Jesuit cloister, solidly planted on some piece of dry land that God had forgotten to soak in water when making Polesie, is a relief to eyes wearied by the endless expanse of plain.


  A country of tradition, where a squire is still all that he used to be, where the relative sterility of the soil is not regarded as a curse, but on the contrary as a gift of the Lord for the better enjoyment of sport, Polesie is one of the most interesting parts of Poland.


  Wilno


  In the north there is Wilno and its country of lakes. “Orbis” organises in the summer air excursions from Warsaw to Wilno. Three days in the best hotel and flying several hundred miles each way cost about 4 or 5 pounds. Wilno is an old university town, with about forty churches, to say nothing of the synagogues, mosques, etc. It is very hilly and picturesque, with two rivers meandering through the city, and with a most peculiar ghetto—completely preserved from the times when there was a real Jewish quarter. Incredibly narrow and winding streets make up a labyrinth inhabited by Jews in their medieval robes and skull caps, with long hair and long beards, looking as if transported there bodily from another age. Buttresses and arcades try to prevent the house-tops from touching each other, which they certainly might do, the streets being sometimes only two or three yards wide.


  It all closely resembles old Florence, but the extraordinary stamina of the race is revealed by the carrying on of the open-air system of trading in a severe northern climate just as it is done under the warmer skies of Salonica or Tangier.


  Gdynia


  The ghetto is, however, only one part of Wilno and not the most remarkable. There are many examples of the finest Renaissance and Rococo architecture in that city, so far north from Rome, to which it has always owned religious and artistic allegiance. The county of Wilno has hundreds of lakes, sprinkled here and there among wooded hills, a charming countryside. The Narocz Lake, the largest in Poland, is fast increasing in popularity as a centre of all the nautical sports—especially of yachting.


  Even if the visitor does not enter or leave Poland by sea, that is through Danzig or Gdynia, he would miss one of the most significant sights in the country if he fails to visit the Polish sea-coast. It is quite short, and therefore more valued and loved by the Poles, who have a great attachment to the Baltic Sea and to Pomerania, the county which gives them access to it and which is also one of the cradles of the Polish State.


  Go to Hel!


  There is the Hel peninsula, a long and narrow sandy finger pointing the way to the north, with splendid beaches of pure light sand, full of bathers during the summer season. It would be a mistake to believe that the Baltic beaches are any colder than others in the summer. On the contrary, the whole of Poland is very warm in the summer, often warmer than England—and the colds only come during a few winter months. Even then the cold is of the dry variety, which is much less biting and unpleasant than damp cold. Winter is a sunny season, during which people spend a great deal of time out of doors for pleasure—practically everyone under thirty, and many older people spend several hours a day skating—as there are natural skating rinks almost everywhere, and all the schools have them.


  Besides the many seaside resorts there is the city of Gdynia, the pride of Poland. Pride is in this case not unjustified, because this town of more than 50,000 inhabitants and its port, the largest in the Baltic, have been built in the relatively short period of about eight years. It is interesting to compare the wooden cabins of the fishermen, of which the Gdynia of 1924 consisted, with the modern concrete buildings of the Gdynia of 1936.


  Everything had to be built from the ground up, from nothing, and this permitted of greater efficiency than would have been possible if it had been a matter of developing an old harbour. After seeing Bialowie[image: ]a and Polesie, the primitive parts of Poland, it is well to see also Gdynia, where the modern creative tendencies of the nation find expression, and thus complete one’s picture of the country.


  There are also industrial districts in Poland, the cotton mills of Lodz, the collieries and foundries of Silesia, the oil wells of Boryslaw, and many others, but they present an interest mostly to those who want to do business there, and they will probably be able to find them without my assistance.


  Gdynia, on the other hand, while it is an important business centre, has also other attractions to offer. The beach, the casino, the cabarets are only one side of the picture and by no means the most important. A visit to the harbour, to the immense coal-loading cranes and truck-tippers may be interesting, and there are the fishermen whose lives have many peculiar features. The whole of Gdynia is a reflection of modern Poland, with all its merits and with its faults, just as it is. If you want to see Poland, and for want of time intend to choose only one part for your inspection, why not see this faithful miniature, Gdynia?


  Arts and Crafts


  Some of Poland’s industries may be something of an attraction even for the ordinary tourist. For instance, the artistic crafts of rug and carpet making, pottery, woodcarving, etc., have styles of their own, and these beautiful, entirely hand-made articles can be purchased at very moderate prices. In the Eastern Carpathians, in another part of Poland, the peasants make very fine inlaid designs of wood, mother-of-pearl, brass, beads, etc. They also produce an original kind of pottery and a variety of small objects which are a genuine outcome of their artistic tradition, and not factory made imitations. Some of the latter have also appeared in the shops, but anyone with an eye for beautiful things would be able to distinguish them instantly from the real thing. Those who do not trust their own judgment in such matters can ask the advice of one of the societies for the promotion of artistic crafts.


  Buy Peasant Costumes


  It is also possible to buy a complete peasant costume—this suggestion would interest particularly the ladies—which would create a sensation if worn at a fancy-dress ball or on some other suitable occasion in England. The best for this purpose is probably the costume of a Cracow girl, colourful and light; the Lowicz dress with broad stripes of orange, green, and practically all the other colours, comes an easy second, while there are many other varieties which are still worn on festive occasions in their respective provinces.


  For bold men, the purchase of a Zakopane mountaineer’s costume might be a good investment—it has tight trousers of white home-spun with rich embroidery on the upper part of the leg, an embroidered shirt, a sleeveless coat and a broad cape to cover it all. A decorative belt, a peculiar hat and a sort of a tomahawk stick complete this striking dress.


  Another interesting by-product of the peasant’s aesthetic sense is to be found in the Easter eggs, which are painted in incredibly elaborate designs and patterns, considering the difficulty of painting an egg-shell so as to obtain a complete picture. These designs are individual to each district, so that an expert could, on seeing a painted egg-shell many years old, tell you what village it came from.


  Christmas tree decorations are also an important branch of these artistic activities of the farmers, or rather their sons and daughters. The Poles never spare labour when it is a matter of embellishing some object of everyday use, and even the beams of the highland cottages are carved according to traditional patterns. Some wayside shrines present striking examples of this primitive art, which is now being preserved by State Schools of Peasant Crafts. Otherwise it is to be feared that the modernisation of life would soon have done away with most of the picturesque customs of old Poland, as it has already caused the disuse of the national dress in many parts of the country.


  Tapestries


  The tapestries produced in many parts of Poland, notably in the north and in the Carpathian region, are quite original in style. They are usually made of hemp and wool, both home grown, spun and dyed. The strength of rugs made by hand in the cottages is such that they wear through several generations—which makes them cheap by comparison with some slightly less expensive, but infinitely less durable carpets. They are often used for hanging on the walls, where their distinctive patterns show off best. They are called the kilimy, and are the most remarkable, though not the only kind of home-woven fabric—as there are also many lighter kinds, some of which can be used for covering the walls of a whole room.


  Another class of souvenir which can be brought from Poland is at least as attractive, but not nearly as durable, as the tapestries—smoked sausages and hams of different flavours, very peculiar smoked cheeses—all will last for many weeks unaltered, but are likely to disappear before that time. An attractive gift from Poland might be a bottle of vodka or of some other of the many liqueurs and spirits made there—the customs always allow one bottle free of duty.


  Why not buy records of Polish songs? Some of them are very good and, at any rate, different from the music that one is accustomed to hear elsewhere. For lovers of antiques the Warsaw shops may hold in store many a surprise—through wars and other upheavals various valuables have changed hands in unaccountable ways and have often been lost to the community of collectors, to which you may restore them if you have luck.


  There are many other things to be experienced and seen in Poland, but after going there once you will probably go back again to see the rest without my telling you to do so.


  There is the Green Silesia, as opposed to the Black Silesia of industry, with such places as Wisla, famous for ski-ing and a favourite retreat of the President of the Republic.


  There are many spas, with practically all the kinds of waters that can possibly be swallowed or bathed in—Ciechocinek, where there is an enormous swimming bath with water so strongly salted that it is impossible to sink in it—like in the salt lakes; Rabka, paradise of children; Truskawiec, in the Carpathians; Inowroclaw, half-way between Warsaw and the sea; Kosów, where the good old Doctor Tarnawski will make a slip of a girl from the most Mae Westish matron by a very peculiar cure, including climbing trees, sun-bathing and physical culture in wonderful surroundings; Druskieniki, with the cottage to which the late Marshal Pilsudski used to retire after his work and where the foreign ambassadors had to seek him, digging in his garden in a very shabby old uniform; Zaleszczyki, in the southernmost corner of Poland, where there are vines, apricot orchards and bathing in the powerful River Dniester; the big gliding centres of Ustjanowa, Bezmiechowa and Lesko that are unlike any other places you have ever seen.


  Gliding


  Gliding and soaring are very popular in Poland, and in these centres it is possible to receive a course in gliding and obtain an A or B licence for an expenditure of about 10 zloty for six weeks, with board—this being a proposition for young people. There are hundreds of sailplanes in Poland and the records stand high—duration flight twenty-three hours, altitude 12,000 feet and so on. This is certainly the most modern of sports and one of the most fascinating, without being any more dangerous than many others content with staying on the ground.


  There is Gniezno, the Canterbury of Poland, with a bishopric founded in A.D. 1000. There is Podole, where the fertile plain is cut by deep ravines like the American canyons, with the villages always a couple of hundred feet below the real level of the country’s surface. Trees are felled on steep slopes and taken down fast streams and rapids on rafts made of three logs tied together. The gorges of the Pieniny, with the Dunajec breaking through them, are the best places for enjoying this fast form of sightseeing.


  There are many more such things that really ought to have been mentioned here, but which would demand a volume to themselves if I were to treat them with the attention which they deserve. More detailed information may be found in the little booklets issued by the Polish Ministry of Communication, in some guides like those of Warsaw and Cracow by Miss Humphrey, and similar publications which are easily obtainable in Poland.


  Hospitality


  The salient fact about travelling in Poland is the great hospitality with which foreign visitors are received, especially those from Great Britain (vide above, theory of lords). For this reason little has been said here about the social customs, etc. Being courteous and polite in an English way will be more than sufficient to make the Poles your friends. Their own forms of life, at least as far as the higher classes are concerned, differ little from the French social forms, which have been fashionable since the eighteenth century and which are also familiar to Englishmen.


  It is true that there is rather more hand-kissing and bowing, and fairly meaningless though pleasant words, or, for instance, thanking the hostess ceremoniously after a meal—but no one would expect a foreigner to conform strictly to all these little points. In fact, it is more likely that people will try to adapt themselves to the ways of your country, so as to make you feel more at home—their attempts to do so are sometimes very funny, but nevertheless a proof of a friendly thoughtfulness which is not displayed everywhere in the world to-day.


  


  FOR THE LADIES


  WOMEN have always played an exceptionally important part in the life of Poland, and when it was resurrected in 1918 they received the suffrage as a matter of course. They also enjoy a great deal of independence and influence in social life. These remarks may help the foreign woman visitor to realise what she may expect from the Polish women she is likely to meet; that is to say, all the advice and help she may require. It would be only fair to state here what the lady visitor might expect from the men—but I am afraid this would be overstepping the limits of this modest essay.


  On Folk Art and Apple Pie


  Polish folk art will probably be of particular interest to ladies with an artistic sense, as it offers unlimited opportunities for the adornment of the home and for individualising dress. For instance, you could have in your home a Polish room furnished in the Zakopane style, with the walls covered with tapestries or suitable pictures. On the tables you might put some of the embroidered white runners used by the peasants, and flower-pots painted in vivid patterns. There are some very decorative chandeliers, beautifully carved forks and spoons and hundreds of small things which might create a harmonious and original whole.


  Polish cooking is an intricate art, and instead of quoting here a few recipes which in any case would only give you a very faint idea of the real thing, I think I ought rather to dwell on the moral advantages of a genuine devotion to the culinary craft. A Chinese sage, more in earnest than I am now, has said that variety in food is the mark of a superior civilisation, using this as an argument for the supremacy of China over the barbarous West. I have often wondered why, instead of mercilessly regulating the thirst of the citizen, the legislators of England have not thought of the wonderful results that might be produced by a Bill prohibiting the public or private sale and consumption of apple pie. Such a law would be sure to stimulate artistic interest in the discovery of suitable alternatives to the banned dish, and when the time came for the repeal of the Apple Pie (Prohibition) Bill the very tasty things that would have been invented in the meantime would be too firmly established in public favour to be affected.


  The Poles of old were a rather lawless lot, and that is probably why they went through the process outlined above without a special law. However, the result was exactly the same. And it is the inventiveness of the Polish cook that deserves praise rather than her actual accomplishments.


  I have already mentioned in the general section the national costume and its possible uses, but although it is very attractive, it would be a mistake to expect to see women in gaily coloured scarves and striped capes in the streets of Warsaw. You may, on the other hand, see there women of a truly Parisian chic—in its Warsaw variant. I believe that you will sometimes find in the Warsaw shops great bargains in fine furs, provided you are something of an expert in the matter. Fashion parades are held in some of the better shops—notably at Herse and Zmigryder’s—and also in the S.I.M. Café.


  The hairdressers are reputed to be good. The famous “Antoine” of Paris is a Pole named Cierplikowski, and he probably has some equally talented relations in Poland. The better hotels, like the Bristol and the Europejski, have their own beauty parlours, which are open to non-residents as well. There is also the well-known Ewaryst, Mazurkiewicz, Bagnowski, and many others. I omit the addresses because they would convey no meaning to the foreign reader, and if she (or indeed he) tells a cabby to drive to any of the places or shops named here, there will be no difficulty in finding it. On a fine day it is rather amusing to drive about in an open cab and see everything at your leisure; unfortunately the buses are all single-deckers.


  Polish Music


  The high standard of Polish music is well known throughout the world. I am afraid that I am not quite so well informed on this subject as the rest of the world, but I suppose it must be interesting to hear in their original setting the popular Polish melodies which have inspired Chopin, Paderewski and so many others.


  The best known modern Polish singers can be heard not only in Poland but practically everywhere else, and yet there may be something in their Warsaw performances that is lacking in the others.


  Some women visitors might like to see the tombs of the heroic girls of Lwow, who fell, together with their brothers, when the city was under siege in 1919. More interesting than the tombs are the pathetic and true stories of these fearless volunteers who were not content to comfort the soldiers behind the lines, but fought side by side with them in the trenches. They were true to the tradition of generations of Polish women to whom patriotic devotion to their country was a religion, and more. It is important to realise this characteristic in order to understand the position of Polish women in their native land.


  Madame Curie-Sklodowska was another example of a Polish woman devoted to an ideal and capable of realising it. But it would be a mistake to think that Polish women are either bluestockings or grim heroines. On the contrary, they are smart and gay, and, as I have already remarked, statistics show they are on the average rather young. They have to work hard and have already captured posts of importance in practically all the trades and professions—but old maids are relatively rare.


  And now that you have been introduced, talk things over among yourselves.


  THE POLISH LANGUAGE


  THE Polish language is probably neither more nor less difficult than any other. The pronunciation, although at first startling to the Englishman, can be mastered once sound values of the principal consonants and vowels are learnt. The spelling is almost entirely phonetic, that is to say, every letter represents only one sound. This makes Polish a really much easier language to learn than some in which you never know how to pronounce a word, even though you know how to pronounce each separate syllable. Without going into learned linguistic theories I might point out a few principles which should assist the beginner: All the letters in a word are pronounced—never leave any out when it seems to you that there are a few too many.


  A is pronounced like in master, never like in cat.


  E is always short, like in leg, never long, like in legion.


  I is always short, like in if, never long, like in kite.


  J is always pronounced like Y at the beginning of a word.


  Ch and H are both pronounced exactly alike, like in horse.


  Cz is pronounced like ch in Charlie.


  Sz is pronounced like sh in shop.


  Rz and [image: ] are both pronounced exactly alike, rather like j in jar.


  W stands for v and is always pronounced like in victor (pol. Wiktor).


  Y is always short like in levy, never long, like in bye.


  On Pronunciation


  The Polish sounds, [image: ], [image: ], [image: ], [image: ], [image: ], [image: ], [image: ], and ł are difficult to explain on paper, and the best a foreigner can do at the beginning is to ignore the presence of the little signs above or beneath these letters and only try to get the other letters right, particularly the consonants. Later on, his ear will detect the vast difference between a simple c and a [image: ]. The pronunciation given in brackets after most words in the list below is not meant to convey anything but the roughest idea of what the word may sound like. It would be impossible to transcribe more accurately the pronunciation of Polish words without having recourse to phonetic symbols, which would probably be less intelligible to some readers than the Polish spelling itself. When no pronunciation is given it means that I thought the word so easy that I could only give offence by suggesting that you could not pronounce it without my help. The phrases are arranged to follow the traveller’s probable trend of thought, from such necessities as flying to relative luxuries like the buying of braces. The Polish phrase is given first, on the assumption that one has to understand before making oneself understood, but if you can reverse this process, do so by all means.


  There are some fairly complete English-Polish dictionaries and also lists of current phrases that can be useful to a foreign visitor. In Warsaw there are several big bookshops, two of them opposite the Bristol Hotel—Gebethner & Co. and Trzaska & Michalski. They all carry large stocks of foreign books and newspapers, including English. Gebethner’s also have branches in other Polish towns, and anything in the way of dictionaries, guide-books, new English novels, English newspapers, etc., will always be easily obtained there, or at the biggest bookshop in the town. Many of the bigger cafés also have a selection of foreign newspapers, which often includes The Times, The Illustrated London News, The Sphere, etc.


  A Few Phrases


  Nie umiem po polsku—I don’t know Polish (Nye umyem po polsku).


  Czy Pan mówi po angielsku?—Do you speak English? (Chy paan moovi po angyel-skoo?)


  Francusku—French (frantzouskoo), niemiecku—German (nye-mietz-koo).


  Jad[image: ] do Warszawy—I am going to Warsaw (Yadem do Varshavy).


  Jad[image: ] z Warszawy—I am coming from Warsaw.


  Kiedy odchodzi poci[image: ]g do Berlina?—When is the Berlin train due to leave? (Kyedy odhod-zi potziong do Berlina?)


  Gdzie mog[image: ] zmieni[image: ] pieni[image: ]dze?—Where can I change money? (Gdzi-ye moge zmyenitz pyenon-dze?)


  Czy mog[image: ] sprzeda[image: ] angielskie funty?—Can I sell English pounds? (Chy moge spjedatz angyelskye fuonty?)


  Prosz[image: ] mówi[image: ] powoli—Please speak slowly (proshe moovitz povoli).


  Czy mo[image: ]e mi Pan pomóc?—Can you help me? (Chy moje mi pan pomootz?)


  Czy mog[image: ] Panu pomóc?—Can I help you? (Chy moge panoo pomootz?)


  Bardzo Panu dzi[image: ]kuj[image: ]—I thank you very much (to a man) (bar-dzo panu dzyenkuye).


  Bardzo Pani dzi[image: ]kuj[image: ]—I thank you very much (to a woman).


  Gdzie jest wyj[image: ]cie?—Where is the exit? (gdzye yest vy-stziye?)


  Gdzie jest tualeta?—Where is the lavatory? (tooalettah).


  Czy t[image: ]dy droga do …—Is that the way to … (chy tendy drogah do …).


  Prosz[image: ] o szklanke wody?—May I have a glass of water? (Proshe o shklankeh vody?)


  Która jest godzina?—What is the time? (ktoorah yest god-zinah?)


  Ile si[image: ] nale[image: ]y?—How much do I owe you? (ile sien nalejy?)


  Szukam dobrego hotelu—I am looking for a good hotel (shukam dobregoh hoteloo).


  Prosz[image: ] o pokój dwuosobowy—I want a double room (proshe o pokooy dvoo-osobovy).


  Pokój na pierwszem pi[image: ]trze—A room on the first floor (pokooy na pier-vshem pientshe).


  Czy moge mie[image: ] k[image: ]piel?—Can I have a bath? (chy mogem mietz kompyel?)


  Prosz[image: ] da[image: ] mi jajka z szynka—Please give me ham and eggs (proshe datz mih yaykah z shynkom).


  Prosz[image: ] przynie[image: ][image: ] [image: ]niadanie—Please bring the breakfast (proshe pshynyestz snya-danyeh).


  Gdzie mog[image: ] kupi[image: ] angielskie gazety?—Where can I buy English newspapers? (Gdzye moge koopitz angyelskye gaazety?)


  Prosz[image: ] to naprawi[image: ]—Please repair this (proshe to napravitz).


  Kiedy to b[image: ]dzie gotowe?—When will it be ready? (Kyedy to bendzie gotove?)


  Gdzie jest ulica Wierzbowa?—Where is Wierzbowa street? (oolitzah vieshbova?)


  Szukam Pana Johnson—I am looking for Mr. Johnson (shookham).


  Po czemu s[image: ] jablka?—How much are the apples? (po chemu som yablkah?)


  Ile kosztuje ten kilim?—What is the price of this tapestry? (eele koshtuyeh).


  Prosz[image: ] pokaza[image: ] mi inne obrazy—Please show me other pictures (Proshe pokazatz mee inn-ne obrah-zy).


  O której zaczyna si[image: ] przedstawienie?—When does the performance begin? (O ktoorey zachynah sie pshedstavyenyeh?)


  Jest za gor[image: ]co—It is too hot (yest za gorontzo).


  Czy Pan …—Do you … (to begin interrogative sentence). Pani for ladies.


  Gdzie trzeba wysiada[image: ]?—Where should I get off? (gdzye tshebah vysiadatz?)


  Prosz[image: ] mnie ogoli[image: ]—Please give me a shave (mnye ogolitz).


  Vocabulary


  ———ufryzowa[image: ]————a hairwave (oofry-zovatz).


  tak—yes (tahk).


  nie—no (nyeh).


  prosz[image: ]—please (proshe).


  dzi[image: ]kuj[image: ]—thank you (dzyenkuyeh).


  ile—how much (eeleh).


  dzi[image: ]—to-day (dzis).


  wczoraj—yesterday (vchoray).


  jutro—to-morrow (yutro).


  drogi—dear (drogee).


  tani—cheap (tanee).


  jeden—one (yeden).


  dwa—two (dvah).


  trzy—three (tshy).


  cztery—four (chtery).


  pi[image: ][image: ]—five (pients).


  sze[image: ][image: ]—six (shestz).


  siedem—seven (siedehm).


  osiem—eight (osyem).


  dziewi[image: ][image: ]—nine (dzyevyentz).


  dziesi[image: ][image: ]—ten (dzyesyentz).


  pierwszy—first (pyervshy).


  drugi—second (droogi).


  trzeci—third (tshetzi).


  czwarty—fourth (chvarty).


  pi[image: ]ty—fifth (pionty).


  szósty—sixth (shoosty).


  siódmy—seventh (sioodmy).


  ósmy—eighth (oosmy).


  dziewi[image: ]ty—ninth (dzyevyonthy).


  jedenasty—eleventh (yedenasty). (The hours being feminine, the numericals for them end in a, like “jedenasta.”)


  dwunasty—twelfth (dvoonasta).


  dzie[image: ]—day (dzyen).


  noc—night (notz).


  tydzie[image: ]—week (tydzyen).


  poniedzialek—Monday (ponyedzyaleck).


  wtorek—Tuesday (vtoreck).


  [image: ]roda—Wednesday (srodah).


  czwartek—Thursday (chvarteck).


  pi[image: ]tek—Friday (pionteck).


  sobota—Saturday (sobotah).


  niedziela—Sunday (nyedzyelah).


  miesi[image: ]c—month (miesiontz).


  stycze[image: ]—January (styczen).


  luty—February (looty).


  marzec—March (majetz).


  kwiecie[image: ]—April (kvyetzyen).


  maj—May (maay).


  czerwiec—June (chervietz).


  lipiec—July (lipietz).


  sierpie[image: ]—August (sierpyen).


  wrzesie[image: ]—September (vshesyen).


  pa[image: ]dziernik—October (pazdzyernick).


  listopad—November (listopad).


  grudzie[image: ]—December (grudzyen).


  rok—year (plural: lata (latah)).


  Ja—I—(yah).


  Ty—thou (familiar form of address, used in speaking to children).


  On—he.


  Ona—she.


  Wy—you (vyh) (not used as form of address).


  Pan—Mr. (pahn) (form of address used in speaking to men).


  Pani—Mrs. (form of address used in speaking to women, married or not).


  Panna—Miss (used only together with the name).


  Dzie[image: ] dobry—good morning (dzyrn dobry).


  Dobry wieczór—good evening (vyechoor).


  dowidzenia—good-bye (dovidzenyah) (analogous to au revoir).


  przepraszam—I beg your pardon (psheprasham).


  co—what (tzo).


  nic—nothing (nitz).


  jak—how (yak).


  bo—because (boh).


  i—and (short i).


  w—in (v).


  z—with, or from.


  o—about.


  od—from (someone).


  do—to (someone or somewhere).


  pod—under.


  nad—above.


  bez—without.


  poco—why (potzo, what for).


  dlaczego—why (dlachegoh).


  czemu—why (chemoo).


  kto—who.


  kiedy—when (kyedy).


  gdzie—where (gdzyeh).


  sk[image: ]d—where from (skond).


  dokad—where to (dokond).


  dla—for (dlah).


  ale—but (aleh).


  albo—or.


  nawet—even (nahvet).


  bardzo—very (bardzoh).


  raz—once.


  nigdy—never.


  zawsze—always (zavshe).


  mo[image: ]e—perhaps (mojeh).


  Poci[image: ]g—train (potziong).


  osobowy—passenger train (slow) (osobovy).


  póspieszny—express train (pospieshny).


  pierwsza klasa—first class (see numericals).


  odjazd—departure (odyazd).


  przyjazd—arrival (pshy-yazd).


  przesiadanie—changing of trains (pshesyadanyeh).


  tragarz—porter (tragash).


  póczekalnia—waiting room (pochekalnyah).


  Wolny—vacant (volny).
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  CZECHOSLOVAKIA


  IF you look at the map of Europe you will see that Czechoslovakia occupies an oblong area almost in the very centre. Its population is about 15,000,000. It formed a thoroughfare for the nations ranging through Europe at the time of the migration of the Gauls, Germans and other peoples, before the Slavs ever entered it. It acted as a barrier to the Germans when they Germanised the Slav tribes who had settled along the Elbe in what is now Germany, and it bore the brunt of the last raids of the Avars, Tartars and Turks into Western Europe. Much later, a great German statesman made this noteworthy remark: “He who is master of Bohemia is master of Europe,” and this holds good to-day.


  A Democratic Country


  To-day the whole of Czechoslovakia is at peace and dominated by the desire to keep the peace. This desire naturally makes itself felt in the internal conditions of the Republic, which was established on strictly democratic principles, the patterns for which it found in the old Anglo-Saxon forms of democracy. It has developed peaceably without any of those violent upheavals which have been witnessed in some of the neighbouring countries. For this reason it has not provided many sensational news items for the papers. But countries are like women, the best are those which are least talked about.


  Let us return to the map. From it you will see that from west to east the Czechoslovak Republic is nearly as long as Italy is from north to south. Later on you will see what features of interest this situation offers the tourist. It will simplify matters if I add that the whole country is divided up into several provinces which are geographically and historically distinct. The most western part consists of Bohemia, with its capital Prague, which is the metropolis of the Republic. More to the east lies Moravia, which is the centre of the Republic. Its capital is Brno. The part of Silesia which belongs to Czechoslovakia is incorporated with Moravia for administrative purposes. The eastern part of the Republic consists of Slovakia with its capital Bratislava on the Danube, while the territory to the extreme east is known as Carpathian Ruthenia, the capital of which is Užhorod.


  When you read the history of a country, do you skip any pages? I hope that you will not do so now if I promise not to write any history with dates and the names of kings which caused you so much trouble when you were at school. Moreover, I will sum up the history of Czechoslovakia in a few lines which, however, will suffice to show you that the story of the country which you intend to visit resembles an amazing drama which lasted for a thousand years.


  A Little History


  From this you will see that present-day Czechoslovakia is not a new country. Seven hundred years ago it was the key-country of the Holy Roman Empire, of which in the following centuries it became and long remained the chief part; it possessed the first university in Central Europe; it had a courageous blind king, whose three plumes were taken from his helmet when he fell in the Battle of Cressy and adopted by the Prince of Wales as his badge. The son of this king was the wise Emperor Karl, who made his realm one of the richest and most powerful states in Europe. Buildings which he constructed are still left to remind us of his era. Here ends the first act of the drama. This prelude, full of splendour and glory, is followed by the second act.


  A nation dwelling in the very focus of Europe is keenly sensitive to everything that happens there. Thus, the first attempts at religious reformation were started six hundred years ago in the territory of present-day Czechoslovakia. A young professor of Prague University brought from England the books of the preacher Wycliffe, whose doctrine was discussed and spread here. Here, too, arose the mighty preacher and reformer Jan Hus, who was later burnt by order of the Pope, and as a result of his influence thousands of people were prompted by the desire to defend their right to worship according to their own wishes. The prosperity and comfort which they had been enjoying was at once forgotten, and the people, especially the simple peasants, laid down their farm implements and, taking up arms against the hosts of the Pope and the Roman Emperor, successfully vindicated the principle of free conscience and free religion. The wars abated and were again renewed. In the interval between them, five hundred years ago, the Czech king Ji[image: ]i made public the first scheme for perpetual peace in Europe, involving the establishment of a League of Nations, the purpose of which was to settle all disputes by peaceable means. Nevertheless, the wars continued for many years until the whole nation was exhausted by them and easily fell a prey to the Catholic rulers of Austria. In consequence, the leaders of the Czech nobility and of the educated classes generally were either executed or driven out of the country. Among them was Komensky whom you may know better under his Latin name Comenius, the founder of the science of teaching. The nation, stripped of its best men, became impoverished and was gradually enslaved.


  Under Austrian Rule


  Next comes the third act: a period lasting for nearly three hundred years, during which the nation, which once ranked so high, was oppressed by its Austrian rulers. Even during the War period of the Hussite Reformation culture flourished, the muses were not idle, many books were printed, the country abounded in teachers, and the Church of the Czech Brethren spread education amongst all classes. But under Austrian rule the native culture was persecuted, all demands for liberty were suppressed, the people had Catholicism forced upon them and the peasant who had once been free was presented as a serf to the victorious generals. The German language penetrated into all the towns, offices and schools, so that for more than two hundred years the Czech language was heard only in the villages or among the servants and the poor people coming from the country. It was despised by the educated as the language of outcasts. As for the Slovak branch of the nation, which was under Magyar sway, its plight was even worse, and it had a narrow escape from losing its language completely.


  But in the next act we come to the period when a few men of genius, who sprang from the poor and oppressed classes, began to restore to the people their native language. They began to write and publish books in it, and although they had no other support than the humblest classes of the people, their work made headway. In the course of a century, during which, luckily enough, the first signs of political liberty also made their appearance in Europe, the whole nation returned to its native language and hence also to its national consciousness. From the scanty resources at its disposal it now began to establish the foundations of its national life. By the end of the nineteenth century this process had reached such an advanced stage and its effects were so obvious that the Austrian Government had to reckon with it as an important factor in its complex political manœuvres.


  The Last Act


  And now for the last act. The Great War broke out. As a matter of course, all Czechs and Slovaks living in Austro-Hungarian territory were thrust into the Austro-Hungarian army. This was a tragic predicament for the nation whose anxious wish it was to see the Allies victorious over the Central Powers. And so those members of the nation who were living abroad or who managed to escape from the Austrian Army entered the armies of Great Britain, France, Russia, America, Italy and Serbia, and fought side by side with the Allies against Austria. The Czechoslovak Legions who were organised by the man who afterwards became the first President of the Republic, had the reputation of being fine soldiers. In Siberia, where, after peace had been made with the Soviets, they had the task of warding off the aggressive efforts of the Germans, 60,000 Czech legionaries conquered and held the whole territory of Asia from the Urals to Vladivostok. It was then that they showed their attachment to culture and learning. They were too far from their own country to have a regular supply of books, and in order to satisfy their craving to read they began to print and publish periodicals, including an excellent daily which had a circulation of many thousands. The Czechs are great musicians, and soon every regiment had not only its band and its choirs, but also a full orchestra which played Beethoven no less than Dvo[image: ]ák. They also set up half a dozen theatres and also sculptors’ studios in which they designed and carved monuments for the graves of their fallen comrades. They also had their own film studio, and they organised courses in languages, trades and handicrafts, as well as lectures on various subjects by way of preparation for university work. They even had their own bank which is still in existence. By these activities they showed that they were representatives of a highly developed nation which was entitled to take a free and independent share in the destinies of Europe. This it was granted by the terms of the Peace Treaty of Versailles, and here, for the time being, ends the five-act drama of a nation.


  The Landscape


  When shaping the landscape of Czechoslovakia, nature set about the task gently, as if to show that even with a light touch it is possible to create beauty.


  Nature did not give Czechoslovakia either a sea or any big water-courses. On the other hand, she made up for this deficiency by the gift of many streams which have their source in the mountains of the country. Hundreds of rivulets rush down through gorges and valleys and join suddenly to form rivers. In the small plains these rivers have ample room to form picturesque nooks and corners. and these backwaters are delightful places in which to rest. Of these rivers only the Vltava and the Elbe are navigable for steamers, and only one side of the fairway of the Danube belongs to Czechoslovakia. Most of the rivers and streams, however, are used for rafting timber from the mountains, and they offer unlimited pleasure to those who love rowing, fishing or bathing.


  Although, too, there are no lakes of any considerable size in Czechoslovakia, in southern and northern Bohemia you will find large artificial fish-ponds on the sites of former swamps which are now surrounded by stretches of peat, woods and hills. The mountains in the region known as the Sumava or Bohemian Forest contain a number of lovely dark lakes, while in the Tatras, at an enormous height, there are also several beautiful lakes of varying sizes which are poetically known as “Eyes of the Ocean.” Here it may be mentioned that Czechoslovakia has rivers and lakes also deep below the ground where for hours at a time you can drift in boats through dark caves, with shining nets and curtains of stalactites hanging overhead and the subterranean stillness broken only by the endless sound of dripping water.


  In the same way, when shaping the mountain ranges of Czechoslovakia, nature did not let loose that violent strength which resulted in the Alps or the Pyrenees. She made only one effort on this scale, and that was when she produced the High Tatras. They attain a height of 8,000 feet, but they are crowded into a comparatively small area, so that they form an amazing wild medley of peaks and chasms which is a wonderland for mountaineers. The rest of the mountains extend in vast ranges, mostly along the frontiers. They are covered with old forests through whose fragrant shade you can ramble for days at a time. In winter the mountains are covered with snow to a considerable depth, and some of them, such as the Krkonoše with its broad plateaux, are admirably adapted for winter sports. Each of these mountain ranges, the Sumava, Krušné hory, Jeseniky, Beskydy, Fatra, Karpaty, Tatras, etc., varies in character, and possesses its own special attractive features, so that no two holidays in them are alike. But whichever of them you choose you may be sure of spending happy days there, whether you set out on a walking tour or go fishing for trout in a mountain stream.


  The Carpathians


  The largest of these mountain ranges is that of the Carpathians on the eastern border of the Republic. This is a mountain range of the most primitive type, still covered with dense forests with an abundance of wild boar and fox, and even a few bears. But apart from these large ranges there are plenty of rugged hills and uplands throughout the country. Indeed, it is only along the course of the Elbe in Bohemia, in Southern Moravia and in Southern Slovakia that there are any plains. Everywhere else the traveller will come across an endless variety of slopes. These include limestone hills, the underground caves of which I have already mentioned, sandstone hills near Turnov and D[image: ][image: ]in where the wind and the rain have engraved thousands of grotesque human and animal shapes and other designs upon the high sandstone rocks, the Sulovske ridges, which are like sharp narrow pyramids, while other ranges consist of volcanic formations rising up from the plains.


  This great variety of landscape, however, is surpassed by the variety of the country’s population. First of all there is the diversity of language. The strip of territory along the western frontier is occupied by Germans who in days gone by were invited here by the Czech kings to colonise the bare and hilly frontiers regions. In the north, round T[image: ]šin, there are several Polish villages. In the southern strip of Slovakia live the Magyars. In the most easterly part of the Republic are Ruthenians, East European Jews and Roumanians. However, the great majority of the old native population of the Republic consists of Czechs and Slovaks, two Slav races who differ very little from each other and who occupied these regions as early as the migration of the peoples.


  Contrasts


  All those who have travelled eastward are aware of the great contrasts which can be observed within very short distances. In Czechoslovakia, for example, as you proceed from west to east you can conveniently trace in miniature the gradations of European culture. You start your journey amid all the achievements of twentieth-century civilisation, and the next day you find yourself transferred as if by magic into the seventeenth century or even farther back still. In the west of Czechoslovakia are the huge industrial cities, the magnificent spas, the capital itself, Prague, which is one of the finest cities in Europe, while in the east of the Republic you come across districts which do not seem to have changed for the last thousand years, where the inhabitants themselves produce all that they need, where they can still find time to embroider their costumes by hand and where they have maintained all their old festivals, customs and ceremonies.


  As the visitor from abroad can experience these contrasts only in Czechoslovakia, I will here enlarge upon this aspect of the country.


  First of all, then, the people. When travelling by car or even by train through Czechoslovakia you will notice that the regions which are not covered by the border ranges of mountains or by forests, resemble a patchwrok quilt spread over all the slopes and plains. Almost without any gaps the surface of the country is marked off in regular square fields and orchards. It produces everything that its inhabitants need for their livelihood and, in fact, it produces everything in abundance; all kinds of field produce, vegetables, cattle, game, hops, wine, fruit, flowers, milk. Every square inch of land which is productive in the slightest degree is cultivated to the utmost extent. The farmers and peasants in this country are hard workers who would be even happier if the soil had at least two layers. As it has only one, they do their best to make it yield at least two harvests a year. Most of them are smallholders who work their patch of ground entirely on their own, and for this reason, too, they have to work extremely hard. As they know the value of money they are frugal, but not miserly. They gladly make sacrifices to enable their children to study, and most of the intellectuals in Czechoslovakia are of peasant origin.


  Peasants


  In the western regions, where there are plenty of towns and industrial centres, the lives of the rural population have become adapted to the conditions prevailing throughout modern Europe. In the eastern areas; however, the peasants approximate far more to the older traditional type, and in many districts to a type which, in the rest of Europe, is already dying out. There you will find national costumes, superstitions, songs, dances and, in fact, the whole range of folklore preserved intact. In the extreme east of the Republic this primitive form of life is still quite unaffected by modern conditions, but in the central regions, for instance in Eastern Moravia, we meet with the most startling contrasts almost side by side. Thus, you may spend the morning looking over Bata’s footwear factory at Zlin in Moravia, which is unique of its kind and will bear comparison even with the famous Ford concern. Half-an-hour’s drive by car from here will bring you to a village where, if there happens to be a religious festival or a marriage, you will have an opportunity of seeing the magnificent Moravian costumes, of hearing the beautiful folk-songs and of watching the ancient ceremonies—the most striking contrast possible to everything you have just seen in the vast Bata undertaking.


  In Bohemia there is only one small district where the old mode of life has been kept up. Not far from Pilsen, and close to the town of Domažlice, there is a small tribe of mountaineers called the Chods, who in very early times were established on the frontiers to defend them against the Germans. On holidays and market days Domažlice is still crowded with the village women from the surrounding districts who religiously continue to wear their tribal costume. In Moravia there is no lack of localities where all the manifestations of folklore can still be studied. I need only mention the fine specimens of folk art represented by the wooden buildings at Roznov, which are the work of the Moravian tribe known as the Vallachs. In eastern and southern Moravia, where the population is Slovak, there is an abundance of costumes and folk-songs. The visitor who is interested in these matters will do well to visit these districts during one of the big religious holidays or festivals, when the peasants put on their finest attire. Here I may mention, too, that the well-known spas in these regions, such as Pi[image: ]štany and Luha[image: ]ovice, organise big celebrations several times a year, when the various features of peasant life are also displayed.


  Picturesque Costumes


  As I have said, still further eastward, in Slovakia and Carpathian-Ruthenia, the old costumes, ceremonies, etc., have been kept up in their entirety. On working days you will see the people in the fields and vineyards in their typical simple dress, but on Sundays, holidays and at family festivities the fine old painted chests and wardrobes yield up their store of fine garments which have been handed down from one generation to another and which were patiently embroidered by the peasants in their spare time. If you inspect these garments closely you will discover the enormous inventiveness of the people who designed them. The embroidery never repeats the same ornament or a similar grouping of colours. Nor will you find the slightest suggestion of bad taste or garishness. Every region and indeed every village has its own distinguishing patterns; moreover, the costumes of married women are quite different from those of the unmarried. This is due to the fact that the majority of the designs are symbols whose original meanings have been forgotten. Above all, Slovak and Ruthenian folklore abounds in vitality and colour. There are whole villages where you will find paintings everywhere—both inside and outside the wooden houses and churches, and even on the crosses in the small graveyards.


  The traveller who goes on a walking tour in the mountain districts will often be able to spend the night in a shepherd’s hut where he will drink milk from hand-carved wooden bowls and listen to old songs played on ancient reed pipes.


  The traveller in the most eastern parts of the Republic will also have an opportunity of seeing the Jews of those districts celebrating their various festivals. Here, again, is folklore of a different variety which has been preserved for centuries and which in most other places has already died out.


  Peasant Art


  You will find examples of peasant art also in the Czechoslovak museums, which contain unique collections of this kind. Those interested in the subject should visit the Ethnographical Museums in Prague, Bratislava or Tur[image: ]iansky St. Martin. Among the most remarkable items in these collections are the lace-work and embroidery which reveal an extraordinarily high degree of skill, taste, imagination and patience.


  However, it would be wrong to suppose that Czechoslovakia has nothing but folklore or agriculture. On the contrary, statistics show that industry is as important as agriculture. The industrial worker of Czechoslovakia does not differ at all from his counterpart in Western Europe. His educational standard is high (education is compulsory from the age of 6 to 14), he is always a member of a trades union and a progressive political party, the influence of which on Czechoslovak politics is judiciously counter-balanced by the somewhat conservative trend of the rural population.


  Those who are specially interested in industrial centres should visit a few factories in Prague or at Brno, where a great variety of such undertakings will be found. The largest concerns in the heavy industries are at Pilsen and Vitkovice; they are among the largest of their kind in Europe. The textile industry is scattered over various localities, but the district of Liberec (Reichenberg) in Northern Bohemia is an important centre.


  The Glassware Industry


  There are certain industries which may be regarded as Czech specialities and are therefore particularly worth inspecting. The glassware industry is a case in point. In Bohemia there are hundreds of establishments, great and small, where glass is ground and exquisite glass ornaments of all varieties are manufactured. Among the most interesting are the workshops in Turnov which produce imitations of precious and semi-precious stones. The jewellery which can be obtained there, though quite inexpensive, is of a high quality.


  Czechoslovakia also specialises in brewing; Pilsen beer is famous throughout the world. The Pilsen brewery itself is a remarkable establishment which the visitor should not miss. There he will see the vast cellars in which the beer matures, the gigantic vats, and the huge casks in which beer is stored ready for export all over the world.


  The visitor is also recommended to inspect the famous Bata works at Zlin in Moravia to which I have already referred. Here, in one of the largest and best organised industrial plants, boots and shoes are turned out at such a rate that they pour into the warehouses like a flood, and though they are sold at the lowest possible prices the workmanship and finish are of a high standard.


  In the mountain regions it is possible to visit small workshops or even houses where they weave exquisite lace which will stand comparison with that of Venice. You should also make a point of visiting a workshop where Czech linen is produced on a hand-loom. Visits of this kind will give you some insight into the life of the working people, and in the summer months you will probably find an opportunity of seeing them during one of their mass demonstrations. Perhaps one morning you will notice that the streets are full of men in red shirts and light grey uniforms, women in white dresses with a coloured kerchief on their heads, and children in gym. dress. These are the Sokols, or members of the national gymnastic organisation who meet for community exercise. These meetings reach a climax every six years at Prague when a vast congress of all the Sokols is held. The next congress will take place in 1938. On these occasions day after day is taken up with monster festivities, which culminate in massed gymnastic displays by many thousands of members in the great stadium at Prague. This exhibition of physical drill presents a wonderful spectacle which attracts hundreds of thousands of spectators from all parts of the world. Let me add that this is not military drill, but a series of exercises which, in the case of the men, assumes an athletic form, while with the women and children it is modified by the use of music, rhythm and colour, with dancing and games as a complement.


  Festivals


  The activity during these Sokol celebrations or some other popular festivities will give the visitor perhaps an even better idea of the temperament of the Czech people than the official holidays, the chief of which is Independence Day on October 28th, when military reviews and special theatrical performances are held. Prague is also the scene of various popular fairs, the greatest of which is that of St. Matthew which begins after February 24th, when the whole of Prague joins in the many amusements. The Prague Trade Fair and the Business Exhibition are both held in spring and autumn, and also provide an opportunity for a great deal of amusement. Of the sporting events the most popular are the football matches. There are football grounds in every village, and all towns of any size have several football clubs. The chief football attractions are the spring and autumn league contests in Prague, which are attended by thousands of spectators.


  Motoring also has its devotees, and the motor race on the Masaryk Circuit, which is held at Brno towards the end of the summer, is crowded with motorists and also pedestrians who in their thousands spend the whole day in the open air to watch this exciting spectacle.


  Such are some of the most obvious opportunities for becoming acquainted with the amusements and interests of the Czechoslovak people. You can, of course, also learn much by observing their general demeanour, their humour and affability, even though you cannot speak their language.


  Practical Advice


  Having given you some idea of Czechoslovakia and its people, I should now like to turn to various practical details which may be of use to you on your journey.


  In the first place, during the customs examination take care to avoid difficulties with tobacco. You are allowed to bring into Czechoslovakia not more than ten cigars or twenty-five cigarettes duty free. If you pay the necessary duty you can bring in ten times these quantities, but I advise you not to. Firstly, because in all towns of any size you will find shops which deal specially in imported tobacco, etc., and they are almost certain to have in stock the brand you smoke. Secondly, the cigarettes and cigars of the Czechoslovak Government Monopoly are very good, even if you limit yourself to the medium-priced varieties.


  You will find the railways in Czechoslovakia comfortable and convenient, and as a visitor from another country your only trouble will be in making yourself understood. Nobody expects you to learn so difficult a language as Czech or Slovak, and most Czechs have some knowledge of one foreign language or another. Of these, German is the best known, and next comes French and English, the latter being particularly popular among the younger generation.


  On reaching Prague you will probably arrive at one of the two central railway termini, the Wilson or Masaryk station. For carrying one or two pieces of luggage to the taxi the porter is entitled to charge 5 crowns. Choose a taxi of the smaller type, the windscreen of which is marked with a figure 2, which means that the charge is 2 crowns per kilometre. You will also see a number of horse-cabs in the station yard. These cabs are the last survivals of the many of their kind which used to drive through the streets of Prague.


  Now as to hotels.


  Your best plan is to consult your friends, if possible, on the subject of the best accommodation. Having decided where you are going to put up, you will do well to reserve a room in advance, either by letter or telegram, for although there is a comparatively large number of hotels in Prague, they are often full. Of those which are situated in the centre of the City and which tend to be international in their equipment, service and cuisine, may be mentioned the Alcron, Ambassador, Esplanade, Juliš, Šroubek, Steiner, Pa[image: ]iž. Other hotels in the vicinity, such as the Zlatá Husa or Beránek, have a more local tinge, although, let me add, this does not in any way detract from their excellence. There are a certain number of hotels which boast of having been patronised by royalty. The best known of these, the Modrá Hv[image: ]zda, has now vanished, but the Hotel de Saxe and the Anglický dvu[image: ]r still flourish. Then there is the entirely up-to-date Hotel Axa which has its own winter swimming pool. Finally, there are plenty of quieter, cheaper but quite good hotels which have a regular clientele, such as the Hotel Gráf, Wilson, Terminus and Central. In the luxury hotels a room with private bathroom will cost from 90 crowns per day upwards, but in the less expensive hotels adequate accommodation is available at half this price. On the whole, it is unusual to take full board in Prague, but this may be done at the Y.M.C.A. (Na Po[image: ]i[image: ]i 12) or the Y.W.C.A. (Zitná 8).


  The Cafés


  We can now proceed to discuss breakfast. In Prague this consists of coffee which, I can assure you, is very good, with the famous Prague crescent and other rolls. If you are accustomed to a more substantial breakfast you can order what you generally have. I suggest that instead of jam you try Czech honey, which has a wonderful aroma because the Czech bees obtain the ingredients for their honey from the blossoms of the fragrant lime tree.


  You can take breakfast at your hotel or at one of the big cafés which are a feature of the main thoroughfares in Prague. As a rule the café is on the first floor, and is well furnished, airy and spacious. Here you will become acquainted with one of the most typical and familiar aspects of Prague life. In the cafés you will see people writing their letters, transacting business, arguing about politics, or preparing for their examinations. In the afternoons the cafés are the meeting places of families whose homes are too small for visitors. Thus, in many respects, our cafés take the place of a club. Their proprietors are very hospitable, and you can stay as long as you like even if you only order a cup of coffee. Not only that, but the waiter will bring you any of the chief European newspapers you may want, and countless glasses of water. For this reason the tips given in cafés are comparatively much bigger than in restaurants, hotels, etc., where a maximum of 10 per cent. of the bill is ample. In addition to the tip it is usual to leave on the café table a 20-heller piece or so for the young assistant-waiter who has been of most service to you. You can make arrangements to meet your friends in a café or to have your letters sent there. If you visit the same café regularly, you can reserve a table for the use of yourself and your friends, and you will thus become the object of special attention on the part of the proprietor. Most cafés close between midnight and 1 a.m., but there are others which open at that hour, so that continuity is fully maintained. It is pleasant in summer to sit at one of the tables on the pavement outside the café. I also advise you to visit the Café Slavia on the embankment of the river from which there is a wonderful view of the Hrad[image: ]any. Another agreeable spot, especially in the evening, is the terrace of the Café Mánes on the Slovenský ostrov. Many cafés in Prague have excellent orchestras, and in some of them there is a dance floor.


  About Eats


  You will next need advice about lunch. All the big hotels in Prague have a restaurant where the cooking is largely French with slight modifications, and all of them have been praised by experts. Between the hours of 12 and 3 you can also obtain lunch, and considerably cheaper, at all the restaurants in the main streets, but here the dishes are more local in character. Still, until you have tried real Czech cooking your knowledge of Czechoslovakia is incomplete. So do not hesitate to enjoy roast pork or roast goose with cabbage, and the famous knedliky, a kind of flat dumpling, which accompanies all Czech dishes. I have already mentioned the excellence of Czech bread and rolls, of which there are many varieties, flavours and shapes. Nor must I forget to mention the excellence of Czech pastry. It is natural that a country with an abundance of sugar, milk and butter should produce pastry of high quality, and you will soon discover for yourself how good it is. In the larger confisseries people sit and talk to their friends, just as in the cafés. The majority of the visitors, however, are ladies.


  Small Restaurants


  There are in Prague many small restaurants which are almost like clubs for the immediate neighbourhood. The choice of dishes is not great, but the food, mainly Czech specialities, are always freshly and tastily cooked. In these small restaurants, however, beer is even more important than food. The western part of Czechoslovakia, in which Prague is situated, is a beer-producing region, except for one very small area which produces wine. Apart from this, the wine-producing districts of Czechoslovakia are in the east and south. Hence, Prague is a city where more beer than wine is drunk. All the little restaurants serve good beer in excellent condition and well chilled. Czech beer may roughly be divided into light beer (Pilsen, Bud[image: ]jovice, Smíchov and hundreds of other beers) and dark beer which is heavier and sweeter. Of these, I need mention only Pardubice beer, which resembles English porter. There are also in Prague a number of establishments which serve nothing but beer. Some of them, particularly the famous “u Fleku,” are worth visiting in the evening when the customers who come there to drink bring their supper with them.


  Although, as I have said, beer is the most popular drink in Prague, Czechoslovak wines are also worth trying. In the large restaurants, of course, you can obtain any kind of wine, but there are also special wine shops which serve Yugoslav, Italian or Bulgarian wine. In most of them, however, you can sample the native Czech, Southern Moravian, Slovak and Carpathian Ruthenian wine. They are light wines, of very diverse but pleasant flavours, and, above all, they are quite natural and unadulterated. Their flavour is improved if you drink them with a small snack consisting of some Moravian smoked meat or sausage.


  The finest of the Czechoslovak wines is M[image: ]lnik wine, grown on the hills along the Elbe. In flavour it resembles the best Burgundy. And while we are on the subject of drinks, I ought to mention that Czechoslovakia is richer in mineral springs than any other country in Europe, and you will therefore not be disappointed if you try one of the many mineral waters which the country produces.


  Sausage Shops


  There is one variety of food to which I must devote a special paragraph, and that is sausages and delicatessen generally. The visitor who comes to Prague for the first time is struck by the large number of shops in which large quantities and many varieties of sausages, hams and other smoked foods are arranged in the shop windows in mysterious ornamental designs. A supper or a snack in one of these establishments is the cheapest of meals. Two pairs of frankfurters or three sausages of some other type, with a roll and mustard or horseradish, is a cheap democratic supper for a student or even for a professor. In conclusion, I will add that good milk, cream, bread and butter can be obtained in numerous dairies, as well as in the cafés. Vegetarians, or people who are restricted to some special diet, will find plenty of good special restaurants for their purpose or they can choose a meatless meal from the menu in any restaurant. The main meal in Prague is lunch, and it consists of soup, one meat course and dessert. It can be enlarged by means of hors d’œuvres, or supplemented, curtailed and modified just as you choose. The restaurants serve a four-course lunch at a fixed price which varies from 8 to 15 crowns, and plenty of latitude is allowed in the choice of the dishes.


  I will next say something about means of transport. It is an easy matter to travel through Prague by tram or motor-bus, although the visitor needs a plan of the city to understand the various routes. When travelling by tram you are entitled to change twice with the same ticket, as long as you keep in the same direction.


  The small taxis cost 2 crowns per kilometre, and the driver receives a tip amounting to about 10 per cent. of the fare shown on the clock. If you hire a cab for a slow drive, the cabman will make an attempt to tell you in German about all the noteworthy sights you pass. You will find that he is thoroughly familiar with them and that he has a sense of humour.


  Smart Hotel Managers


  There are, of course, many other particulars which you need to know. When in doubt, you best course is to apply to the head porter or even the manager of your hotel. You may be impressed by the elegance of the manager, and if so, you will not go far wrong in asking him for the address of his barber, tailor or hosier. Apart from this, if you stroll along some of the main streets of Central Prague, such as Václavské nám[image: ][image: ]ti, Vodi[image: ]kova or Jind[image: ]išska ulice, P[image: ]ikopy or Národni t[image: ]ida, you will see for yourself where the best shops are situated. Here you will find the best and most expensive tailors, as well as others who supply ready-made clothing of very good quality and cut; you will also see fine displays of glassware, porcelain, and leather goods, all Czechoslovakian specialities. In the larger shops you will have no difficulty as regards the language, as most of them indicate by an inscription or a flag that English is spoken there.


  The working day in Prague begins between 8 and 9 a.m. and continues until about 6 in the evening, with an interval for lunch. It is then time for the citizen who has finished his work to make up his mind where he is to spend the rest of the evening. First of all there are the cinemas, which are located mostly in large and attractive underground premises in the main thoroughfares of Prague. There are more than a dozen cinemas of this type and they have excellent programmes consisting, as a rule, of foreign films with Czech captions. The last performance begins at 8 o’clock.


  The theatre shows begin at 7.30 or 8 p.m. There is no lack of them in Prague, where theatrical art is taken very seriously, and indeed, it may be said that Prague is becoming the main theatrical city in Central Europe. Among the chief theatres of Prague may be mentioned the National Theatre and the old Estates Theatre, in both of which straight plays alternate with opera. Then there is the large German Theatre, the scope of which is similar. The Municipal Theatre and the Little Theatre (Komorní divadlo), both of which have first-rate stock companies, limit themselves to straight plays, and the same applies to the German “Kleine Bühne.” All these theatres are of the repertory type, and they have a large and varied repertory, so that the theatre in Prague offers you, every day, a very wide choice of plays, not only by Czechoslovak authors but also by the leading European dramatists. The price of seats is very moderate and they can be reserved by telephone.


  Small Theatres


  Some of the smaller theatres are very interesting. Thus there is the enterprise known as D 30, etc., according to the current year. It is directed by progressive young intellectuals, and the visitor will find that its performances are quite out of the ordinary. Another establishment of a similar type is the “Liberated Theatre” (Osvobozené divadlo), the leading spirits of which are the two highly original comedians, Voskovec and Werich. This theatre specialises in revues, the satire of which is apt to be rather local, but is always full of wit. This is true also of the shows at Vlasta Burian’s Theatre. Burian is perhaps the best known of all Czech comic actors, and he is a great favourite of the Prague public. I should perhaps add that there are several suburban theatres of a popular character, as well as a number of establishments where musical comedy performances maintain quite a high level.


  As regards music, I need hardly say that this has been one of the leading features of Prague ever since the time of Mozart. It possesses several first-rate orchestras of European reputation, and during the season good music can be heard any evening of the week. The musical standard of Prague has always been high, and it is therefore not surprising that every musician of repute appears there during the season, and even in the summer the musical life of the city still continues.


  Choral music is widely cultivated in Czechoslovakia, and there are several large choirs, male, female and mixed, which enjoy a great reputation. Long training has enabled these choirs to reach a remarkably high standard in singing in unison without orchestral accompaniment, and the effect which is thus produced by the blending of hundreds of voices is something altogether unique.


  Night Life


  So much for the evening. As regards the later hours, I need only say that Prague is full of cafés, taverns and wineshops which are open most of the night and which generally provide some sort of musical entertainment, including gipsy orchestras. Prague is particularly well supplied with night clubs, which are here known as “bars.” Most of these establishments are tastefully furnished and their attractions include, of course, a dance floor. Food and drink at the night clubs is rather more expensive than in the hotel restaurants, but first rate in quality. Between the dances there are variety performances, some of which are excellent. Among the smartest establishments of this type may be mentioned the Alhambra and Boccaccio. The Lucerna is more popular and less Bohemian in character, while the Mánes can claim a higher artistic standard. In the Old Town there are several smaller bars, none of which you need be afraid to enter. They do not begin to be animated until after midnight, and in the small hours of the morning they serve excellent soup, goulash or some other tasty dish.


  Prague abounds, too, in quaint little taverns which you should visit in the company of some Prague friend who is familiar with them, although I hasten to add that even if you are alone, you need not fear that anything unpleasant will happen to you.


  This brings me to the subject of the Czechoslovak national character. After a little experience, I think you will agree with me that the average Czechoslovak is a convivial soul who makes friends easily. He is democratic in his attitude towards others, without being unduly familiar. Do not misunderstand him if at first he does not seem to be outwardly effusive. You will find that he has a fund of genuine kindliness, and if you show that you are interested in his country, you will at once win his heart.


  The visitor to Czechoslovakia who is anxious to make acquaintances there can, of course, apply to his Legation for advice. Useful help can also be obtained from the Y.M.C.A. or the Y.W.C.A., as well as the British Society of Czechoslovakia which has its headquarters at the excellent Spole[image: ]enský Klub, and the local branches of the Rotary Club and the All Peoples’ Association. Prague also has an American Club, a Golf Club and an American Institute. I would draw particular attention to the Spole[image: ]enský Klub which is the meeting place of intellectuals in Prague. Admission can be arranged by personal recommendation through the Secretary or by a member. The premises of the Klub are situated in artistic surroundings, the atmosphere of which is full of old-world charm.


  For Motorists


  The motorist who is already a member of a motoring club at home will find a friendly welcome in the Czechoslovak Auto-Klub, and in the same way tennis players or devotees of golf will find no difficulty in making friends at the lawn tennis club or the golf club. There are also a number of organisations for bridge players in Prague, but they are of quite an informal character. The bridge player will find partners in the Spole[image: ]enský Klub, the Mánes Café, and in nearly all the hotel coffee-rooms by merely introducing himself.


  Thus you will see that as far as the middle classes are concerned it is a simple matter to establish personal contacts in Prague. The Slovaks are even more easily accessible, and in a city like Bratislava, for instance, you will meet with the utmost hospitality. However, the visitor should be warned that in places where national interests are apt to vary, he will best avoid misunderstandings by not showing any marked racial preference in his choice of acquaintances. He will do best if he maintains a neutral attitude and tries to get at the truth by his own observations.


  If I have devoted much attention to Prague, it is because Czechoslovak life can be seen there in its most concentrated aspects. I would therefore recommend every visitor to make Prague the starting-point of his trip. Those who have come to Czechoslovakia for a cure in one of the northern spas, of which Karlovy Vary (Carlsbad), Marianské Lázn[image: ] (Marienbad), and Františkovy Lazn[image: ] (Franzensbad) are the most important, will probably find it beneficial, after they have left the doctor’s hands, to complete their recovery by a pleasure trip. For such a purpose Prague is the best possible starting-point.


  The visitor to Prague should first enjoy the panorama of the city from some point of vantage. The best, in my opinion, is either the beautiful Pet[image: ]in Hill, the top of which can be reached by a funicular, or else the terrace in front of the Hrad or Castle. From either of these spots you will see below you a wonderful vista of old roofs and a maze of twining streets. You will also see the curve of the River Vltava, which divides the city into two parts, and the bridges spanning it. The river is studded with charming green islets. Against the skyline stand out hundreds of gables, towers and turrets, as well as the heavy buttresses of cathedrals and a number of green domes which seem to float in the air. The stone bulk of the city wanes in the distance, its grey tints speckled at various heights by the green patches of gardens. The general lay-out of Prague is as unique in its own way as those of London, Paris and Rome are in theirs.


  A Stroll Round


  After having thus surveyed Prague as a whole, you have earned the right to ramble as you will through the city itself. If you stand looking at the city from the Hrad[image: ]any terrace, you have behind you a set of buildings which once were the palaces of the Czech kings and are now the President’s headquarters. Pass through the iron gateway into the courtyards of the castle, which abound in objects of historical interest. An examination of the buildings in detail will show you how this castle grew through the centuries, beginning in Roman times and ending with the Empire. Many renovations have been carried out since the year 1918, when Czechoslovak independence was established. The former rulers of the country had allowed this magnificent structure to fall into a state of complete neglect, and one of the first things President Masaryk did when he took charge was to have the necessary repairs carried out. Various architectural styles are here represented, but Gothic prevails, and the visitor will notice that it is a type of Gothic not found elsewhere, and known as Vladislav Gothic in that part of the palace which takes its name from the former Czech king. The pure Gothic of St. Vitus Cathedral is also of remarkable beauty, with its abundance of external pillars, arches, balustrades, window rosettes, gargoyles, galleries, etc. The interior of the cathedral is most interesting in its oldest portion, the pride of which is the beautiful old chapel of St. Václav, entirely inlaid with semi-precious stones from Bohemia. Here, too, are preserved the coronation jewels of the Czech kings, as well as the sepulchre of St. Jan of Nepomuk which is made entirely of wrought silver. The cathedral contains also numerous other chapels, sepulchres and altars, and as you pass through it you will admire the mausoleum of the Czech kings, the magnificent windows, the wood carvings, the ancient frescoes and the pictures. You will also be struck by the wonderful symmetry of its proportions, the marvellous light effects and the mellow tones of the organ.


  Ladies not Admitted


  Proceeding from the Hrad upwards, around the Archbishop’s Palace, which contains gobelins of enormous value, and also round the Schwarzenberg Palace, which is decorated with sgraffiti, you will cross a square surrounded with palaces, churches and the former residences of the nobility. Turning to the left and crossing another small square you will reach the vast Cernin Palace, now the Czechoslovak Ministry for Foreign Affairs, and close to it the beautiful little Loretto Church where the chimes in the belfry play a hymn and the monks will show you their diamond treasures. Still higher up, another old square leads to the Strahov Monastery with its fine library and observatory. This being a retreat for monks, ladies are not admitted. From here you can reach the top of the Pet[image: ]in Hill and take some refreshment in the restaurant there. On descending again, if you turn to the right, you will pass from the old-fashioned seclusion into the bustle of a modern city. This contrast between past and present, stillness and noise, is one of the most striking features of Prague. A minute’s walk from a busy thoroughfare such as Václavské Nam[image: ]stí along the street known as Na Mustku will bring you to the narrow winding little streets of the Old Town. Instead of large up-to-date shops with plateglass frontages, you suddenly discover dimly lit buildings which are at least five hundred years old. Or a few steps from the crowded business centres lies the spacious courtyard of the Ungelt which is now completely wrapped in silence, but which in bygone centuries was the most frequented market-place in Prague. Not far from there, amidst quite modern houses, stands a strange old detached and sunken building, the Synagogue, which has stood here for nine hundred years and under the roof of which dwelt the famous Golem. Elsewhere, too, also in the midst of modern structures you will find the ancient Jewish cemetery, now a regular forest of gravestones. Thus, in Prague you are continually passing from the architecture of to-day to that of the Baroque, Renaissance and Gothic periods. The most typical of these is the Baroque, which is a Baroque of its own. Prague constitutes a museum of Baroque buildings, both of the strictly classical variety, and also of an entirely modified kind which sometimes assumes a monumental, palatial style, sometimes an almost dainty and rural aspect. It is the Baroque style which gives Prague such magnificent churches as that of St. Nicholas and also the Crusaders. It is this Baroque element which provides a counterbalance to the vast amount of Gothic architecture, the most remarkable specimens of which are the old part of the Town Hall with the Apostles’ clock, or the wonderful Týn Church.


  Malá Strana


  If you cross the Charles Bridge, which dates back to the fourteenth century and is decorated with statues, you will come to that part of Prague known as the Malá Strana, which consists entirely of old palaces and similar buildings. Here is the Baroque church of St. Nicholas, which I have just mentioned, and here, too, is the ancient Valdštýn Palace. You will notice that each building is adorned with an escutcheon from which it takes its name, such as “At the Sign of the Golden Key” or “At the Sign of the Green Frog,” etc.


  Another good starting-point for a stroll through Prague is the Letná Hill near the Stromovka Park. By following the river as far as the arches of the Charles Bridge you will come to the Kampa Island which contains the Prague equivalent of Caledonian Market.


  I have already suggested some agreeable ways of spending the evenings in the centre of Prague. Slightly farther afield you will also find many attractions. There is, for example, the restaurant on the Pet[image: ]in Hill, to which I referred just now, and another on the Letná Hill. Another favourite resort is the old students’ tavern just below the castle, which is called the Zlatá Studna or the Golden Well. What imparts a particular charm to evenings in Prague is the river, the haze which rises from it and the sound of the sluices which can be heard best of all when the rest of the city is quiet. For this reason the people of Prague are fond of dining in the restaurants on the islands and of taking their case afterwards on the fine terrace of the Café Mánes. If you care to go farther still, from Prague itself, there is a first-class restaurant at Barrandov, high up above the River Vltava in delightful surroundings with a distant view of the city.


  Environs of Prague


  The immediate environs of Prague are of particular interest to those who like pleasant walks and quiet spots for a meal or light refreshments in the open. The visitor should make a point of spending the afternoon in the Obora, which is like the Bois de Boulogne on a, smaller scale, or at Troja with its fine Renaissance castle and zoological garden, or at Roztoky, particularly in the spring, when there is an abundance of cherry blossom. And if you happen to be interested in welfare institutions, you should pay a visit to the Masaryk Homes, which consist of almshouses for old people. All the immediate surroundings of Prague over a very wide area contain features of great interest. Here I would particularly mention the castle of Karlštejn, which takes its name from its founder, Charles IV; Mèlnik, a small town with a restaurant in the castle where you can enjoy excellent wine and cooking, as well as a magnificent view of the country round about; or Konopišt[image: ], a castle near the town of Benešov, which has a large deer park and which in 1914 was the scene of a historical meeting between the Archduke Ferdinand and the Kaiser. These are only three places out of at least thirty which are well worth seeing and which can be reached within an hour from Prague by car or train.


  The Rest of Czechoslovakia


  I assume that when visiting Czechoslovakia you will not confine yourself to Prague. In the western areas of the country there are many other places which deserve your attention. I have already mentioned the attractive mountain areas on the frontier, although here, too, there is much that I have had to omit for lack of space. As regards Southern Bohemia, it contains several old-world towns, in a region full of melancholy and charm, noted for its fish-ponds. Among these towns are T[image: ]ebon, Jind[image: ]ichu[image: ]v Hrádec, Tábor, the ancient Hussite fortress, and ancient Krumlov on the Vltava. Those who are fond of boating can take a canoe from here to Prague. This is a most enjoyable trip through very picturesque country, among the items of interest being the castles of the Zvikov and Orlik and also what are known as the St. John’s Rapids. In North-western Bohemia there is an extremely pleasant trip by steamer on the Elbe which ends at the town of H[image: ]ensko, built on sandstone rock. Here, too, in the north will be found many lakes in the neighbourhood of Bezd[image: ]z with its woods and many bathing-places. Or again there is the region of Turnov with its castles and queer-shaped sandstone rocks. It is here, too, that the semi-precious stones of Bohemia are ground and polished. Then, in the west, there are towns of architectural interest such as Kutná Hora, with its fine Gothic cathedral which bears witness to the former wealth of the silver mines, or Hradec Králové where, side by side with the Old Town, new quarters in the latest architectural styles are being built.


  The central part of Czechoslovakia is Moravia, the capital of which is Brno, situated at the meeting-point of the railway routes from Vienna, Budapest and Warsaw. Brno is an industrial city, but the factory chimneys which you see on reaching it are not its only feature. There is, for instance, also the Spilberk Hill with its covering of greenery and its wreath of old fortifications, while the general outline of the city is completed by the massive structure of St. Peter’s Cathedral.


  Life in Brno does not differ from that in Prague, except that being somewhat smaller Brno is in closer touch with the rural districts. A morning stroll along the Zelný trh will bring the visitor into touch with some of the typical inhabitants of the Moravian countryside. He will probably also be struck by the large number of gardens and small parks in Brno, the streets of which are lined, too, with fine avenues of trees.


  At the same time Brno is a great educational centre, and it contains a university and four other institutions of university rank. Among other features of interest may be mentioned the Czech and German theatres, as well as many museums, amongst which the Anthropos occupies a unique place. In this building will be found admirably arranged collections containing relics of prehistoric man, many of which, dating back to the Stone Age, were discovered in the region round Brno itself.


  Brno


  In taking a stroll through Brno you should begin at the railway station. Proceed from there along the busy thoroughfare known as Masarykova ulice and on the left you soon come to a small square with a fine view of the cathedral. Behind it is the Zelný trh, which I have already mentioned, with the fine Baroque fountain known as Parnassus. The Zeleny trh is the fruit market of Brno throughout the season, beginning at the end of spring with cherries which are followed by apricots and peaches, until in the autumn there is a plentiful supply of Moravian grapes. At the southern corner of the square is the Moravian Provincial Museum, which is worth visiting on account of its architecture, which bears traces of various periods, and also for its palaeontological and folklore collections. From the western part of the Zelný trh you can get back to St. Peter’s Cathedral, which was frequently demolished and restored. For, like many other structures in Brno, the cathedral suffered severely during the many wars which were waged here, and as a result of these numerous bombardments, nearly all the chief buildings in the city date from after the Thirty Years’ War, and hence in an architectural respect there is far more Baroque than Gothic or Renaissance.


  On the other side of the Zelný trh the Radnická ulice will bring us to another group of buildings from which the present Radnice or Town Hall of Brno has gradually been evolved. Its most attractive feature is the Gothic doorway and the Renaissance arcades in one of the courtyards. From the Town Hall we pass on the left to the Dominican Square with a fine monastery building, a chapel and also what is known as the “House of the Estates,” which is a specimen of late Renaissance and early Gothic. It has a very fine courtyard, and here, too, is the Church of the Archangel Michael with some handsome Baroque statues. The inner halls and apartments which were once used as Council chambers now serve as museums.


  The Czech Bastille


  After passing through the three courtyards belonging to the “House of the Estates” we arrive in front of the Špilberk slopes. It now consists of a fine park, while the huge buildings of the stronghold on top have been transformed into a barracks. In former times this was one of the most formidable prisons in Europe which, for sheer horror, outstripped even the Tower of London or the Bastille. Here were successively incarcerated Czech nobles, Hungarian and Polish patriots, Italian carbonari and, in fact, all those who in the course of three centuries showed any signs of speaking or thinking freely. To-day the dungeons in which so many men were tortured in the cause of freedom can be inspected by the public.


  From here you can return to the city and see several other buildings of interest, such as St. Jacob’s Church, the Church of the Jesuits, and so on. But the charm of Brno is not only in its buildings, but, above all, in its parks, the Kolišt[image: ], Lužánky, Pisárky, which make life there so pleasant. Then there are the environs of Brno. Not far away from the city are some of those underground caves and rivers of which, as I previously mentioned, there are several in Czechoslovakia. No visitor to Brno should miss seeing this extraordinary sight. Through the rugged entrance you pass into a series of caverns full of strangely shaped and brightly coloured stalactites. In another cavern you can take a boat along an underground stream which flows from a rock, and elsewhere you will see a strange chasm at the bottom of which are two bright emerald pools. These were formerly inaccessible, but they can now be reached by an underground passage.


  Another noteworthy sight in the environs of Brno is the castle of the Counts of Kounic, which has a large picture gallery and a magnificent park and which is situated quite close to the place where Napoleon won the battle of Slavkov, better known as Austerlitz. Then there is the Rajhradsky Monastery with its fine collections, while 2½ hours by train from Brno is the castle of Pernst[image: ]jn, a well preserved medieval castle which belonged to one of the aristocratic families of Moravia. Near Brno there are also several old towns which are worth visiting. In particular I would mention Olomouc, Tel[image: ] and, perhaps strangest of all, Štramberk, with the ruins of an old castle. In striking contrast to these survivals from bygone times there is the up-to-date town of Zlin with the most modern boot factory in the world. Here you can buy the very best footwear at astonishingly low prices.


  Moravian Scenery


  Moravia is rich also in fine natural scenery. The most fertile parts of the province are the plains in the south which produce grapes and other fruit in great abundance. The best time to visit them is in the spring when they are full of blossom or in the autumn when the harvest is at hand. Those who are fond of boating and fishing will find the River Dyje very much to their liking, particularly in its upper course. In its lower reaches the river flows more sluggishly, but on the other hand it abounds here in all kinds of water fowl.


  The capital of Slovakia, the southern part of the Republic, is Bratislava, known to the Germans as Pressburg and to the Magyars as Pozsony. It is a town with a very chequered past and many of the events which occurred within its walls had decisive effects upon the destinies of empires. Nevertheless, until the Czechoslovak Republic was established it continued to be a comparatively small town. Within the last twenty years, however, it has nearly doubled in size, and is becoming more and more important as a cultural centre. It is the seat of a Slovak University, and it has a fine theatre and opera house. It is also of considerable business importance as a large harbour upon the huge waterway of the Danube.


  Seeing Bratislava


  Our best starting-point for a ramble through Bratislava is the Michael’s Gate near the railway station. This gate is one of the remains of the old fortifications, and from it we make our way to Masaryk Square. In Michael Street is the Chapel of St. Catherine, the interior of which is Gothic. In Masaryk Square is the Town Hall, which was Gothic in its beginnings but which took generations to build. The road past its tower, containing a medieval torture chamber with a large collection of implements of torture, leads to the Primate’s Palace, dating from the end of the eighteenth century and containing a fine central hall, the chief decorative features of which are six gobelins from the seventeenth century. In the vicinity of the Masaryk Square there are still a few buildings left from the hey-day of Bratislava, and in the centre stands the Roland’s Well, a Renaissance piece of work. The continuation of this square is the Franciscan Square, the most noteworthy landmark of which is the Chapel of St. John famous for its wood carvings in the monastery passages. The museum in the monastery is worth visiting chiefly on account of the specimens of folk-ceramics which it contains. If we now return to our main route we shall reach the cathedral, which also underwent many modifications during the six centuries of its growth, and which for nearly three centuries was the place where the kings of Hungary were crowned. We then pass on through the picturesque “Jewish Street” and arrive at the castle. This vast brick edifice is the most conspicuous in the whole town. Its foundations were laid more than a thousand years ago by a war-like Czech ruler named B[image: ]etislav, and as time went on it became a fortress which dominated the Danube waterway. After inspecting it we can walk out on to the wonderful terraces and admire the Danube, and the adjoining region. And before returning to the centre of the town, we ought to take a stroll along the Danube embankment at least as far as the Government Buildings.


  Here let me add that if you need any further information about Bratislava, you will obtain every possible assistance at the Tourist Bureau in the Savoy-Carlton, the largest hotel in the town. And, indeed, I would strongly advise you not to be satisfied with a mere ramble through Bratislava. It is a town of particular interest to the visitor from Western Europe, for in many respects it may be regarded as the first gateway to the Near East. The people here are more animated and excitable than those in the western part of the Republic, and the stranger will find no difficulty in making acquaintances who are ready to show him the sights of the town. One of the first of its features to which they will probably draw his attention are the places where, for a definite period, the wine growers are allowed to sell wine on draught from their vineyards. These places bear, as a distinguishing mark, a bundle of brushwood, or “viech” as it is called in Slovak, tied above the door. Under the influence of this pleasant and natural beverage, the Slovaks begin to sing their delightful folk-songs and continue to do so indefinitely. Then they are joined by the gipsies with their bewitching music, and suddenly Bratislava seems to be the finest place on earth.


  Environs of Bratislava


  In summer and in autumn a great deal of time can be spent here inspecting the markets, and the amateur photographer should on no account miss the opportunity of taking snapshots of Slovak national costumes, worn by the peasants who throng the town on these occasions. On Sundays a visit should be paid to the villages near Bratislava, where the display of costumes is also extremely fine. An excursion should also be made during the daytime to the ruins of the Castle of D[image: ]vin by the Danube, and a visit should be paid also to the charming park of Petržalka on the other side of the Danube, which can be crossed by ferry. The park contains a restaurant and various forms of entertainment.


  Interesting trips can be taken also to the more distant environs of Bratislava. Those who are interested in pottery should visit the town of Modra, where they will find remarkably fine specimens of folk-ceramics, and in the afternoon the trip can be extended to the old town of Trnava, the battlements of which are still partly preserved. Trnava also contains many old churches, the most noteworthy being that of St. Nicholas.


  Among other places which I should advise the visitor to see are St. Jur, with its old church and altar, Vajnory, Horvátsky Grob or [image: ]átaj, all of which will leave unforgetable impressions. If you happen to be at Bratislava in August you should on no account miss St. Jur on the 15th of that month, when there is a big religious festival attended by Slovaks in their national costumes from all the surrounding areas.


  Among the other interesting places near Bratislava which are worth seeing I would mention Mlynany with its fine Botanical Gardens. It can be reached by way of Nové Zámky, and from here the visitor might care to go a little farther and break his journey in the spas of Tren[image: ]ianské Teplice or Pieštany. Then, too, there is Topol[image: ]ianky, the summer residence of the President of the Republic, and Nitra the religious centre of Slovakia. The former owner, Count Ambrozy, introduced here evergreen plants from Japan, California, Arizona, the Himalayas and many other parts of the world, and they continue to thrive in the open air, without in any way being affected by frost.


  Váh Valloy


  If you should happen to take a cure in the spa of Tren[image: ]ianské Teplice, to which I referred above, you will find several interesting localities in the neighbouring region. Chief among them is the town of Tren[image: ]in, and then there is the whole valley of the River Váh, which is one of the most picturesque in Europe. I would also mention the villages of Dubnica (mainly on June 29th), [image: ]i[image: ]many and Zliechov (on August 10th), in all of which you will see remarkable specimens of national costumes. Moreover, throughout this area and, indeed, in the whole of Slovakia there are many ruins of old castles, fine country mansions of more recent origin, magnificent forests and impressiv[image: ] mountain scenery.


  The visitor to Slovakia should not overlook the Orava district. The town of Orava, which is reached via Žilina, is famous for its magnificent castle, and it forms a convenient starting-point for a number of mountain tours to Oravská Magura, Babi hora or to the heights of Liptov. This part of Slovakia, too, is particularly rich in folk-lore.


  No traveller in Slovakia will, of course, return home without having taken a trip to the High Tatras, which attract many visitors, especially during the summer. Nor is this surprising. The mountains themselves are of overwhelming grandeur and the whole Tatra area is well provided with health resorts which cater for the needs of even the most fastidious visitor. And so at a height of 3,000 feet and upwards you can enjoy all the comforts of an up-to-date hotel with tennis, bridge parties, dancing and concerts. I would advise intending visitors, however, to reserve their accommodation in advance.


  The Tatras


  Perhaps the best way of approaching the Tatras is to take the train as far as Štrba, whence by funicular railway the mountain resort of Štrbské Pleso can be easily reached. This is a charming spot situated at a height of about 3,000 feet by the side of a mountain lake. It is connected by electric railway with the health resort of Smokovec from which the peak of Hrebienok, which is more than 3,500 feet high, can be comfortably ascended by funicular railway. Before long it will probably be possible to reach the top of the Lomnicky peak (nearly 8,000 feet and the second highest peak in the Tatras) by the same means.


  The mountains, however, do not exhaust the attractions of this region. Thus, from Poprad an omnibus or hired car will take you to the Ice Caves at Dobšina. The road, which is of great beauty and rises to a height of 3,000 feet, would of itself be worth visiting quite apart from the interesting spot to which it leads. The vast masses of ice inside the deep caves which are filled with the most diversely shaped icicles are worth visiting, particularly in the summer when they form a striking contrast to the glowing sunshine outside.


  On the return journey from the Tatras you should stop at the small town of Liptovský St. Mikuláš, which is not far from the Dumbier peak (about 7,000 feet). From St. Mikuláš also it is not far to the wonderful stalactite caves of Demänova, which were formed by the action of subterranean streams on the limestone below the base of the mountains. Here can be seen lakes, stone curtains, pillars, draperies, chasms and vast stalactite halls which are quite unique. As everywhere else in Slovakia, there is abundance of folk-lore in this region also. Among the places which are particularly worth seeing on Sundays, when the peasants go to church in their best clothes, I would mention Važec, Gerlachov and [image: ]diar.


  Seven German Towns


  Another region which offers many features of interest is that of Spiš which forms a continuation of the Tatra area. The whole of this district has an important historical background, its nucleus having been more than twenty prosperous towns founded by the German colonists who were invited here by the kings of Hungary seven centuries ago. A typical town of this type is Kežmarok, with an old wooden Evangelical church, a fortified Gothic cathedral, an old castle and other noteworthy relics of the past. Then, too, there is Levo[image: ]a, with its charming Town Hall and fine Gothic church of St. Jacob, containing many objects of artistic interest. Every year on July 2nd a fair is held in this town and the market-place is filled with specimens of embroidery, ceramics and other popular handicrafts. Here I should also mention Spišska Pohradé, with the remains of an ancient stronghold, one of the largest in Czechoslovakia, and in its vicinity is Spišska Kapitula, with a cathedral in Roman and Gothic style which is a treasure house of artistic and historical relics. A similar collection will be found in the Gothic church at Spišska [image: ]tvrtek. And having come thus far, we might as well visit the town of Košice, the second largest in Slovakia and an important business and educational centre. Near Košice there is another collection of underground caverns. Other places in Slovakia which should, at least, be mentioned here are the old mountain town of Banská Bystrica, Zvolen with its old castle and the romantic villages in its environs (Detva is the most interesting of them), as well as the towns of Prešov, Kremnica and Nitra, which contains the oldest cathedral in this part of the country.


  The greater part of the inhabitants of Slovakia are, of course, Slovaks, but there are also minority populations consisting of Magyars, Germans and Jews. Nor must I forget the gipsies who will be found in regular communities here on the outskirts of the towns and villages. They live in the most primitive conditions which they seem to prefer to a more civilised mode of life. Nevertheless, the Czechoslovak Government has established schools for them and they are now being trained in various handicrafts. They possess an inborn instinct for music, and as you pass by one of their tumbledown huts you may hear a young gipsy playing the violin with great skill.


  Carpathian Ruthenia


  The extreme east of the Republic consists of the region known as Carpathian Ruthenia, which was taken over in 1918 with a view to improving the deplorable conditions then prevailing there. Since then considerable progress has been made. Carpathian Ruthenia is a mountainous district without any great natural resources except its forests. The peasants here make use of primitive farming implements which are mostly of wood and home-made. His methods of tilling the soil are also very primitive and he leaves the bulk of the task to nature. What crops he does produce must be protected from the wild boars which come from the forests in search of food and have to be scared away by means of watch-fires and shouting.


  The new administration has done a great deal for these backward peasants by providing them with small holdings and agricultural equipment, as well as schools for their children.


  The chief industry from which the local population can obtain a livelihood is that of timber. Besides this, in some villages fine sheepskin carpets are produced, similar in colouring and ornamental design to those found in Serbia and Bosnia. The most important mineral found here is salt, which is obtained direct from the earth. Small supplies of naphtha have also been discovered here and there.


  The scenic beauty of Carpathian Ruthenia is provided by the Carpathians, which form three parallel zones from west to east, that on the northern frontier being the highest. The mountains increase in height towards the east, and the Hoverla peak, which is in the extreme east, exceeds 6,000 feet. The lower slopes are covered with forests, above which are bare expanses which can be explored for many hours and even days at a time. From them the wayfarer has an uninterrupted outlook across vast spaces above a world which seems to consist of petrified waves and clouds. I hasten to add that this fascinating territory has not yet been developed for the convenience of travellers and I do not recommend it for a holiday except to those who are willing to put up with hardships. Those, however, with a taste for wandering in places off the beaten track will find all they need in the regions of the Eastern Carpathians. They should begin their tour at Užok and make their way as far as Jasina. Between these two points they will spend ten days among the mountains in almost complete solitude.


  A Mixed Lot


  The population of Carpathian Ruthenia amounts to about 500,000, half of whom consist of a Slav tribe closely akin to the Ruthenians. That branch of them living in the mountain areas are called Hutsuls, who are distinguished by their fine physique and their picturesque costumes. There are close upon 100,000 Magyars in this region, and about the same number of Jews. The rest of the population consists of Czechs, Slovaks, Germans and Roumanians, the result being that Carpathian Ruthenia is a very polyglot territory. It contains also at least half-a-dozen religions, and accordingly the traveller is struck by the numerous places of worship there. Altogether it is a picturesque region with a strong appeal to the students of folk-lore and race.


  The capital of Carpathian Ruthenia is the town of Užhorod, which is the seat of the regional administration. It contains a castle which is partly inhabited and partly in ruins. The general aspect of the town is distinctly eastern, but it is rapidly becoming westernised. Next to it in point of importance is Muka[image: ]evo, chiefly remarkable because nearly half its inhabitants are Jews who here live their own lives and follow their own trades. Muka[image: ]evo is also rapidly developing into a modern town.


  This eastern part of Czechoslovakia provides an outstanding example of the great contrasts which, at the outset, I mentioned as being so typical of the Republic. After having seen the western areas, with their factories and up-to-date cities, it is hard to believe that we are still in the same country here among these primitive people whose lives seem to have stood still for many centuries. And this impression becomes even stronger if we venture into the lonely mountain regions where a human being is a rare sight, and the only signs of life are wild animals and birds whose home is here.


  Spas and Watering-places


  The greatest gift which nature has bestowed upon Czechoslovakia is the vast quantity of healing springs, deposits of curative salts and other medicinal resources for which the country has long been famous, and in addition to these miraculous wells which gush out of the earth as the remains of former volcanic activity, besides the various waters containing sulphur and iron, acids and alkalies, iodine and radium, Czechoslovakia has the further advantage of the long tradition which the use of these natural assets has entailed, and which has ensured an ample supply of skilled doctors thoroughly acquainted with the proper use of the potent resources at their disposal. Thus in the Medical Faculties of the Czechoslovak Universities great attention is devoted to the science of balneology, which forms the subject of careful research. A correspondingly high standard is reached likewise by all those who are responsible for the well-being of the patients who pass through their hands.


  Hence, particular attention is paid to the comfort of visitors, for whom the Czechoslovak spas provide the greatest possible choice of accommodation, from high-class hotel to furnished lodging, with everywhere the same scrupulous attention to the patient’s individual needs.


  This variety of accommodation involves a wide range of prices, and it is therefore difficult to quote any exact figures in this respect. The average middle-class Czechoslovak visitor who takes the cure in one of the large spas at the height of the season, which, of course, is a most expensive period, will expect to pay about 80-100 crowns per day with full board, i.e., roughly 14-16 shillings. To this should be added a few incidental expenses for light refreshments in the town during the afternoon or evening. Those who are under the doctor’s care will have a number of additional charges for medical attention, etc., but even so the total daily expenses will not come to more than about 150-200 crowns per day, and for this maximum sum the visitor will receive the best accommodation and the most skilful medical attention. I may here point out that the Czechoslovak railways grant a reduction of fares to passengers who are spending at least ten days in any spa. Particulars of this arrangement can be obtained from any travel bureau.


  The period spent in a Czechoslovak spa should be regarded as part of a systematic medical treatment, and expert advice should therefore be obtained as to the most suitable locality for a cure. It is not possible here to give a complete list of all the Czechoslovak spas because, in addition to the large and important resorts which have a world-wide reputation, there is a very large number of smaller spas which may prove in individual cases at least as efficacious. A detailed handbook to the Czechoslovak spas is already available, and I will therefore confine myself to those which are likely to be most suitable for the visitor from abroad. I have arranged the list according to the ailments which are treated in the respective spas:


  ANÆMIA


  Mariánské Lázn[image: ] (Marienbad)


  Františkovy Lázn[image: ] (Franzensbad)


  Pod[image: ]brady


  Slia[image: ]


  Tatranská Lomnica


  Karlova Studánka


  DIGESTIVE DISORDERS


  Karlovy Vary (Karlsbad) (including disorders of the liver and the gall bladder)


  Mariánské Lázn[image: ]


  Františkovy Lázn[image: ]


  Korytnica


  Bilina


  Luha[image: ]ovice


  DISTURBANCES OF METABOLISM (including GOUT)


  Jáchymov (St. Joachimstal)


  Karlovy Vary (Karlsbad)


  Mariánské Lázn[image: ]


  Luha[image: ]ovice


  Františkovy Lázn[image: ]


  Dolni Lipová


  Pod[image: ]brady


  Bilina


  Pi[image: ]štany


  Trén[image: ]ianské Teplice


  WOMEN’S DISEASES


  Karlovy Vary


  Mariánské Lázn[image: ]


  Františkovy Lázn[image: ]


  Jánské Lázn[image: ] (Johannesbad)


  Darkov


  [image: ]iz


  DISEASES OF THE URINARY ORGANS


  Mariánské Lázn[image: ]


  Františkovy Lázn[image: ]


  Karlovy Vary


  Korytnica


  Bilina


  CARDIAC DISORDERS


  Františkovy Lázn[image: ]


  Pod[image: ]brady


  Slia[image: ] (especially artero-sclerosis).


  DISORDERS OF THE JOINTS, BONES AND MUSCLES


  Jáchymov


  Teplice Sanov


  Tren[image: ]ianské Teplice


  Pi[image: ]štany


  Františkovy Lázn[image: ]


  Stubnianské Teplice


  [image: ]iz


  Darkov


  BRONCHIAL CATARRHS (NON-TUBERCULOUS) AND ALSO AFFECTIONS OF THE THROAT AND NOSE


  Luha[image: ]ovice


  Jáchymov


  Františkovy Lázn[image: ]


  Mariánské Lázn[image: ]


  Lubochña


  Herlany


  TUBERCULOSIS OF LUNGS AND BONES


  Matliary


  Nový Smokovec


  Polianka


  NERVOUS DISORDERS


  Jachymov


  Slia[image: ]


  Teplice Šnov (Jeplitz)


  Gräfenberg


  If only a rest cure is sought the patient cannot do better than to spend the time at his disposal in one of the Czechoslovak resorts near the border, where the advantages of both mountain and forest can be enjoyed. At these altitudes the beneficial effects make their appearance very rapidly, and the gain of weight in convalescents is most marked.


  Sport


  I have already made several references to sport in Czechoslovakia, and here I will only add a few supplementary comments. I need add but little to what I have said about the Sokols, except to emphasise the great importance which is attached to physical training in Czechoslovakia. Nearly every town, however small, has a well-equipped gymnasium which is kept in constant use.


  As regards football, I have already given an account of the extent to which it is played in Czechoslovakia. In winter, however, it is replaced by hockey and also by boxing. Tennis is also widely played, but golf is still confined to comparatively few places, such as Prague and some of the larger spas. In these centres also there are excellent facilities for horse riding, as well as race-courses.


  Walking tours can be undertaken in Czechoslovakia with the utmost confidence as there is a very complete system of road-signs. Special attention is paid to the needs of travellers during the winter, and all the main ski routes are kept clear of snowdrifts. There is also an ample supply of hotels and rest huts with telephonic communication. Amateurs of ski-ing will find trainers and guides in all these hotels, where sledges and toboggans can also be obtained. The most suitable regions for winter sports are all the frontier mountain areas, in particular the Krkonoše (Giant Mountains), Šumava (Bohemian Forest), Krušné hory (Ore Mountains) and Beskyds, and the best period is from January to March, sometimes even as late as April. In the Tatras it is possible to continue winter sports until the end of April and, in the upper altitudes, even until the middle of May when the weather conditions have been particularly favourable. The general character of this area is quite different from that of the Alps, as in addition to the mountain plateaux there are attractive snow-covered forests. And in all the Czechoslovak winter-sport centres there is an abundance of sleigh-tracks, natural and artificial.


  Aquatic Sports


  As regards water sports, I may here supplement my previous remarks by adding that the rivers Vltava, Dyje and Váh provide admirable facilities for boating, and the visitor will find many places on their banks which have been specially adapted for the needs of the camper. Needless to say there are ample opportunities for bathing, and water-polo is greatly in vogue. Yachting can be enjoyed on the Vltava in and near Prague, on the Doksansky Lake, on the lake near Bitov and on the Danube near Bratislava.


  The abundance and variety of the waterways in Czechoslovakia will attract those also who are devoted to fishing. The upper reaches of the rivers in the mountain areas abound in trout and perch, while in their central courses pike and shad, sometimes of considerable size, are prevalent. As they flow towards the east, farther from the industrial zones, the rivers yield greater quantities of fish. In Bohemia the best fishing centres are in the mountainous areas to which I have just referred. In Moravia I strongly recommend the River Dyje, especially near the Vranovsky barrage. Slovakia, however, is the finest region for fishing. In the Danube and its tributaries large salmon, pike and shad can be caught, while the smaller rivers contain large quantities of trout. Those who intend to go fishing in Slovakia are advised to apply to the “League of Fishing Associations” at Žilina.


  Czechoslovakia offers also ample opportunities for hunting. The forests abound in game of every description, which is carefully looked after by experienced keepers. The western areas are best suited for small game and waterfowl. Sometimes large quantities of deer, hares, pheasants and partridges can be bagged in the course of a few hours. In Slovakia, and particularly in Carpathian Ruthenia, the wild boar is the commonest quarry, together with woodcock, grouse and an occasional eagle. Bears are also found but on account of their dwindling numbers they are protected. Along the shores of the Danube there is an abundance of water-fowl. Full particulars of hunting facilities can be obtained from the “Diana” Society, which is attached to the Prague headquarters of the State Forests Administration.


  Motoring is very popular in Czechoslovakia and provides a number of annual contests which are enumerated in the calendar of events below. There are also several regattas every year at Prague, M[image: ]lnik, Roudnice and Bratislava. In the spas and other holiday resorts there are regular amateur competitions in tennis, table tennis and bridge which are open to all comers.


  Chess tournaments, as well as water-polo, fencing, shooting and archery contests are also held at least once a year, generally in one of the leading spas of Czechoslovakia.


  CALENDAR OF EVENTS


  
    
      	MAY 1st

      	Exhibition of “Graphic Artists’ Association,” Hodonin (till October 31st).
    


    
      	1st

      	Centenary celebrations of the Czech poet K. H. Mácha, Litom[image: ][image: ]ice.
    


    
      	1st-20th

      	International Exhibition of Modern Stagecraft, Prague.
    


    
      	1st

      	Cycle races, Prague-Brno-Pardubice.
    


    
      	10th

      	International cycle races, Prague-Mochov-Prague.
    


    
      	 MAY 10th

      	International motor-cycle races, Prague.
    


    
      	9th-10th

      	International water-polo contests, Pi[image: ]štany.
    


    
      	16th-24th

      	Exhibition of Economics, Prague.
    


    
      	18th

      	International motor race for the Masaryk prize (Masaryk Circuit), Brno.
    


    
      	17th

      	Celebrations to commemorate the 1,050th anniversary of the death of St. Method, Velehrad, Moravia (till September 4th):
    


    
      	30th-31st

      	Gynaecological Congress, Františkovy Lázn[image: ] (Franzensbad).
    


    
      	31st

      	Passion plays, Ho[image: ]ice (Šumava) (also June 1st, 14th, 21st, 28th, 29th, July 12th, 19th, 26th, and August 2nd, 9th, 23rd).
    


    
      	31st

      	Great motor-cycle contest (international long-distance race), Prague (till June 1st).
    


    
      	31st

      	Czechoslovak Derby, Prague.
    


    
      	JUNE 1st

      	The Ride of the Kings (folk-lore), Vi[image: ]nov, Moravia.
    


    
      	4th-6th

      	International Polo Contest, Pi[image: ]štany.
    


    
      	5th

      	International Canoeing Races, Bratislava.
    


    
      	6th

      	International Relay Races, Prague.
    


    
      	14th

      	Athletic Contests (Czechoslovakia v. Jugoslavia), Prague.
    


    
      	14th

      	The Lobkowicz International Motor-cycle Race, Pardubice.
    


    
      	21st

      	International Golf Contest, Pi[image: ]štany.
    


    
      	21st

      	Display of Slovak costumes, Vl[image: ]nov, Moravia.
    


    
      	21st

      	Religious festival, Trnava.
    


    
      	23rd

      	Midsummer folk-lore festival, Radhošt, Moravia.
    


    
      	27th-29th

      	International Clay-pigeon shooting contests, Luha[image: ]ovice.
    


    
      	27th

      	Folk-lore festival, P[image: ]erov, Moravia.
    


    
      	JULY 3rd

      	Seventieth Anniversary of the Battle of Hradec Králové (Köiggrätz).
    


    
      	4th-6th

      	International Polo Contest, Pi[image: ]štany.
    


    
      	4th

      	Athletic Championship of Czechoslovakia (elimination contests for men and women competitors at the Olympiad), Prague.
    


    
      	5th-12th

      	Festive Week, Fryvaldov.
    


    
      	5th-6th

      	Eighth Regional Textile Exhibition, Dv[image: ]r Králové.
    


    
      	5th-6th

      	Folk festivities, Pi[image: ]štany.
    


    
      	 11th-13th

      	Folk festivities, Luha[image: ]ovice.
    


    
      	15th-19th

      	Conclusion of Religious Congress, Velehrad.
    


    
      	19th-26th

      	Folk festivities under the auspices of Czechoslovak Tourist Club, Tatranská Lomnice, Stary Smokovec, Štrbské Pleso.
    


    
      	26th

      	Swimming championship of Slovakia, Pi[image: ]štany.
    


    
      	AUGUST 2nd

      	Concours d’élégance, Františkovy Lázn[image: ] (Franzensbad).
    


    
      	2nd

      	Folk festivities, Luha[image: ]ovice.
    


    
      	6th-9th

      	International tennis tournament, Luha[image: ]ovice.
    


    
      	15th-16th

      	International riding races, Pi[image: ]štany.
    


    
      	15th-16th

      	Tenth motor-car and motor-cycle tournament, Luha[image: ]ovice.
    


    
      	16th-23rd

      	Business Fair, Liberec (Reichenberg).
    


    
      	29th-30th

      	Czechoslovak Athletic Championship, Brno.
    


    
      	30th

      	International cycle races, Prague-Karlovy Vary-Prague.
    


    
      	30th

      	Motor races for Silver Helmet Trophy, Pilsen.
    


    
      	30th-31st

      	Czechoslovak Open Golf Championship and International Amateur Golf Championship, Mariánské Lázn[image: ].
    


    
      	SEPTEMBER

      	
    


    
      	1st

      	Exhibition of Contemporary Russian Graphic Arts, Prague (till October 31st).
    


    
      	1st

      	Centenary Exhibition of the Czech poet K. H. Mácha, Prague (till December 31st).
    


    
      	1st

      	Anniversary exhibition by members of the “Union of Graphic Artists,” Prague (till October 15th).
    


    
      	6th

      	Motor-track racing, Prague.
    


    
      	6th-12th

      	The Sixteenth International Course in Balneotherapy, Karlovy Vary (Karlsbad).
    


    
      	6th-13th

      	Prague Autumn Samples Fair, Prague.
    


    
      	13th

      	International motor-cycle races for the Golden Helmet Trophy, Pardubice.
    


    
      	20th

      	European motor-cycle championship, Prague.
    


    
      	20th

      	Hill-climbing competition for cars and motor-cycles, Brno.
    


    
      	20th-28th

      	Tyrš Gymnastic Festival, Prague.
    


    
      	20th-28th

      	Young People’s Folk festivities, Velehrad.
    


    
      	27th

      	Motor-cycle circuit race, Brno.
    


    
      	28th

      	Wine-gathering celebrations, Pezinok.
    


    
      	 OCTOBER

      	
    


    
      	4th

      	Conclusion of religious celebrations, Velehrad.
    


    
      	15th-16th

      	Motor and motor-cycle races, Luha[image: ]ovice.
    


    
      	18th

      	Great Pardubice steeplechase, Pardubice.
    


    
      	28th

      	Independence Day—varied celebrations in all parts of the Republic.
    


    
      	NOVEMBER

      	
    


    
      	1st-30th

      	Exhibition by members of the Mánes Society of Graphic Artists.
    

  


  Notes on Travel in Czechoslovakia


  Czechoslovakia has direct transport connections with all the chief cities in Europe. The travel rates on the Czechoslovak railways are considerably lower than those in the neighbouring countries, and travellers are also granted reduced fares under various conditions, details of which can be obtained from the tourist bureaux. The traveller is therefore advised to take a second-class ticket, especially as the third-class carriages are often crowded. Apart from the sleeping-cars and dining-cars which, of course, will be found on all the international expresses, most of the through trains in Czechoslovakia provide facilities for meals. Light refreshments are brought round at most of the stopping-places, which are provided also with refreshment buffets with a wide selection of food and drink.


  The customs examination on the Czechoslovak frontier will present no difficulties to the visitor. I have already pointed out that it is preferable to buy tobacco or cigarettes in the Republic than to pay duty on them. With regard to foreign currency, the traveller from abroad should inform the official how much money he has in his possession, and this amount will then be duly entered in his passport. This is an important formality, as otherwise the maximum sum which can be taken out of Czechoslovakia is 1,000 Czech crowns. I should perhaps here mention that subjects of Great Britain, France and the United States need no visa when proceeding to Czechoslovakia.


  Motorists entering the Republic by car need a customs’ certificate and a triptich or carnet which they can obtain from their respective motoring associations. Without this document, however, it is possible to receive at the custom-house a permit for a stay of one month which can be prolonged on application to any custom-house or to the Czechoslovak Auto Klub, Prague II, Lützowova 29. This latter organisation may, indeed, be approached by any motorist who needs advice or assistance. The regulations as to foreign currency are, of course, the same as those which apply to travellers by train. If the motorist has a wireless set in his car, particulars of the make, etc., should be entered in the triptich and he will be expected to pay the licence fee of 10 crowns at the nearest post office.


  The rule of the road in Czechoslovakia is the same as in England, and international sings for motorists are in use throughout the country. The motor fuel in Czechoslovakia consists of benzine with an add-mixture of alcohol which renders excellent service. Benzine costs about 3 crowns per litre and the price of the various motor oils ranges from 9 to 16 crowns. The motor roads are well supplied with filling-stations and repair shops, and there is a garage in every hotel. The general standard of the roads in Czechoslovakia is high, and this is true also of the secondary roads. Even in the eastern part of the Republic the conditions for motoring will be found satisfactory.


  Hints to Lady Travellers


  Ladies travelling alone or together will meet with every courtesy in Czechoslovakia. They will receive also a friendly welcome from any of the Czechoslovak Women’s Clubs, such as the Ženský klub [image: ]eský, the address of which is Prague II, Sme[image: ]ky. Here they can, if necessary, obtain accommodation or make the acquaintance of members. Similar services will be performed by the Lady Superintendent of the Y.W.C.A., which has branches in Prague, Brno and Bratislava. General advice to visitors from abroad, is available also at the Cizinecký svaz, Prague I, Obecni d[image: ]m.


  Ladies are reminded that in Prague and in Czechoslovakia generally they can rely upon finding a high standard of hairdressing, beauty treatment and other toilet needs, the prices for which will compare very favourably with those elsewhere. The leading perfumes and toilet preparations of Western Europe are on sale in most of the shops which stock these commodities.


  Souvenirs


  Visitors to Czechoslovakia who are anxious to take home some typical souvenir of their stay there have a wide choice of articles suitable for this purpose. Those who are fond of gems are advised to purchase some Bohemian garnets which are famous for their beautiful red tinge and can be obtained either in an old-fashioned or an up-to-date setting. Artistic embroidery is another product of the Republic which is not easily obtained elsewhere, and the range of designs among the Czech, Slovak and Carpathian Ruthenian varieties is considerable. A large supply is kept in stock by the “Detva” establishments, which has its headquarters at Bratislava (Stefanikova no. 4), and has branches in Prague (Národni t[image: ]ida 38), Karlovy Vary and Pi[image: ]štany. The “Zádruha” concern in Prague (na P[image: ]ikope) also specialises in these goods. All the above-mentioned shops sell also fine specimens of home-made lace which is in no way inferior to that of Brussels, as well as peasant dresses, kerchiefs, aprons, overalls, etc., all decorated by hand. Samples of peasant handicrafts and folk ceramics in great variety are also easily obtained, either in Prague or Slovakia.


  Here, too, should be mentioned Czech glass and glass-ware which has a world-wide reputation and which, though obtainable elsewhere, can be purchased to the best advantage in Czechoslovakia. You will find the premises of the chief dealers in the main streets of Prague and other Czechoslovak centres.


  Among other articles which are particularly worth buying in Czechoslovakia I would mention table-linen, leather goods, gloves, stockings, and footwear. With regard to the latter, the firm of Bata has a special branch in Prague, known as the “House of Service,” in which the latest models of shoes are always on view and foot treatment is available to all. The visitor can purchase any of these products with the certainty that the value which they receive will meet with their approval. I even venture to add that ladies who order their dresses in Prague will find the style and general workmanship in no way inferior to that of London or Paris.


  Intending visitors to Czechoslovakia can obtain full details, pamphlets, etc., from the Czechoslovak Travel Bureau ([image: ]edok), Ltd., 21 Regent Street, London, S.W.1.
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  AUSTRIA


  I—VIENNA


  Arrival in Vienna


  VIENNA has, like every large town, certain characteristics of its own which strike the stranger so soon as he reaches the railway station. The tenement houses, which unhappily flank nearly every incoming railway line, are here, as in all other towns on the Continent, but the smell and the light and, most important of all, the tempo of the daily life, are all completely different. Vienna smells naturally neither of Wiener Schnitzeln, nor of the sharp wine which grows on the hills of the Wiener Wald; it smells of nothing material: it smells free and easy, it has a clear soft light which, especially in the spring and summer evenings, lies like a mirror over the city. And then it has its famous tempo—its leisureliness, its kindliness, indicating a definite avoidance of anything disturbing or unpleasant. The individuality of the Vienna tempo will strike you as soon as you arrive at the station, when, as is usual, you call for a porter. Do not be annoyed if he is in none too much of a hurry to reach you and if he remarks that you are not the only person he has to attend to. You must rather get used to the fact that in Austria everything takes a little longer than it does with you at home, but that everything gets done just the same. You will recognise the porters by their red-striped caps which are provided with a number which you must note, then if you lose sight of the man you will know him by his number. All porters look exactly alike.


  We will take it that you arrive at Vienna’s largest station, the Westbahnhof. It is not a beautiful station, neither is it a practical one in the opinion of professional people, as the tramway lines do not go directly to it, but it must not be regarded as a typical product of Viennese taste. People have only realised in the last few years that even railway stations may be beautiful. In any case you can get to the tramway lines which go to the Inner Town in three minutes. Tramway travelling in Vienna is very easy, as there is a simple system of radial and circuit lines. In addition, at every stopping place you will find a table showing how far you may travel for 10, 20 and 30 groschen. The conductor will give you all directions in the most charming Viennese dialect: “Wissen S’, wo die Oper is? Das wissen S’ net? Na, is ja eh net notwendig. Ich rufs ja aus. Und zwei Stationen vorher steigen S’ aus.” These various pieces of information are being given out to different people, so it is as well to remind the conductor at intervals of three minutes that he is to tell you when you have to get out. As you must also take a ticket for your luggage, it is really better to hire a taxi. The taxis in Vienna are cheaper than anywhere else in the world—beware, however, because there are two kinds! Be sure to hire only those taxis which display the legend “50 Groschen,” as there are others which have an 80-groschen tariff. These go no quicker and are no better, but maybe you are aesthetically minded and prefer to hire the 80-groschen taxis. You have given the porter 2 schillings and thereby made him very happy. As regards the taxidriver, it will not be so easy. Look carefully at the price marked on the taximeter, and you do not need to give more than 10 per cent. tip and 50 groschen for each piece of luggage. People who give more are scorned by our taxidrivers, and on that account treated indifferently as fools who pay more than they need.


  A First Walk through Vienna


  From the Westbahnhof, one of the principal shopping streets of the town, the Mariahilferstrasse, leads into the Ring. It must be kept in mind that the Viennese get their bearings by means of two great circular streets which intersect their town. The inner Ring, which encloses the First Bezirk (District No. 1), the “Inner Town,” is actually the “Ringstrasse,” the outer ring is called the “Gürtel.” The Westbahnhof lies on the Neubaugürtel: thus you cut through the districts between the Gürtel and the Ring, then you drive or walk the length of the Mariahilferstrasse. This is the Viennese Oxford Street. No lady should miss making several excursions into the labyrinth of large and small shops which are here assembled like pearls on a string. Naturally every foreigner requires something or other, so you must put a good face on it, sir, if your wife explains that she wishes to find out what the prices are like in Vienna. For the foreigner everything is always cheaper than at home, more modern and more practical. In addition, should you be provided with sixty pocket handkerchiefs, half of these will be accounted for by that spectre which accompanies all travellers, consuming their handkerchiefs. Also at your last hotel you forgot to pack your wife’s pyjamas, your toothbrush is moth-eaten, your toothpaste is stale and it is time we tried something new. Then you promised your children to bring them sonething! Leave that to your wife. She will find all she needs in the Mariahilfestrasse, and from 10 per cent. to 30 per cent. cheaper than in the shops in the Inner Town. If she goes to Gerngross to buy a shoelace, she will leave the shop accompanied by two porters, there are such bargains there; it is the same at Hermes’ shoe palace, where things are so cheap she feels she ought to give a tip before she goes home. At the “Lady” in the Mariahilferstrasse are to be found knitted frocks, a Vienna speciality, which certainly ought to be seen. Vienna sets the world’s fashion in knitted goods. But about the lady’s actual “shopping” I shall speak later, as it is important enough for a separate chapter.


  Museums and other Sights of Vienna


  The Mariahilferstrasse debouches then on the Ring. At this point there is on the left a huge building, the Kunsthistorische Museum, which will be visited by all who love art, as it contains very great works of art in painting and sculpture. Do not, however, look only at the pictures, but glance also at the old catalogues and such like, where you will find delightful remarks, such as that referring to the sketch of Leda and the Swan: “Naked woman bitten by the wicked goose.” Opposite the Kunsthistorische Museum is the Natural History Museum; between the two a monument to the Empress Maria Theresa, and opposite this the Heldenplatz with the old and new Hofburg, which later, when you are rested, you will visit, as you will doubtless be interested in the home of the Kaisers. You can walk through the Hofburg, and come out on to the Michaelerplatz, where the Burgtheatre once stood. Now it is on the Ring opposite the Rathaus, which looks like a somewhat vast but very beautiful church. From the Michaelerplatz you go round a curve on the right to the Spanish Riding School. If you look in you will see the white Lippizaner horses with their riders in their historic costume practising the “haute école.” A very charming picture, like a dream: outside, the noise of the great city, powerful cars rush about the streets, and here the most beautiful horses in the world are dancing round ridden by men who seem to belong to a past century. But we must pass on, and will go to the Albrechtsrampe where is one of the most famous collections of prints and drawings in Europe and perhaps in the world—the Albertina. Near by you will see the State Opera House, and in front of this we come to the Ring again. Near here is the most delightful and modern shopping street in Austria, the Kärntnerstrasse.


  Vienna: the Cathedral


  This street, down which every Viennese walks at least once a day—if he can—intersects the “City” of Vienna, the Inner Town. It leads to St. Stephen’s Cathedral, the most beautiful Gothic church in the country, in which you will find at the back of the right-hand aisle a stained-glass window which is only known by the natives, and is one of the most beautiful circular windows that has ever been made. You must understand that the cathedral not only lies almost mathematically in the centre of the town, it is the symbol of Vienna—“Alte Steffel,” the subject of countless songs. In Stefansplatz, where up to 1788 there was a cemetery, you will find again some very modern shops, but on the north side is the Archbishop’s palace. Towards the south-west the Stefansplatz turns into the Stockin-Eisenplatz, into which on the right opens the famous Graben, whilst on the left you find yourself in a labyrinth of small old streets, which should be seen by moonlight when the witchery of old Vienna is brought to life. Here Baroque palaces shoulder one another, places of entertainment alternate with convents, and here and there, as in the Franziskanerplatz, the most beautiful square in the Inner Town, is a lovely old spring, which sings us songs of the beautiful enchanted past.


  It is not easy to get lost in this labyrinth, as you can always get back either to the Ring or the Kärntnerstrasse, when you will know where you are. You have now seen almost the whole of the first district, you know the Mariahilferstrasse, and you are really tired and would like to look for a hotel. As you have some idea of the place, you are in a position to decide where you would best like to stay.


  Looking for Accommodation in Vienna


  Where then, would you like to stay? You will find hotels and pensions of all varieties as far as price and comfort go. Accommodation is not only a question of the pocket book, it is also a question of individual tastes. He who values and prefers the old and solid (the bourgeois if you will), even if he can afford to stay at the New Bristol on the Ringstrasse, will choose a more modest shelter. There is no completely modern hotel after the American style in Vienna. But the new Bristol Hotel caters for the most fastidious tastes, as may be gathered from the fact that King Edward VIII, when Prince of Wales, stayed there and much enjoyed himself in his luxurious apartments. He looked from the windows on to the Ringstrasse, peopled by beautiful Viennese women in charming toilettes, he eat in the very modern dining-room and amused himself in the evenings in the small but attractive Bristol Bar, when he was not studying Viennese life elsewhere. The Bristol is hardly Viennese, it is a continental hotel with rooms in many different styles, with a first-class French cuisine and the whirl of international coming-and-going from morning until night, which characterises a great hotel. Utterly different, quiet, distinguished, is the Sacher, at which the aristocracy of Austria stay, and from which originate the Sacher cakes, famous all over the world. Taste these cakes whatever happens—they are as choice as an old wine and their history is memorable, as they go back to Prince Metternich, whose chef invented them when he laid the foundation stone for the Sacher Hotel. In the Sacher also you will see the most remarkable visitors’ book in the world: the names are written on a tablecloth, and they are truly kingly names. Amongst them is that of the Emperor Francis Joseph, who was at the time in the company of his intimate friend for many years, the much-admired actress, Katherina Schratt, who is still living on the outskirts of Vienna. Although the Emperor never stayed at the Sacher, he registered his gratitude for the Sacher cakes by signing his name on a fine serviette provided for him by Katherina Schratt. In the Sacher every room breathes history. Here diplomatic negotiations have taken place, and here, if you are lucky, you may see kings drinking black coffee and reading the newspapers. The Imperial on the Ringstrasse was once the palace of the Dukes of Württemberg; it is therefore built on a very lordly scale, a great magnificent castle in the heart of the world-famous city. In the Imperial, artists and scholars stay—Thomas Mann, Einstein and Sinclair Lewis, and Galsworthy stayed here when he was in Vienna. The cuisine is remarkably good, the management ideal. The good class “station hotel” in Vienna is the Grand, opposite the Imperial. This is a meeting-place of directors of business undertakings, bankers, people who have much to do and only stay a short time. It is a great favourite with the Viennese on account of its grill; there are few places where one can eat so well and so cheaply as here. Quite as retiring as the Sacher, distinguished, quiet and unassuming, is the Hotel Meissl und Schadn in the Neuen Markt. It is a favourite amongst good middle-class people, famous for its excellent service and its choice cuisine which is much appreciated by the natives on account of its true Viennese character.


  More Places to stay at in Vienna


  Near the Meissl und Schadn is the Hotel Krantz Ambassador, at which the Queen of Roumania likes to stay. Of cheaper hotels you will, of course, find plenty. Family pensions in which you will be woke in the morning by the crying of small children, and where their washing is hung out of the windows to dry, do not exist in Vienna. All the hotels and pensions are well managed, as for many centuries Vienna has been prepared to entertain strangers. The pension possesses advantages and disadvantages which you yourself know best how to estimate: if, however, you go to the Pension Altwien in the Speigelgasse, you will certainly be well off and can enjoy the best international company. Should you prefer to stay on the outskirts of the town, there is the Parkhotel Hübner at Hietzing, quite close to Schönbrunn, easily reached from the city by rail, bus or tram, a good modern house. In the same suburb, in Währinger Cottage, there are two pensions, the first-class Cottage Pension in the Hasenauerstrasse, and the good middle-class Währinger Cottage Pension in the Anastasius-Grüngasse. Prices? These vary between 5 schillings for a room per day per person, and about 40 to 50 schillings for a suite with bath. Prices for full board vary between 10 and about 60 schillings. In all Vienna hotels the so-called “Trinkgeldablöse” is included in the bill. This means that an extra 10 or 15 per cent. is added to your bill, appearing as tips. I advise you, however, to give something in addition to this. Only give, however, when you have been well served and are satisfied, and do not give too much, as you will merely cause bad feeling amongst the staff and get yourself despised as one who does not know the country.


  Of course there is in Vienna an “apartment house” in which you can rent rooms by the month or the week: the Carlton Hotel in the Wiedner Hauptstrasse. Should you stay some time in Vienna you can always arrange special terms with the management, and prices are reduced in these circumstances. If you wish to rent private apartments, go to the Apartment Bureau in the Hochhaus in the Herrengasse. They will there recommend you gratis rooms in any district and at all prices so that you can choose what suits you best.


  Swimming and Beauty Culture


  Madam, you have now rested, I think, and you feel you are ready to try the cosmetics of the Viennese. If you require a steam bath, then go to the central baths in the Weihburggasse, or to the comfortable Dianabad on the Donaukanal, provided with all modern requirements, where you can get slimming treatment so that the many varieties of cakes which are part of the enjoyment of Vienna may not ruin your figure. At the Dianabad you can swim summer and winter, but bathing in the Danube canal and the Danube itself are, of course, only possible in summer.


  The oldest and most famous. “Strandbad” in Vienna, the Gänsehäufel, which is situated in the most fascinating country surroundings on an island in the old Danube, can only be visited in sunny summer weather. Then, however, you will discover the Austrian Lido, with its brightly coloured crowd consisting of Viennese youth of all classes and all ages. A little further off, but near enough to be reached in an afternoon, are the Strandbaths Kritzendorfer and Klosterneuberg, but you can only get there by train. First and foremost, however, you should attend to those physical requirements which are necessary for your well-being, and in this connection I would recommend for pedicure Dreher in the Dorotheergasse, Fürbass in the Kreugerstrasse, Petko in the Seiler and Steiner in the third District, Rennweg 5. You can get manicure at any first-class hairdresser’s; a shop where they specialise in the care of the hands and nails is No. 2 Operngasse, M. L. Turnowsky. Your hair will be in good hands at Pessl’s, Kärntnerstrasse 28/II, Geppert’s, Krugerstrasse 4, and Hans Schroll, Stefansplatz 6. Rudol Cehovsky, Spiegelgasse 6, Hochparterre, is an expert in hair tinting. As you have probably upset your perfume bottles and spilled your powder in the sleeping-car or somewhere on the journey, go to M. E. Mayer on the Lobkowitzplatz and in the Graben, No. 17, or the Parfumerie Protus, Kärntnerstrasse 47, where all your requirements in cosmetics can be supplied.


  The Viennese Café


  And now, sir, as your wife will probably be busy for some hours, you have time to think of those things which she would consider boring. You should first of all learn something of an institution which you must often have heard spoken of, the Vienna coffee-house. Not until you have acquired some understanding of these places can you claim to know anything about the life of the city. You must first get used to the idea that in Vienna the primary function of the coffee-house is not to supply its customers with coffee, that is only a secondary consideration. It is used mainly for reading the newspapers and conversation. A man may sit eight hours in Vienna over a single cup of black coffee or a cup of Gold, Mehr Licht, or a Kapuziner, not too hot, or a White with Cream, and talk or read the papers. Do not be surprised if, so soon as you have sat down and before he has asked you for your order, the waiter brings you a mountain of papers. This is actually his chief task, and you will win his approval if at 1 o’clock in the morning, when the chairs are all tipped up and the cleaners have appeared with their brooms, you suddenly ask for the Honolulu Messenger. Give some 10 per cent. of the amount of the bill as a tip, about half to the waiter who takes your money and the rest you leave on the saucer with the water glass which stands on the table. If you do all this, on your second visit the waiter will greet you as an habitué—he at once knows you again—and give you a good seat. If you wear glasses he will address you as “Herr Doktor” or as “Herr Baron.” He does not, of course, really think you are a doctor or a baron—he knows quite well the sort of person he is dealing with.


  Dance and Deportment


  Possibly, though, you are no reader of newspapers, but something of a philanderer who would like to take advantage of the absence of his wife to wander down forbidden pathways. Naturally, I do not want to lead you astray, but I will tell you where you can dance in the afternoon, even if you have no lady with you: in the Stadtpark Casino, on the Parkring, in the summer in the open air, and in the winter in a very large hall, to excellent jazz music. You may invite any lady you like the look of—usually you need not be afraid of a refusal, and are in absolutely respectable company. You may take your wife with you, and if you are prevented for business reasons from going yourself, you may happily let her go there alone. The parquet floor is very slippery and you must be careful not to slip. You can also go to the “Five o’clock tea” at the Kaffee Herrenhof in the Herrengasse, where you will meet journalists and artists, a rendezvous of literature and society. Here, and at the Splendid in the Jasomirgottgasse, at the Café de Paris, and at the very modern Königin, which possesses a revolving dance floor which may be lowered, the pursuit of pleasure is carried on with all the latest improvements. Note that there is no need for you to present yourself when inviting a lady to dance, as you are probably none too sure of yourself in the language of the country; it is sufficient to bow slightly. During the dance the lady is yours—pay her plenty of compliments, as the Viennese will endure more of these than you can possibly produce. And hold her tight in your arms! All Englishmen dance too loosely for the taste of our women, so I am told. So don’t err in this particular and don’t forget to kiss the lady’s hand at the end of the dance. Nowhere in the world is there so much kissing of hands as in Vienna. It is the custom to kiss the hand of every lady, whether she be old or young, on meeting and on parting from her, and on many other occasions. Do not let yourself be persuaded to drink wine on any and every occasion. When you feel like it, do so by all means, as the wines in every Viennese pleasure resort are good and not too dear. But if you are no Croesus, order rather a soft drink or a single glass of wine, the latter is very good at the bar during the evening. Black coffee also you may take without offending. You will receive a bill without the addition of tips, so give 10 per cent., not more. You are supposed everywhere to give a small contribution for the orchestra, and as receipt you are presented with a so-called “Music patron’s ticket.” If you have not expressed any particular wish as to the repertoire, you are absolved from all further obligation as far as the orchestra is concerned, and need leave nothing extra for them in the saucer placed near the door for the purpose. This is only expected of you when you have asked for your wife’s favourite song to be played.


  Viennese Food


  When your wife has endured for five hours the tortures of beauty treatment, which she can round off in the beauty parlours of Elise Bock with face and body massage, etc., she will be hungry and anxious to get something to eat, as you will yourself, sir. One must eat as well as dance, flirt and imbibe the atmosphere of a town: but eating is not such a very dreary thing to do. Perhaps nowhere in the world is it enjoyed so much as in Vienna. The Viennese cooking is a marvellous mixture of Austrian, Hungarian and Czechoslovakian elements. You will find your way all right amongst the foods but not amongst the names by which they are called on the menu. The Viennese menu is divided into three parts: first you find, in almost all restaurants, the “menu,” which costs from 1.50 to 6.00 schillings, and is usually quite good but not very imaginative. In any case you may soon get tired of the “menu,” as it will not give you any particular gastronomic pleasure—it is solid, mass-produced stuff, prepared for the ignorant person with a rough palate.


  For the knowledgeable there is the à la carte, from which in a Viennese restaurant you can select anything from an Italian spaghetti to an English rumpsteak. You will fare best if you confine your choice of food to the third part—the dishes which are ready—as whatever you find here you can eat without hesitation. The soups are quite safe—international broths with the most wonderful names, but agreeable to every English palate. The meat dishes are rather more risky, as under the Hungarian influence these are often highly seasoned, a thing which you may not appreciate. It would be better perhaps to choose the various plain roasts until you have found your way about a bit. If you can show that you know something about eating, the waiter will serve you well and give you sound advice, as he will always warn the customer who is not too much absorbed in himself, what he is going to put on the table. The sweets will find great favour with you and your wife. Breitenfurter Milchrahmstrudel, Apfelstrudel and Topfenstrudel, gefüllte Palatschinken and Salzburger Nockerln, are hot sweets of international reputation, and they will certainly tickle your palate.


  Viennese Wine and Restaurants


  Do you want something to drink with your food? One is not obliged to drink in any Viennese restaurant to-day, so you may safely stick to your usual habits. If you drink wine, however, then keep to the good Austrian wines. Of these you can drink a good deal without finding yourself in a completely different street outside the restaurant afterwards. Try a Gumpoldskirchner, which will suit you—it is heavy, not sour but not sweet, and also not dry. Nussdorfer is sharper, Ruster sweeter, Veltliner rather sour and like Moselle wine with its greenish light. It has a temperamental brother in Retzer. The Austrian wines are all rather light and good to carry—you may do more than sip them, and in spite of the waiter you will never get tipsy.


  Now that you know something of the Viennese food and drink, you must decide where you are going to eat. You can eat in the grand manner, or quietly and unassumingly, in large salons or in small rooms as at Schöner’s, where you can if you like dine alone with your wife, comfortably and at your ease. This charming place is in the Sieben-sterngasse and is a rendezvous for the Viennese artistic world. At Meissl und Schadn’s in the Neuer Markt you will be served like a royal couple by distinguished-looking white-haired waiters, in panelled rooms, and it will not cost more than perhaps 15 schillings for two people. At the Grand Hotel you do not pay much more, only at the Imperial-Ringstrassenrestaurant will it be a little dearer. Then there are the many small restaurants like the charming “Laterndl” (Vogelgezwitscher’s) opposite the Landesgericht, where you can dine very comfortably; the Mahrhold in the Fleischmarkt, which is celebrated for its good cheap food and its excellent beer; the Gösserkeller in the Steindlgasse, where you are treated to specialities of every kind according to the season; the Braunen Hirschen by the Karlskirche; and, finally, the Hartmann on the Kärntnerring, amongst many others.


  If you wish to eat in the open air, then drive either to Kahlenberg by the new Höhenstrasse, one of the most beautiful streets in Europe, and dine there looking over the glittering city, or to Cobenzl where you can dance on the covered terraces. But dancing is reserved for another chapter.


  Entertainments


  You have now eaten and I take it that to-night you do not feel like going to the theatre or the opera. But don’t forget that in Vienna there are a great number of theatres besides the State Opera and the Burgtheater: the Volkstheater, which is only called so and does not in fact cater for the people but for the so-called “better” classes; the literary theatre in the Josefstadt, interesting on account of its players, and then the various comedy theatres which are sometimes open and sometimes closed and stagger from one smash-up to another. It is, in any case, too late for a theatre, as the performances all begin at 8 o’clock. However, I can introduce you to a very beautiful Viennese speciality: the Viennese Kleinkunstbühne. Whatever you do you must not miss out a visit to these really humorous entertainments, full of the bewitching freshness and grace of youth. It is not easy to say where the charm of this Kleinkunstbühne really lies, only go and see it—the programme is harmless and you may safely take your wife. It is very cheap and very informal. You see a little dancing, a little acting, a little cabaret and a great deal of “esprit”; and generally hear some very temperamental and melodious music, indeed all that is offered by the Kleinkunstbühnen of Vienna is rich in talent and temperament. The two best are the Literatur am Naschmarkt, which is housed in the cellar of the Kaffee Dobner in the Naschmarkt, and the Liebe Augustin, which is carried on in the cellar of the Kaffee Prückl in the Leugerplatz.


  After the Kleinkunstbühne there remains to you, if you are not tired, a visit to a night coffee-house (Kaffee Europe in the Stefansplatz) or to a bar. Perhaps you will give yourself the pleasure of hiring one of the few remaining “fiakers.” If you ask the man—he is an old roué—what night resort he recommends, he will say: “Sir, the places are all alike, only the price and effluvium are different.” In this he is not far wrong. The Steffl-Diele in Stefansplatz is much to be recommended, a small bar in excellent taste with low prices, few visitors and a very good pianist. A few minutes’ distance from this, in the Jasomirgottgasse is the Splendid, much more modern, more sophisticated, but dearer and with a large first-class jazz band. The Café de Paris, Johannesgasse 6, has a large dancing floor, and the Königin (Dorotheergasse) is quite the last word in Vienna’s entertainment business.


  Night Clubs


  Perhaps you have now had enough for to-day? Madam looks somewhat tired, but you, sir, seem still to be ready for any amusement that the night-life of Vienna can provide! Let me show you briefly a few places of entertainment and send you home directly afterwards. First and foremost there is the Ha-de-Le, in the Stadttheater building (Skodagasse), where one can get harmless and sophisticated excitement. There you lie in hammocks and are served with good wine and food by lightly clad ladies. There are, of course, music and dancing and “chambres separées.” The Vau-N (Vogelnester) is carried on in the same house on the same lines. Performances of all kinds alternate with general dancing. In the Opiumhöhle, however, you see mainly exotic night-life which may equally arouse either your pleasure or your displeasure. I can only suggest you see it, if you wish, for yourself and form your own opinion about it.


  Should you be interested in the life of the suburbs, I advise you to visit the Kaffee Hollywood in the Alserstrasse. This is a place of entertainment on American lines, comprising many varieties of entertainment and extending over several floors. It is the resort of mainly unassuming people, never of undesirables.


  Social Life


  In Vienna there is no “good society.” There are to a certain extent different stratas of society, the members of which more or less hang together, but these stratas do not include “good society” as in England. There are numerous “societies” and cliques having the various reasons for their existence, and consequently it is difficult to give an idea of society generally. No writer so far has tried to do it, and no work in our literature gives a clear and exact impression of the true structure of social life in Vienna.


  In such difficult circumstances, I will content myself with a few short remarks. There are some large circles to be noted: the literary, scientific and aristocratic, and also the financial, the commercial and the industrial. There are, of course, clubs in Vienna, amongst which the Park Club, which has its own house in the Prater, Rustenbacherallee, is the best known. Any foreigner may join it, and will there move in the best society, and if he is staying some time, will certainly make contacts which will be pleasant to him.


  There are, of course, English circles in Vienna, but I only know the one which has its headquarters in the Grand Hotel. For students, the best is the Oesterreichische-ausländischen Studentklub, in the Schottengasse no. 7. There students from all over the world may meet, together with Austrians of course. The club subscription is very low, although besides the advantage of social contacts in the best circles in Vienna, it confers many privileges connected with the Viennese theatres, baths and such like. The club is open to ladies and gentlemen, in common with nearly all Viennese clubs.


  Sporting Clubs


  The sportsman will at once and without trouble find himself at home in this sport-loving city—there are clubs for every kind of sport. The motorist will be interested in the Austrian Automobile Club, Kärntnerring 10, the Austrian Touring Club in Breitegasse 7, the Vienna Automobile Club in the Schwindgasse 9, and the Oesterreichische Motorfahrerverband in the Meidlinger Hauptstrasse 107. If you are a hunter you will find kindred spirits in the Austrian Hunting Club, one of the foremost and most aristocratic clubs in the city. The Vienna Polo Club in the Freudenau will give you an opportunity of playing polo, the Vienna Golf Club of golf. Hockey, football, skating and winter sports you can get at any Vienna Sports Club and always under professional guidance. I only mention here the Wiener Athletik-Sportklub, which comprises numberless sports sections and is excellently organised.


  As the so-called Old Danube is an excellent and particularly beautiful river for sailing, I advise you, if you are interested in this fine sport, to get in touch with the principal club in this district, the Union-Yachtklub, Saarplatz 1. The Old Danube has enormous advantages over any lake. The wind conditions are very stable and, as it is a flowing stream, should you fall into the water there is no danger of your drinking it all up! You can row with the Wiener Regattaverein, Opernring 1, but if you want to risk it on your own, you can hire rowing boats anywhere on the Old Danube. I would only point out to you that there is a great deal of swimming done there, and that striking swimmers with the oar is strictly forbidden even in Vienna.


  Now something for those who may wish to learn something of correct deportment—whether dancing or not—on the Vienna parquets. For them the Dance Institute of the riding master Willy Elmayer-Vestenbrugg in the Palais Pallavicini in the Bräunerstrasse 11A may be highly recommended. Here generations of Vienna society have been taught—officers, aristocrats, ministers’ daughters and the sons of the most prominent middle-class families. What Elmayer-Vestenbrugg can tell you about social matters is a revelation. There also you can learn to dance the waltz correctly, although it is as well to realise before-hand that waltzes are not danced there but celebrated.


  For you, madam, I know two special clubs, the Wiener Call-Club or the Wiener Frauenklub, both in Tuchlauben 13. There you will find young, middle-aged and old ladies: enthusiasts for Women’s Rights equally with charming young things and those resolute housewives who scorn all legal rights and rule the more determinedly at home. If you want bridge you will find it in any of the better cafés, and there are many Bridge Circles for ladies, where you will be gladly received. I recommend especially the circle at the very pleasant Promenadenkaffee in the Schwarzenbergplatz, and that at the Hôtel de France.


  Social Matters in Vienna


  You will get on so well with your new Viennese friends that you will receive invitations, first perhaps to tea. If you are asked in the evening and it has not been specifically stated “after supper,” then you will have supper with your hosts. Of course, with us you only wear a dinner jacket in the evening when you are asked to do so, otherwise come in dark clothes and your wife in an afternoon dress. You should be punctual and need not be afraid that you will find your hostess in the bath room and your host still shaving. If you bring your hostess some flowers you will give her great pleasure, for though this is not usual, it is always highly appreciated. As strangers and guests in our country you are not, of course, obliged to return the invitation. If you want to do so, order supper at the Drei Husaren and say what the occasion is. You will be as pleased as your guests, and it will not cost too much.


  The custom of taking “paying guests” is very widespread in Vienna. You will be welcomed thus in the best families in the suburbs or the Inner Town. For a longer stay this is undoubtedly the best thing to do, as the Viennese in their proverbial hospitality do all in their power to make the life of their guests as pleasant as possible. There is no organisation which provides this sort of accommodation, so it can only be obtained through personal recommendation, probably a good thing. As you would naturally only wish to stay with a family if you came on a long visit, you would do well to let your new friends advise and help you in the choice of clubs and similar societies. You will probably have to pay as a paying guest between 250 and 400 schillings monthly. That includes everything, and I am sure your hosts will do all they can to make life pleasant for you.


  The Ladies’ Capital


  You have already learnt, madam, which are the best hairdressers, you know the clubs where you will be welcomed, and now I want to show you some places which you can visit without your husband and then to take you for a walk in the shopping districts of the town. What you want, of course, is a Konditorei where you can be sure of not interfering with your figure, but it will be very hard to find in Vienna. If you go to Gerstner’s, Kärntnerstrasse 6, or Dehmel’s, Kohlmarkt 18, you will become acquainted with the two best Konditorei in Vienna. You will find there sweet cakes that are works of art: anyhow, taste them at least once, as in these cakes lies more than artistry, something of the Viennese character. The Meinl-Lokal is very good also, Zum Kärntnertor, and you must go there if only because they have what is perhaps the best Viennese coffee. In all these places you sit comfortably in tasteful quiet rooms. You can write letters or meet your friends. Of course you can equally well go alone to a dance-café in the afternoon, such as Hübner’s Kursalon in the Stadtpark, the Kaffee Herrenhof in the Herrengasse and the Splendid in the Jasomirgottgasse. If you want to dance in the evening you must find someone to go with you, but that should not be difficult.


  I will not keep you long over the museums, but you ought to see the Kunstgewerbemuseum on the Stubenring, as it is very interesting for a lady. There are the most lovely stuffs there of all periods—a thousand ideas which would be valuable even to-day. If you think you would like to do another, go to the Kunsthistorische Museum in the Lichtensteingalerie and to Schloss Schönbrunn. The latter was, as you know, the private residence of the Emperor Francis Joseph. If you want to see it they will show you everything worth seeing, from the many pompous salons to the Emperor’s bedroom. In addition you will have the pleasure of walking through a very beautiful park, and perhaps on this occasion, if you are an animal lover, you would care to see the Viennese zoo, which is at Schönbrunn too.


  Horse Racing and—Shopping


  Before I accompany you to the shopping district I should like to take you to the Viennese Derby. There you can see a most wonderful fashion show, as Freudenau is a rendezvous for the Austrian aristocracy. The elegance of the Derby public is proverbial; it swarms with princes and countesses, but also with true Vienna folk who to-day discuss horse-racing with the same wisdom as a football match. The Jockey Club arranges five meetings a year at Freudenau, in April the spring meeting, May-June the Derby meeting, July-August the summer meeting, the September meeting and the autumn meeting in October-November. After the races you would do well to walk a little in the Prater or even in the Lobau, the great animal paradise, where from your path you can see stags grazing, and also wild boar and such-like beasts, of which you must beware at times when they have their young with them. After the walk you take supper somewhere in the Prater in the open air, good and not very expensive, and you can look at the crowd in the so-called Wurstelprater. This is the great pleasure ground of the poorer people—from the Hippodrome to the slip-in-the-slip, from the haunted castle to the shooting galleries and the waxworks, everything is there to delight the hearts of grown-ups and children. There you can hear the ancient Viennese dialect, see the true Viennese types of both sexes and learn—if you know enough “Viennese”—something of their wit.


  And now for the shopping. I take it that you have not come to Vienna to buy a fur or jewels. So I will limit myself to showing you the shops where you can buy practical articles for everyday use, which you need whilst travelling. I have already shown you the perfumery shops, so the next thing is the lingerie salon of Lisl Edthofer in the Herrengasse, a house where you can get the finest ladies’ underclothing. Some of the loveliest hats in Viennese style can be got at Habig’s in the Kärntnerstrasse. From the Tyrolese summer hat to the latest thing in Viennese art work all are obtainable at Habig’s with excellent materials and workmanship. You can of course get dresses in numberless shops. First I must recommend the Viennese knitted goods. Let Frau Schwarz in the Augustinerstrasse, near the Albrechtsrampe, show you the newest models. You will see that the frocks knitted in Vienna, although they have rather the air of “sports” clothes, may also be worn for more dressy occasions in the morning or afternoon. At Zwieback’s in the Kärntnerstrasse you will find a splendidly organised international store, in which you can get all kinds of dresses from the smartest evening frock to the dressing-gown. Another very modern store to visit is Stone and Blythe’s in the Kärntnerstrasse; “Old Bond Street” and Robell’s in the same street can offer you the most intimate articles of underwear, ready-made frocks, stockings, all kinds of clothing.


  You can see that a walk through the Graben and the Kärntnerstrasse will as a general rule bring you all the shops you need. But do not forget that close to the Kärntnerstrasse, the Bond Street of Vienna, there is still the Mariahilferstrasse, where you will find many charming and considerably cheaper goods. The Viennese woman, as a rule, is as elegantly but also as quietly dressed as possible, and she is not bound to the Paris mode, adapting Paris creations to Central European taste, and thus arriving at the charming and original fashions of Vienna.


  Shoes


  The Vienna shoe fashions are—as with nearly everything genuinely Viennese—a light-hearted mixture of English, Hungarian and Czechoslovakian influences. The best shoemakers in the town have established themselves in the Karlsplatz, and you will be interested to hear that they are English—Coyle and Earle. There you can get shoes like a poem. Gardos, also, and Bencze will supply you with first-class footwear, likewise the Delka and Bally shops in the Kärntnerstrasse, or Bauer in the Fleischmarkt.


  If you are buying many things in Vienna you may need another trunk, and at the corner of the Kärntnerstrasse and the Opernring is Sirk’s, one of the best shops for this and all other leather goods. At Förster’s, in the Kohlmarkt, are watches and handbags, ornaments and glass, useful articles and luxury goods in great variety, and if you can leave the shop without having found the gift you wanted—you are indeed difficult to please. Then I should advise you to see the delightful vases and table ware at Wahliss in the Kärntnerstrasse, and at Lobmayer’s on the other side of the street there is attractive glass-ware made from the designs of well-known artists.


  And now you have doubtless spent all your available money and will have to make innumerable excuses to your husband. If you have bought wisely he will say the next morning: “You look like a Viennese woman.” And I hope you will be pleased.


  Excursions


  There are some excursions which you must certainly make in order to acquire the reputation of “knowing” Vienna. One of these is the excursion to Gumpoldskirchen, a delightful spot a little way out. If you have your own car you can make the journey without any trouble, otherwise take the motor-bus. One goes to Gumpoldskirchen for the “Heuriger,” and from the Heuriger one cannot always count on returning with the steady hand that is required for driving. Amongst the excursions I include all the Heurigers—but you do not yet know what a Heuriger is. It is really no more than new wine, but the shop where this new wine is sold is also called a Heuriger. Many people visit the Heurigers, that is, small inns on the outskirts of the town, at Grinzing, Sievering, Neuwaldegg, Nussdorf and Liebhartsthal. There are Heurigers for strangers and Heurigers for the natives, and these last no native should betray. In order to do the correct thing you must take sausage or something cold with you, as at the Heurigers there is no hot food and the cold food one brings oneself. If you would like to discover a Heuriger inn for yourself, then make a note of this: Heuriger is served anywhere where you see a bundle of green twigs on a pole hanging outside the door. There are Heurigers with and without music, and a very nice comfortable Heuriger is the Schnapperbaum, Grinzing, Himmelstrasse. There you have to sit on hard benches, drink the Viennese nectar and listen to the melodies sung by the Schnapperbaum habitués. In Sievering, where the wine flows so much and so happily, you will find at the Schubertkeller a cheerful and agreeable Heuriger inn with a lovely garden; in Liebharstal you are in the heart of the Vienna suburbs—the wine you get at the Zehnermarie can safely be drunk. In Neuwaldegg the Heuriger is sold at the Resi-Tant, which is quite near the tram terminus and is much patronised by artists, nearly all natives of course. For a particularly attractive Heuriger inn you must go to Nussdorf and walk for about seven minutes from Nussdorferplatz up a small hill. At the top is the Eichelhof. Sit there, take bread and sausage out of your pocket, order a Nussdorfer and look over the town and the Danube. You will soon understand why the Austrian loves his country. There are, of course, Heurigers in Perktoldsdorf, where you can hear the Heuriger singer, Truley, a genuine character; in Mödling, in Heilingenstadt, and in other places in the near and more distant environs of Vienna.


  More Excursions


  Of course you must go to Baden. You can get to this charming little town by electric railway, motor-bus or rail. You will probably not drink Heuriger there as the ruling spirit in the town is the casino, into which you as a foreigner can go without further ado. You can play any game of chance—if you like risks—but do not fail to take a return ticket before you go into the casino. Otherwise you may have to return to Vienna on foot or without your watch. There are, however, people who have won.


  The Wiener Wald gives you opportunity for a thousand excursions. I advise you, however, only to go there during the week, as on Sundays you can hardly see the woods for noisy people. Do not miss going to Semmering, where in the winter there is ski-ing, bob-sleighing and tobogganing, and in summer swimming, tennis and golf, and where again there is a casino at which you will have the chance of getting rid of all your superfluous money. The tame Viennese mountain, the Rax, you can reach with the help of a cleverly constructed funicular: from the summit height of more than 2,000 metres you can see far over the land of Austrua. You can also attain the summit of the Hochschneeberg, which is over 2,000 metres, by means of a comfortable railway. During the journey you will see many beautiful villages and towns.


  A longer but very worth-while excursion is through the Wachau. There is no risk of being seasick on the Danube, so you may safely undertake the short journey. If you take the train to Melk and then go up by boat, through glorious mountains, and past ancient ruins and monasteries, you will have an unforgettable experience. On the vineclad hills little villages nestle, with their old Baroque churches. You lie in hammock chairs on board while the landscape unfolds before you as the Danube winds through the land. In Dürnstein or at Krems you go on shore and sit in a cool old garden on the river bank. Then it seems to you as if life and the world had stopped; only the Danube flows on. …


  General


  Please note that in Vienna the post-boxes, in which you can only post stamped letters, are painted a vivid yellow, the express letter-boxes a glaring red. The head Post Office is in the Postgasse. You can telegraph from any post office, and from the hotels you can send telephone telegrams through the porter. The banks are only open for a short time in the afternoon and close their counters at 4 o’clock. Austrian cigars and cigarettes are well known for their quality. You can get them at shops bearing the legend “Tabak Trafik,” where you can also get postage stamps. From the tramways you have to change to the city railway, but omnibus traffic is not included in this arrangement. In Vienna you drive on the left. You must not throw paper about the streets or you will be fined two schillings. On the electric tramway you must only use the entrance at the rear, and must also alight there, unless you are only travelling part of the way, when you use the front entrance only.


  II—THE PROVINCES


  Vienna is—to use a word of the post-War period—the “swollen head” of Austria, a much too large head one may say, because of the six million inhabitants of Austria, nearly two million live in Vienna. Of these two million inhabitants of Vienna, each one fancies himself to be one of the rulers of the “Bundesländer,” the provinces. Actually, it is rather the other way round, for the great majority of the leading politicians, professors, civil servants and artists come from these provinces and know from personal experience the extraordinary human qualities of the people of the Alpine countries. You should make a short tour through this little Austria, and get acquainted with the country and the people, for without this “body” that the State carries, you will in reality only have in your mind’s eye the “swollen head” of Vienna, and will take a most incorrect impression of the land of Austria home with you.


  Eisenstadt


  Go with me on any day you like in the afternoon, starting at half-past one from Vienna, Schillerplatz (where you get the State auto-bus). In about an hour and a half we shall be in Eisenstadt in the centre of Burgenland, the smallest and most remarkable of the Austrian provinces. Eisenstadt has an excellent hotel, the Weisse Rose, where you can stay, and eat, and if you like also go to the cinema. Drink wine—the town lies in the midst of beautiful vineyards, and is perhaps the very best place in the whole country for you to get guaranteed unadulterated wine; this is because there is much less water there than grape juice, and the vine growers would regret every drop of water they had to put into the wine. The whole town is undermined with cellars, and the fascinating wrought-iron work which hangs from doorways and balconies and decorates so many gratings, bears often enough symbols of the vintage and the cultivation of the vine. In Eisenstadt Joseph Haydn lived and composed, as Kapellmeister to Prince Esterhazy, and here grew up one of the most famous actresses of old Vienna, Fanny Elssler. In the Wolf-Museum there are mementoes of all the Eisenstadt celebrities; the town also possesses the one remaining ghetto in Austria. It lies on the Austrian-Hungarian frontier.


  The town of Rust, home of the Ruster wine, is well worth a visit. From Rust you can sail over the Neusiedlersee, and surprise the rarest and most beautiful birds in Europe in their paradise on the mile-long reedy shore of the great lake.


  Kärnten


  Kärnten surrounds the Wörthersee, a beautiful, broad, clear, friendly, warm lake, the warmest lake in Austria so it is said. I can only tell you that the Ossiachersee, also a jewel of the Kärntner country, is a serious rival. The Wörthersee is seldom visited by bad weather, and the Kärntner country, which lies where the ridges of the Austrian Alps follow one another eastwards, between Tyrol and the Steiermark forming the frontiers of Italy and Jugoslavia, has found in the Wörthersee, the most vivid expression of her soul. From the first station the great spa, Velden, in the centre of which is the four-towered historic Khevenhüller Castle, which to-day with its pillared terraces has become a fashionable hotel, a glorious view over the lake is opened up. Quite a number of agreeable bathing places are established here, and there are opportunities for carrying on every kind of sport—you can sail, row, ride and play football, climb mountains. You, madam, can dance in the bar of the Schloss Hotel, and take five o’clock tea in bathing pyjamas. You, sir, can drink cocktails with your friends at the Astoria till the early morning. In Pörtschach, the second largest bathing place, the Astoria Bar opens its friendly doors to you. There is no difficulty about staying here, as there are well managed hotels and pensions of all kinds and all prices. The Kärntner dialect will seem a little strange to you at first, also the loud calls when a boat appears: “Look out, there comes a steamer!” But once you are used to it you will hear in these sounds the music of the country. The principal town of the Kärntner country is Klagenfurt. Stay at the Hotel Moser if you want up-to-date apartments, but at the Hotel Sandwirth (where of course you will find running water in all bedrooms) if you want comfort and like a lovely old garden and solid country food. The food at the Goldenen Brünnen in the Lidmannskygasse is recommended by the natives, it has a Kärntnerish character, but nevertheless will adapt itself to your taste. If you go to the Landhauskeller or the Kaffee Moser, do not forget to order a “Reindling.” I will only tell you that it is something to eat.


  Steiermark


  Steiermark has gained a certain international reputation through the “Steirer dress,” grey jacket with green facings, which has become the favourite costume of the hunter all over the world. From Vienna you get to Steiermark via the thousand feet high Semmering which divides Lower Austria and Steiermark. Steiermark is called “green,” and in truth it lies in the arms of deep green woods. The Steirer is very fond of singing—he has given life to the Austrian folk-song. He indulges in singing and dancing and drinking, and when he is a bit merry he likes fighting. But such things he only does on Sunday—during the week he is industrious and hard-working. The capital, Graz, is one of the most beautiful towns in Austria. A quiet town, a town of civil servants and pensioners, a town in which poets and dreamy women feel at home. It has a mild climate; Gerhardt Hauptmann has sung of it; the Austrian poet Rudolf Hans Bartsch called it the town of lovers. It is like a great garden spread round the old fortress of the Schlossberg. The eight-hundred-year-old Old Town, the new town and the suburbs, are still to-day thickly wooded and intersected by quiet paths, where though you no longer meet stags or deer, there are few humans, as in Graz even in the middle of the town you can be alone. Alone but never lonely. If you climb the Schlossberg you will see a wonderful panorama of the Steiermark country, the wine country in the south with its creaking windmills, lean and crooked, overtopping the trees and copses and, not so much by their romantic aspect as by their noise, keeping the greedy birds from the vine trellises. Graz is a true country town, a town without much activity, a town for quiet people, a town for the meditative and the country lover, and the town for honeymooners. Perhaps nowhere in the world is the air and the atmosphere so appropriate to young love as here. And the South Steirer wine raises the spirits not only of old wine connoisseurs, but also of young people. The best-known hotel in the town is the Elefant. There you will find every comfort, without confusion, haste or bustle. But if you want to live just “right” in Graz, try one of those small nameless pensions in which you will be looked after like a son of the house and in which you live a timeless sort of life: a boat gliding quietly over the quiet water. Ladies who are interested in the national costume of the Steiermark should visit Kastner and Köhler’s establishment at Sackstrasse 7-13.


  On the way to Graz from Vienna, you will see on the other side of the Semmering, Roseggers Waldheimat, most typical of Steiermark life. If you have a few hours to spare, you will find a fairy-tale here: a few houses in wood and stone, a few people, happy, fresh and unspoiled, home industries, green ways and the fathomless woods of the Steiermark. It is an enchanted land where you should wear mountain shoes and no silk dresses, and where there is not only the smell of the woods in the stimulating air, but also that of the dung heaps.


  Upper Austria


  Formerly this was called “the country of the Ems.” It is a rich land with many yeomen, a corn and fruit land, the home of the so-called “Mostschädel.” Its capital, Linz on the Danube, is somewhat badly treated in Austria. It is really a charming Baroque town with delightful nooks and corners, with very good inns and a particularly cheerful and carefree people. Its position on the Danube made it formerly a trading town, and enriched its citizens. The citizeness of Linz is very well dressed in charming but peculiar costume, with beautiful gold cap, heavy coat and pretty corslet bodice. The people of Linz have acquired an international reputation for their culinary specialities, amongst which the Linzertorte alone make a journey there worth while. You get them nowhere so good as in the beautiful old village-like Danube town; only you must see that they are fresh, as they are not worth eating if more than a month old. If you want to get a bird’s-eye view of Upper Austria, the land of wood, meadow and hills through which the Danube winds, then go from Linz by the electric railway to the Pöstlingberg, the watch-tower of Austria. It is an inexpensive journey of a few minutes only. You can drink coffee there and eat Linzertorte, and in the summer you can also dance in the afternoon and evening.


  But the gaiety of Upper Austria, the deep calm and quiet happiness of the landscape, is seen at its best at the monastery of St. Florian and at Kefermarkt. This summer, festival plays are to be held, some of which will be staged at Linz and some at the old town of Steyr. The organisation which is producing them is called “Art and Culture in Brucknerland,” and the object is to honour the memory of Anton Bruckner, who was Regens Chori at the monastery of St. Florian. By way of leading up to the Salzburg Festival an extraordinarily full programme has been arranged, which from July 18th to 22nd will form a stimulating overture to the Salzburg festivities. The lovely unique Baroque monastery of St. Florian is a sight which no visitor to Austria should miss; so also with the altar at Kefermarkt which was saved from destruction with great difficulty.


  Salzburg—Festival Town


  It has been stated, not incorrectly, that Salzburg is like Mozart’s romantic opera “Don Giovanni,” that the streets and squares with their mountains and churches, their façades and their civic halls, might be a magic scene, especially in the evening when the lights give a mystic effect and the decorative stage is peopled with the fantastic shapes of the opera. Certainly the performances of “Everyman” in the Domplatz are wonderfully impressive, and the serenades in the Residenzhof, where Mozart concerts are held by candle light, bring to life the ghosts of old times. Though this magic is not only to be felt at festival time, from July 29th to August 31st, it is ever present, and especially when the famous organ music, the “Steir” from the Veste Hohensalzburg, breaks like a choir over the town, or the musical filigree of the bells marks the passage of time.


  Perhaps the greatness of the town of Salzburg and its true “festal” character are best evidenced by the fact that though it is a busy and versatile city, it never seems to lose this characteristic. In its hotels luxury is combined with excellent taste, in the cafés intellectuality often sits next to joviality. In the modern luxury hotels, in the pompous and imposing Europe, which is near the railway, the wealthy of many countries and languages meet. At the Oesterreichische Hof, the second grand hotel of Salzburg, prominent artists stay, unless they are renting a private villa like Toscanini and many others, or intend to settle in the Salzburg country like Max Reinhardt, and buy a property, a castle, or a villa. At Festival time many celebrities are to be seen in the lobbies and famous restaurant of the Oesterreichische Hof, such as Richard Tauber, Max Reinhardt, or Bruno Walter. But there is also the Bristol, which lies in a beautiful position on the Salzach and provides every comfort and is not expensive; then there is the Bitter, and many others. Naturally at Festival time it is not always very easy to get a room. I should advise you therefore to go to the private accommodation bureau at the station, which is open the whole day and where they will give you advice and recommend rooms gratis.


  Salzburg: Restaurant, Dress and Beer


  One of the best places to eat at is the Traube, where you will find most of the artistic world of Vienna assembled: perhaps Paula Wessely with her husband Attila Hörbiger, the State Opera singers, and the Burgtheater players from old Reimers to the youngest member. Then the theatrical academies also come to Salzburg, and celebrities walk the streets in green-faced jackets and Salzburg hats. In order, however, that you may not be recognised in the Traube or in the Kaffee Bazar or anywhere in Salzburg as a “Greenhorn”—note that it is a disgrace to be in Salzburg for the first time—and that you may receive the nimbus of the experienced, you must get yourself dressed at Lanz’s. Lanz is the maker of the “Dirndl” (peasant costume; the word means “young girl” also, but is an untranslateable Austrian expression) and the national costume, and there any woman can get herself transformed into a smart Dirndl and the most withered old man into a dashing hunter. You can be sure of getting good advice from Lanz, and he will not let you leave the shop looking like a caricature. Salzburg will live long in your memory for its Austrian cakes, the so-called “Salzburger Nockerln,” and also on account of a casino, the like of which cannot be seen elsewhere, in the marvellous Mirabellschloss.


  In Salzburg wine is drunk less than beer. There are a great many most original Kellers where you can drink marvellous beer, set on the table in great tankards by a cheerful friar. Here are the names of some of them: Stiegelbräu, Augustiner, and the Peterskeller, which lies in the middle of a lonely cemetery, which may at first seem rather grim to you but which you will find quite pleasant when you have two or three tankards of beer inside you.


  Of the Festival I need not tell you much. Toscanini, Bruno Walter, Weingartner, Pierre Monteux and Arthur Rodzinsky conduct, Max Reinhardt designs the scenery for “Faust” and for the performance of “Everyman” in front of the cathedral. No town on the Continent is more festive by nature than Salzburg, and none is more naturally theatrical.


  The Salzkammergut


  Do not fail to visit the Salzkammergut; your visit, thanks to excellent transport, may be either short or long. The Weisse Rossl on the Wolfgangsee is doubtless already known to you from plays, films and records. It is really enchantingly beautiful, as indeed most of these places are. Small, clean houses bask peacefully in the sun, looking like toys when you see them from the summit of the Schafberg, which you can reach comfortably by the railway. On a clear day you can see from there a mighty panorama of mountains, and in the valleys the beauty of about seven lakes, blue and shimmering. You can also stay on the Schafbergalpen which is 1,365 metres high. Below in the village I might mention the Hotel-Pension Försterheim and the Parkhotel. Dorf St. Gilgen is charming, a favourite summer resort, and famous for its sailing regattas. In the ancient town of Hallein there is not only a salt mine but a glorious and lavishly fitted swimming bath. The Hotel Blaue Stern is cheap and good. At Ort Mondsee on the Mondsee, you must see the locally made ceramics, and do not forget to eat Mondsee cheese. It does not smell much but nevertheless tastes good, which is seldom the case with cheese. The Mondsee lies, as nearly all these lakes, in a beautiful world of mountains. Every one of the lakes has many fine modern bathing places and sports establishments. I recommend Gmunden if you are fond of a cool lake. The Traunsee, on which lies this small town, is charming and is a favourite with the Viennese. Ischl swarms with mementoes of the Emperor Francis Joseph, and you will find there what is left of the old Austria-Hungary: Kaiservilla and the numerous Kaiser lanes and Kaiser bridges and Kaiser oaks—only the “Kaiserschmarrn” is not an Ischler institution, although you can of course eat it at the Kurhaus Helios in a distinguished, and at the Goldenen Ochsen in a homely, setting.


  Badgastein and Hofgastein


  In the Salzburg country also there are the sulphur baths at Badgastein. This is a very feudal, somewhat expensive, but healthy and beautifully situated spa, which is visited not only by invalids but by the healthy. The air is fresh and full of fragrance from the woods. The good hotels are rather dear and are almost without exception patronised by rich and well-connected people—the Kaiserhof, the Hotel Germania or Pension Alpenrose. The Hotel Münchnerhof is cheap and good. Hofgastein, the sister-spa, is even more beautifully situated than Badgastein. It is more countrified, quieter, less mundane and also a little cheaper. At the Grand Hotel you may satisfy your more ambitious requirements, at the Alten Post and the Pension Edelweiss you will be very well looked after, both as regards board and lodging. In no case must you omit going to Zell am See. On one of the biggest and most beautiful of the Austrian lakes it lies; a small place, but quite prepared to shelter strangers, and with very well managed inns. The Grand Hotel is, as everywhere, somewhat expensive, though very beautifully situated with its own boathouse and all the other conveniences which make life in a strange place agreeable. The Hotel Traube and the Hotel Mozart are midway between medium and high prices. A few kilometres east from Zell am See begins that wonder of modern engineering, the Grossglockner road, high up in the Alps. It leads through the Fuscher Ache valley to the high valley of Ferleiten, where Alpine hotels invite one to rest, then begins in great easily negotiated bends the climb to the Fuscher Törl Pass (2,428 m.). Quite close runs the railway to the Brennkogel glacier, and there are mighty mountains, all snow and ice, on the other side of the valley. Six kilometres farther on you come to the Sattel des Hochtors, certainly over 2,350 metres. A short tunnel runs through the rock couloir of the Mittertörl, and a tunnel 310 metres long through the Massi des Hochtores. The journey through these tunnels, at a height of 2,506 metres, is interesting both from the point of view of the engineering feat and the scenery. Through a serene, almost southern, landscape, the road goes on past flower-bedecked pastures to the Guttal and then again upwards, direct to the Grossglockner. The end of the road is wonderful: over the southern ramp through Heiligenblut with its famous altar, a work of art dating from the sixteenth century, through the Mölltal towards Lienz in East Tirol and along the Drau on the shore of the Kärntner Wörthersee. You can hardly imagine a greater contrast than to be at midday on the Parkplatz Franz Josefs-Hohe, surrounded by icy glaciers and cutting winds, and in the evening by the warm southern Wörthersee.


  Tirol


  Tirol, the land in the mountains, the land of the wars of independence, the land which first lifted up its hand successfully against Napoleon, will probably interest you, madam, for the reason that during the last few years it has influenced summer fashions to an extent which perhaps no other country in the world has done. You can wear hats and aprons, jackets and bodices, “dirndl” dresses, shoes and stockings à la Tirolian, and your pocket handkerchiefs, your gloves and your scarves are often copied from the colourful Tirolese costumes. Of the ski-ing fashions there is nothing to say, as in the classic school of ski-ing itself they have naturally had their chance. Tirol, to which the wine-growing south once belonged, but which is now the northernmost point of Italy, is bisected by the valley of the Inn, in approximately the middle of which is the capital, Innsbruck, the town on the Inn, nine hundred and more years old, sheltered from the north by the sheer, ghost-pale, 2,000 metre walls of the Nordkette, open towards the south and the sun. At the Hotel Tirol, at which most English people stay, you will find not only natives, but people of all nationalities who patronise luxury hotels.


  [image: ]


  Innsbruck Hotels and Excursions


  You can live well at the Hotel Kreid, which is situated on the very beautiful Boznerplatz, though situation does not mean so much in Innsbruck, where every window in the town has a view of some mountain. Simple and good, with first-class management, are the Arlerbergerhof and the Graue Bär. In Innsbruck there are delightful wine shops in which you can see ancient bearded connoisseurs sitting at their red wine and telling tales of bygone days.


  There is the famous Zum Jörgele, the vine-covered Ortoburg on the Inn, the Weiherburg with a wonderful view over the town and valley. Ham dumplings and other Tirolese specialities are very good at Breinössl or, if you prefer to eat outside the town, at the Kerschbuchhof which you can reach in half an hour. You should not fail to visit the 2,200-metre Hafelekar, with the help of the funicular if you wish, of which the natives say: “You go up with a ticket, you come down without a skull.” That is, of course, not true, as on this enchanting journey there has never to my knowledge been an accident. In the winter there is a wonderful place for ski-training at the middle station, Seegrube. He who does not ski can lie on a deck chair and let Doctor Sun do his work. On the other side of the valley lies the Patscherkofel, a round, 2,000-metre mountain with beautiful meadows and wonderful ski-ing schools and starting-places, which can also be reached from Innsbruck via Igls by funicular. At the Igler Alm you will not only learn the true enchantment of the mountain pastures, but you will be fully satisfied with food, service and lodging. There is a bathing pool filled with spring water from the heights, but it is more suitable for washing the head than for bathing in, as even in high summer only members of the society, whose motto is “Cool yourself daily,” could bathe in it. From Innsbruck you can tour and walk in the very beautiful Stubaital, surrounded by glacier mountains. There are also very lovely excursions to be made by the Mittenwald Railway, both summer and winter, to the Seefeld district or, farther on, to the Zugspitz district. From Ehrwald im Ausserfern the most beautiful and remarkable funicular in Europe goes up the Zugspitz. You travel from the green valley (in an evening dress if you like) nearly to the summit of the mountain, and can step in your thin shoes on to the face of the glacier. Perhaps also you could pay a short visit to the glorious Ausserfern and Fernpass districts, Binwier, Reutte, etc., which would be worth your while.


  Kitzbühl and the Arlberg


  The most fashionable district in the Tirol is probably Kitzbühl, to which King Edward has paid several visits. An ancient town with wonderful houses and hotels to suit every taste, and with most enchanting surroundings. A funicular takes you up the Hahnenkamm, where there are ideal ski-ing grounds and in summer the most marvellous mountain scenery. It is surrounded by mountains which attract tourists all the year round. You may bathe and boat in the fairy-like Schwarzsee, and you will be charmed with Kitzbühl the moment you see it. Incidentally you may meet famous people from many countries dancing, swimming and ski-ing there, from King Alfonso of Spain to Lotte Lehmann, Bernard Shaw and notable sportsmen. There are cafés where you can get five o’clock tea, and night clubs, and of course there are ski-ing schools for beginners and for the more advanced. I will only mention two pensions suitable for the slender purse: Pension Erika and Pension Schloss Lebenberg. At the Reich Hotel you may satisfy your more luxurious requirements.


  On the Arlberg there is St. Anton, where you can learn the Haute Ecole of ski-ing. Arlberg stands for pastures deep in snow, mighty mountains and, first and foremost, ski-ing, Alpine ski-running as the world-renowned Hannes Schneider, founder of Alpine ski-running, still teaches it in his ski-ing school. The most famous runners in the world learnt how to ski “properly” here. Only try it, you will like it even if you often find yourself flat on the ground. Here and in Zürs you will live through a Tirolese winter dream, you will see days dressed in white and gold like little fairies. The houses painted in red, blue, yellow and green, look like wooden toy houses: sometimes they have pointed gables, and sometimes wide-spreading roofs. Between them are old hay-sheds which give the places an indescribably homely air and which only have one disadvantage, they are always in the way of the ski-ers, like the trees, at which badly disciplined skis invariably rush with unerring certainty.


  The Vorarlberg


  Behind the Arlberg, and full of character in its landscape as in its people, lies the Vorarlberg country. It is called Vorarlberg because it lies behind the Arlberg. A rich well-managed little country with a great many beauty spots. The capital, Bregenz, lies on the Bodensee, that lake which is shared by the three countries, Germany, Austria and Switzerland. You can sail and swim there, or you can visit the exquisite little summer resorts in the Bregenzerwald, like Bezau. In winter I recommend the villages and huts of the Montafoner valley. Everywhere there are beautiful excursions, good accommodation and, above all, first-class ski-ing schools in which you can learn the Arlberg technique. You might choose Parthennen in Montafon as your first headquarters, and from there you can go on to any of the other places you like.


  And now we have reached the Austrian frontier. You have, I hope, got some idea of the country and people, and if you have enjoyed yourself with us then please come again. You will have noticed that we are hospitable and grateful for guests who like our beautiful country as much as we do. If, however, you have not enjoyed yourself, then think it over, find out why and write to us about it. Every Austrian is glad of friendly criticism. We ourselves are unfortunately not always content, and have a certain amount of sympathy with the dissatisfaction of others. So saying, I hope to have—in my last sentence—given you an inkling of one side of the Austrian character, and I hope you will understand it.


  
    HUNGARY


    by


    LAJOS ZILAHY

  


  TABLE OF CONTENTS


  HUNGARY


  Journey to Hungary


  IT was after dinner. We were sitting round the fireplace over which there was a Reynolds portrait of one of my host’s ancestors. There were some twenty of us in the room, most of them English, but there were also some Americans, a Swede and a French married couple. Of the company I only knew our host, whose charming personality was an important contributor towards my great love for the spirit and traditions of the English home and for the Englishman in general.


  During dinner I sat next to Miss Betty Glinton. The only thing I knew about her was her name, which I read on the little place-card in front of her. Additionally—and as a matter of course I had also observed that she had lovely hands, a transparent complexion, dark red hair and most interesting green eyes. I would not venture to say that her face was radiating a great beauty, but it reflected intelligence, a little irony and a good humour. I guessed that she was over thirty, though I felt that this impression of mine would not by any means meet with her approval.


  After dinner we continued our argument, whose subject seemed to both of us so much more important than the Treaty of Locarno. She said that the Irish Terrier was the very finest dog on earth, and I tried to convince her that the Hungarian Puli leaves all dogs behind in all respects. Later on I discovered that both of us were addicts to fishing. She resented it when she heard that I had a preference for Florida and Mexico to the waters of England and France.


  “What is your nationality?” she asked with a gentle hint at my English, which is by no means perfect.


  “What d’you think?”


  Miss Glinton was glad to be involved in a new kind of social game and her eyes began to examine my whole physical appearance. I felt a trifle ill at ease as I had never regarded myself a beauty. She looked at my reddish hair for quite a long time, and discovered that it is discreetly though but quite definitely making its way towards gradual disappearance.


  “Dutch,” she said finally, in a voice that suffers no contradictions.


  “Sorry. My parents had otherwise decided.”


  She looked at my tie and my shoes.


  “Austrian.”


  “I swear that I am not one.”


  Her glance swept over me again and as a result she decided that I must be Swiss. Then she said that I was French. Later on she thought I was a Pole, and in a surprisingly short time she gave a list of all European nations. Finally she gave it up. Her eyebrows arched:


  “Can’t you share your terrible secret with me?”


  “It isn’t a secret. I am a Hungarian.”


  Miss Glinton began to protest with such a righteous indignation as if she had caught me cheating at cards.


  “Excuse me, I did say that!”


  “You did not.”


  Our argument became so fiery that several people in the room became conscious of it.


  Miss Glinton whispered:


  “But I did say it. I said you were an Austrian, didn’t I?”


  “Oh, well. I might as well say in turn that you are Portuguese.”


  “Why? Surely Austrians and Hungarians are the same. Don’t you speak German in Budapest?”


  I seized her arm:


  “For God’s sake, Miss Glinton, don’t make that statement again and aloud. It is the greatest mistake, which originates from the fact that the Austrians and Hungarians had formed a monarchy for several centuries, under the same dynasty: the Habsburgs. But that does not mean that the Hungarians belong to the Germanic race or that the Hungarian language is a German dialect. We Hungarians are the most lonely people in Europe.”


  Miss Glinton looked at me with surprise:


  “Then who are you Hungarians after all?”


  “We are the Young-Man-Of-Twenty-One in Europe.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “We had lived twenty thousand years in Asia and a thousand years in Europe. Twenty plus one is twenty-one. And a young man of twenty-one, who has left his parents’ roof at twenty, cannot change himself completely in a single year. That is why we have still retained a good many Eastern traits. If you come to Hungary you would see a good deal of Asia in the native dresses of some of our villages.”


  “But why did you leave Asia if you had enjoyed staying under ‘your parents’ roof’ for twenty thousand years?”


  A Little History


  “You had better ask those historians who try to find the possible reasons for those great and almost universal migrations of the century after Christ. I should say that grazing land had become desiccated through some atmospheric change in those great steppes of Asia, and those primitive people were forced to come towards the west in search of pasture land. They came like herds of hungry wolves. Have you heard of Attila? He was the king of the Huns and he died on his wedding night because he drank too much. You never heard of him. That does not matter as I am sure they will make a film of him in a few years’ time. Well, Attila took Europe by storm, followed by a huge nomadic tribe. You can well imagine that Europeans did not very much like him, or his tribe for that matter. They called him ‘Whip of God.’”


  “If you don’t mind my telling you, I can’t see much resemblance between you and Attila. …”


  “Most unfortunately Attila was not among my ancestors. We Hungarians only arrived in Europe some five hundred years after him. We were a nation of fishermen and hunters, and in the great turmoil of Asia we became mingled with an ancient Turkish tribe. Through them we made our acquaintance with agriculture and the horse. It was a superior race: tall and erect, with a fine aquiline nose. Rather Eastern in looks. Looking at some of the Hungarian aristocrats you can still find the ancestral traits in their features. After a thousand years.”


  “Are Hungarian men good-looking generally?”


  “Well, just look at me!”


  “And how can you distinguish the Hungarian type?”


  “That would now be almost impossible. The original Eastern race has gone through many admixtures of blood. During the last thousand years a good deal of Slavonic and German blood came into us. In the tombs of the time of the Conquest they have found skeletons of Norman origin. It would be too easy to prove that I am related to you too. This mixture of blood makes the Hungarian race so interesting and talented. St. Stephen, the first king of Hungary, converted them to Christianity, and when …”


  “For God’s sake! You want to go through the whole Hungarian history?”


  “Aren’t you interested?”


  “I am. But I am afraid I am very ignorant of history. I could not even tell you when James II reigned over this very country.”


  Watchdogs of Europe


  “But you must know something about us. For a thousand years on the threshold of the West we were defending Western civilisation with our own body. While you were busy building towns and churches we had been fighting the Tartars and the Turks.”


  “You mean to say that England, too, owes her presentday power to Hungarians.”


  “I wouldn’t go so far. But it is a fact that for centuries we were the watchdogs of the whole of Europe. I am afraid I can’t be more modest than that. It was only a few years back that we were bitten again by the Asiatic Wolf. You obviously read about it sitting by your fire!”


  “What do you mean?”


  “After the War we were the only European country where Asiatic Bolshevism could succeed in forming a serious government. Though their regime only lasted a few months, I would not wish you such a chaos.”


  “Oh, let’s not talk about politics. I dislike it.”


  “It was you who began.”


  “I?”


  “Yes, you. I began to talk about fishing and you asked what my nationality was. The politics of the whole world seems to be turning round similar questions. When will you come to Budapest, by the way?”


  “I haven’t the faintest idea. To tell you the truth I don’t very much want to, either.”


  “You are the first British subject I’ve met who does not share His Majesty’s opinion.”


  “Why?”


  “Because Edward VIII, as Prince of Wales, came to visit Hungary twice in the same year, and liked his séjour. Well, let’s talk about something else. What d’you think of the great strides the film-industry is making in England?”


  “Oh, you fiery patriot. I do happen to know that Hungarian talent has a great share in it. …”


  My First Letter to Miss Glinton


  A few weeks later I received a letter from Miss Glinton. She asked me how to get to Budapest easiest, as she was going to Venice, and would have liked to come to Budapest en route. I answered at once:


  Dear Miss Glinton,—I strongly dissuade you from coming to Budapest. The town will bore you to tears. You like to throw away money with both hands and here most unfortunately there is little chance for that. Bearing London prices in mind, in the most expensive Budapest hotel, the one where the Prince of Wales stayed, a room won’t cost you as much as 10s. a day. You can get it for 6s. in first-class hotels. At the Budapest office of the Hungarian Travel Association you can buy a book of tickets for £15, with which you can stay three weeks at the best thermal hotels. Apart from your room, you can use all the medicinal baths, you will be taken around the town in charabancs and could see Budapest. You get cheap tickets for the theatres and concerts, pay nothing for your visa, get 50 per cent. reduction on the Hungarian railways. And that £15 includes service, light and heating, tips and, of course, all your meals. In case you are on a diet you can get special food and pay nothing extra. From this you can see that Hungarians are the most reckless people on earth. As regards travelling, the quickest way is to fly. It takes you about eight hours to fly from London to Budapest, and costs you £17. Last time you saw me in London I came by one of the machines of the Imperial Airways. Four engines and perfect comfort. Their pilots are frightful cheats. I mean we always arrived before the scheduled time. The journey was simply magnificent. From Cologne to London we flew over the clouds, as if flying over huge dazzling snowfields glittering in the sunshine. With my watch and time-table in hand, I estimated we must have been somewhere over Ostend, when the machine began to descend. It broke through the veil of clouds and to my great astonishment I saw Croydon underneath. Again the pilot stole thirty minutes from the scheduled time. In the future I shall not make one single step without an air-plane. Not even when I want to go from one room to the other. The train journey is a little cheaper. Third class costs you £6, and second class is not quite £10. If you are tired of the train journey you could take the motor-bus or the boat at Vienna. The latter I strongly recommend. The boat from Vienna won’t cost you more than 6s., and the journey on the “Blue Danube” is really lovely. I can tell you (but don’t let it go further, will you) that the Danube is blue only on picture postcards and in the Viennese valses; in reality it is exactly like any other large river. If the sky is cloudy it is grey; but in sunshine it looks sometimes like liquid gold. As the boat is reaching Budapest and the outline of the hills and the huge bridges unfold themselves, you will see a sight for which all through your life you will bless the day when you made the acquaintance of such an important man as my humble self.


  By the way, will you bring evening frocks with you as Hungarians are very keen on going out in the evening. Budapest is as full of the buzz of gipsy music as the flowers of the elder tree with the music of the bees in the spring. And here you can get some of the best wines of the world for 2s. or 3s. a bottle. Unfortunately, I am not a vineyard owner and so I am quite impartial in recommending them to your attention. Leave your money at home and bring your good humour.


  A few days later Miss Glinton replied that she was more interested in water than wine. She heard that Budapest has excellent waters. Her mother has been suffering for some time from rheumatism, and she would be glad if I could give her detailed information about thermal baths. So I wrote her the following:


  My Second Letter to Miss Glinton


  A few years ago a famous French author, a friend of mine, had come to Budapest and asked me to show him round the town. Within the first hour or so we had both come to the shattering conclusion that I knew next to nothing about my home town. Finally, he took me by the arm and began to explain in a faintly lecturing mood:


  “Now, listen, Zilahy. Budapest is the largest watering place in the whole world, with a ‘season’ throughout the year. Eighty medicinal springs, nine hot springs and two hundred aperient springs have been explored so far.”


  “How d’you know that?”


  “I have just read it in this guide-book while you went to ask the policeman where the Folklore Museum was. Fancy you not knowing that. Well, I think it would be better if I’d shown you round in your own town. I am, for the first time, in Budapest, while you are merely ‘living’ here.”


  “I shall be much obliged to you. Next time I shall in turn show you round in your native Paris.”


  My French friend had given me the following information about the thermal baths of Budapest, which herewith I duly pass on to you:


  Unique Bathing Pool


  At the foot of the St. Gellért Hill—on the Buda side—is the St. Gellért Hotel, one of the most up-to-date hotels of the town. It has a medical bath, a “foam-bath” which is open all the year round, and an open-air, artificial wave-bath (a large and extremely smart swimming pool). The rooms in the hotel are heated by natural hot water. The St. Gellért is the most perfect thermal-hotel in the whole world. It has no less than thirteen hot springs. The water contains calcium, hydrocarbonate, magnesia and various radio-active salts. (What d’you think of the extent of my scientific knowledge?)


  The springs supply no less than 2,000,000 litres of water per day. The temperature of the water is … (sorry, I forget that).


  The greatest value of the Gellért is its radio-active mud known as “Geko.” It is a wonderful cure against rheumatism, ischias, sciatica, and other similar ailments.


  Another similarly large thermal hotel of Budapest is the Szent Lukács (St. Luke) Bath. It is built also on the Buda side. Its water contains sulphur and lime. Here are the springs of the famous Hungarian “Crystal Water.” You can bathe in the water of the hot springs here all through the winter in the open air. Adjoining the bath is one of the most up-to-date hotels of Budapest, with a recently opened rheuma-sanatorium. The mud at the St. Lukács Bath is so hot that you could easily boil an egg in it. It is a wonderful cure against the rheumatic pains in the bones, muscles and the nerves. I mean the mud.


  The ideal medical baths, however, are on the Margit Sziget (St. Margaret’s Island). The island is named after a Hungarian princess who resigned all pleasures life on earth could afford, and took refuge in the picturesque nunnery on the island. You could still see its lovely old ruins. To-day the island is a magnificent park with century-old trees and an area of 160 hectares. It really is a little paradise in the centre of the town, and I don’t exaggerate when I say that the invalid gets better from the sheer beauty of it. It is a little town in itself. It has hotels, medical baths, open-air and closed swimming pools, restaurants, night clubs, sanatoria, cafés, rowing clubs. Its climate is perfect all the year round. In the heat of the summer it is cooled by the Danube and the permanent springs of the park. In the winter it is quiet under the white sheet of snow, in spring its atmosphere is full of the scent of 20,000 roses, and the autumn is unforgettable among the yellow leaves. We call it the “Pearl of the Danube.” Its most important springs contain sulphur, which is a good cure for rheumatism.


  Császárfürdö


  Opposite the island, on the Buda side, there is the oldest bath of the town: the Császárfürdö. It was already known to the Romans. Its water is also rich in lime and sulphur, like most of the baths in Budapest. It has a huge swimming pool, the scene of the swimming championships in the summer. The famous Hungarian water-polo team started from that pool on its way towards Olympic championship. The bath is fed by eight springs supplying about 2,000,000 litres of water per day. So you needn’t worry about water shortage.


  In the other end of the town, in the large Town Park, is the Széchenyi bath. It hasn’t a hotel. Its springs are as deep as 3,000 feet. That is the hottest natural spring in Europe. Also excellent against rheumatism.


  You might think the repertoire is exhausted. Far from it. The Hungarian plain-land, including Budapest, was a sea bottom in the prehistoric past, and all over it in the depths the dead sea is still steaming and hissing. A little higher under the romantic rocks of the Gellért Hill, there still are two baths which were built four hundred years ago by the Turks. The Turks came uninvited to Hungary and stayed on for more than a hundred and fifty years. When they finally left they had forgotten to settle the bill. Under the arches of the Rudas Bath a few centuries back corpulent Turkish pashas were enjoying a dip. A few minutes from it is the St. Imre Bath built for himself by Mátyás, the great King of Hungary. Then there is the Erzsébet Bath surrounded by a park of 15 hectares. It is supplied by nineteen springs, and its waters contain aperient and glauber salts which are a good cure for women’s diseases. By the bath there is an open-air salt bath, which is excellent for liver and bilious complaints. You could also do air-bathing or sun-bathing there.


  “Hunyadi Janos”


  The aperient water springs of Budapest are world famous. The Hunyadi János springs, for example, supply 100,000 litres a day. Budapest is a good place for drink cures. You have a large choice among these important waters.


  Firstly, there are waters containing sulphur and lime; secondly, those containing radio-active properties; and finally, the aperient waters. At the hotel anyone can tell you where to find them.


  A few minutes from the town, and about 1,300 feet high, is the Svábhegyi Sanatorium, one of the most beautiful and most up-to-date sanatoria and hotels in Europe. It is an excellent place for cures for Basedow’s disease, asthma, anaemia, heart disease, and nervous exhaustion. It has a strand in its park. From its terrace you can see such a magnificent view as only the Bello Sguardo in Florence, or the Golden Horn in Constantinople, can give you. Near the hotel is the largest golf course in Budapest.


  Well, tell me another town in Europe which could possibly offer so many medical baths and waters, strands, and flowers, and so much air, sunshine, and music as Budapest. And don’t forget that you can enjoy all that for £15 for three full weeks. And more! I wouldn’t risk saying that Budapest makes the best motor-cars or the best cloth, but it is certain that here you find the best medical specialists of the whole world against all diseases the flesh is heir to.


  Will you please let me know if you should need any other information? I shall then write at once to one of my friends abroad and obtain the necessary information.


  There came no answer to my letter.


  After some three weeks I began to fret that my powers towards encouraging foreign tourist traffic must have been at fault. I must confess that it hurt my vanity quite a good deal. Should Miss Glinton arrive in Budapest I would perhaps have hidden myself, but since she did not come, and did not even answer my letter, it began to excite my curiosity. Now I felt I had a quest to entice Betty to Budapest and I made up my mind to approach the business from another side. I remembered that during dinner she showed a great interest in pictures. So I wrote yet another letter.


  My Third Letter to Miss Glinton


  I am so glad you did not answer my letter. From this fact I gather that your mother no longer suffers from rheumatism and is in no need of visiting the baths of Budapest. It has just occurred to me that last time you asked me if there were any Goya pictures in Budapest, because you love Goya. I could not give you a definite answer there and then, but now I have looked it up and in order to show what a reliable person I am, I send you a detailed account of all museums in Budapest.


  Our Museum of Fine Arts is among the first in Europe. In its rooms you can find some of the best pictures of the Italian Renaissance, and of the Spanish and the Dutch schools, together with the loveliest Hungarian pictures. The statuary and the graphical section is also quite good. By this I don’t wish to say that it is a grander place than the Uffizi, but should you wish to take refuge among the beauties of art for a few hours, you could also do that in Budapest. In the same museum you can find the “Girl Carrying Water” and the portrait of “Señora Cean Bermudez,” by Goya. There is “Magdalen” by El Greco, a lovely portrait by Giorgione, and a few famous Rembrandts. In the Hungarian section you could see the large and magnificent canvasses of Mihály Munkácsy, the greatest of Hungarian painters. The nucleus of the collection was formed by the Bishop Arnold Ipolyi, one of the Esterházy Princes, and by Count János Pálfy.


  In another building opposite, you can see the pictures of living Hungarian artists. In the same building the Hungarian Society for Fine Arts has its permanent exhibitions. You must see that, for it gives a good opportunity for foreign visitors to buy the best of modern Hungarian pictures and also good products of industrial art and folk arts.


  You must visit the Eastern Asiatic Museum, which is also in the Andrássy Avenue. Its founder, the late Ferencz Hopp, made it a real treasure house of wonderful Chinese, Japanese and Indian statues, carvings, miniatures, ceramics, silks and woodcuts.


  Petöfi and Jókai


  In the next street you will see a house built in the Hungarian style, which is devoted to the memory of Sándor Petöfi, the greatest Hungarian lyrical poet. I can well imagine how boring a house can prove to be for you, full of the relics, books, manuscripts and pictures of a poet of whom you never heard in your life and presumably never even read a single line by him. But you must believe me, you cannot enter its walls without emotion. The poet Petöfi was twenty-seven when he fell on the battlefield in our war of liberty against Austria. They never found his grave, and since 1849 the legend persisted for many years that the poet was still alive and became an outlaw. He was the poet of love and liberty. His words were as simple as those of the people, but they were flaming and full of music. To become the greatest poet of a nation at twenty-seven and to be killed in a war for liberty is a case without example in world literature.


  On the first floor of the same house there are the relics of Maurus Jokai. He was a contemporary of Petöfi, but by the grace of God he could enter as a very old man the twentieth century. He could just cast a glance through the door of our century, then he closed his magnificent blue eyes, as if he were frightened of what he saw there. Our greatest novelist, he left to us more than a hundred volumes. He got up at five every morning and wrote all the day. A most curious phenomenon in world literature. It has often happened that the writers of the West had gone to the East for material. Just think of Kipling. Jókai, on the other hand, was an Eastern writer with his fantasy. He was the only Eastern writer of the world who wrote Western tales.


  I am not at all sure you will be interested in the evolution of Hungarian agriculture. Should you be interested by any chance, there is the Agricultural Museum. It has a collection of forestry, and exhibits relating to fishing and shooting.


  As regards the Museum of Transport, I am devoted to it by strong ties of sentiment. Some twenty years ago I used to go there for months on end … in order to meet a girl of sixteen called Emma. She told her mother that she was interested in the past of the Hungarian Post Office and Telegraphy, because she wished to get a job at one of the post offices. I still don’t know what attractions the museum can offer to its visitors, but I warmly recommend it.


  In the end of the Stefánia Avenue there is the Municipal Museum encasing, like a huge box, the past history of Budapest: it is full of the artistic ornaments of some of our lovely old buildings, the master-works of the Guilds, their chests, flags, badges and other relics.


  The rest of the museums are not in the Town Park. Relating to Hungary, our largest and most important museum is the Nemzeti Museum (National Museum), which is in the centre of the town. From its steps in 1848, three years after it was built, Petöfi, the poet, recited his famous poem “Talpra Magyar!” which was the spark that started the war of liberty.


  Among the rooms of the museum the most interesting are those containing antiques and coins, also those devoted to palaeontology and minerals. The Roman relics are also fine. The rooms dealing with Hungarian history follow the whole course of our past. The Széchenyi Library, housed in the same building, is very rich in old Hungarian prints and manuscripts. Here you can find some of the best of King Mátyás’s library and the oldest Hungarian manuscripts.


  The György Ráth Museum in the Vilma királynö Road, originally a private collection, houses valuable pictures, statues, coins, china, tapestry and furniture.


  We are very proud of the Museum of Industrial Art in the Üllöiut, whose façade is decorated by the ceramics, in the Hungarian style, of the famous Zsolnay maiolica factory. This museum shows the historical evolution of pottery, and its collection of Holics faience is admirable.


  You remember when we discussed the picturesque uniform of the Hungarian general creating such a surprise in the Funeral Procession of the late King George? You asked me then, whether the people in the streets of Budapest still wear the same dresses. Unfortunately, they do not. But all the same the Hungarian gala uniform reflects all the splendour of the East. Well, in the same museum you can find examples of all dresses worn throughout the history of Hungary.


  You must not forget to visit the Nèprajzi Muzeum (Museum of Folk-lore), which is a little out of the way, in the Hungaria Boulevard. It is divided into three parts: collections relating to Hungary, to races kindred to Hungarians, and overseas races. The nucleus of the collection was formed by János Xanthus, our famous Asiatic traveller, and by Otto Hermann, who made a life study of prehistoric occupations. Do you know the names of Béla Bartok and Zoltán Kodály? They made some three thousand gramophone records to save from oblivion the folk-songs of the villages of Hungary and Transylvania.


  And now let us take a walk among the architectural marvels of Budapest. The greatest architect of Budapest was God Almighty himself, who arranged the huge masses of rocks of the Gellért Hill; the soft undulating lines of the hills of Buda; the plain-land widening towards the east; and the moody curves of the Danube—as it embraces its islands—in such a magnificent harmony that its beauty shatters and exhilarates the spectator at the same time. That is the greatest architectural miracle of Budapest. Don’t search for the refined architectural culture of the Italian, French, German or English towns in Budapest. The Hungarians, a nomadic nation which has always lived in tents—as I have told you once already—had been fighting with the Barbarians during its European centuries while you were busy building your towns and cathedrals. Still, you will be surprised to find so many beautiful streets, squares and parks in Budapest. Whenever I return from New York, London, and Paris, Budapest always impresses me as being the smallest of European metropolises, and the largest watering place of the world.


  Buda—the right bank of the capital—with its old-fashioned streets and ancient houses, is a museum in itself. On the central hill, over the Danube, stands the Royal Castle. Its situation and architectural beauty makes it one of the most beautiful royal residences of the whole world. Its foundation walls were laid seven hundred years ago. The Tartars destroyed it, but later it was built up again. It met with the same fate several times in the course of history during the battles with the Turks. In its present form it was built by Ybl and Hauszmann. On the same hill there is the Coronation Church—or Mathias Church. The original part of it was built very nearly nine hundred years ago. The Fisher’s Bastion around it completes the medieval atmosphere of the church. The hill, with its slim towers and ancient houses, contrasted against the old trees in spring bloom, or full of yellow and reddish leaves in the autumn, is the most lovely jewel of Budapest. It looks something like an illustration to a tale—perhaps an Eastern one. It breathes Time and History.


  With this I have by no means exhausted all the sights of Buda; most of its houses have an interesting past and history—unknown, as a rule, to most people in Budapest.


  Will you drop me a line to tell me when you are going to arrive? I shall wait for you at the aerodrome or at the railway terminus.


  No Reply


  For the second time I received no reply. A few weeks had passed, but I still did not give up hope. I began to comfort myself with the reflection that Miss Glinton had changed her travel plans and she was travelling somewhere else. In my loneliness I began to analyse myself. With whom am I in love? Miss Glinton or Budapest? I could not decide it. The following week I wrote her another letter.


  My Fourth Letter to Miss Glinton


  Dear Miss Glinton,—I am led to believe that you did not receive my letters; this, however, does not discourage me from writing further to you.


  First and foremost, I should like to tell you something about Hungarian gipsies who, through the medium of the wireless, are well known all over the world. If they appear in a restaurant or in a night club abroad, they are usually pitchforked into a pillar-box red uniform and made to wear a tie with gold tassels at the ends. In Hungary, however, you will see nothing of that fancy dress. Here the gipsies wear a dinner jacket or a dark suit, and when they put down the violin they appear to be very little different in looks from their audience. Their Indian origin is only indicated by their dark colouring and their fiery eyes.


  There are few races whose origin is so uncertain, so mysterious as that of the gipsy. All that is certain is that they were a nomadic people of Indian origin, who first appeared in Europe some four or five hundred years ago. We call them cigány, which is usually spelt tzigane in your country. The proper English name “gipsy” indicates the fact that they were taken for “Egyptians,” as they had actually rambled through Syria and Egypt before they arrived in Europe. The Dutch, on the other hand, call them ungern, as the gipsies of Holland were of Hungarian origin. Once visiting Amsterdam a very pretty Dutch woman with red hair and a milky-white complexion asked whether I had brought my violin with me. She thought the Hungarians were gipsies. That, of course, was the same sort of mistake you made when you thought I was an Austrian.


  The gispsies are the last legatees of the ancient habits of nomadic existence. Dressed in picturesque rags, some of them still live in tents or move about in a covered wagon. This, of course, is by no means irrelevant to the fact that a gipsy boy born somewhere in a Hungarian forest could not appear at the age of twenty playing in a very smart hotel in a well-cut and well-worn dinner jacket. The violin seems to be part of their body.


  The Hungarians were, of course, very glad to find this nomadic people, blessed with such a wonderful musical talent, when they first arrived from the east. You already know so much about the facts of the Hungarian conquest of the ninth century that you could easily answer an examination paper on it. I only wish to add that when our ancestors had first arrived they found a country which was quite bare as far as music was concerned. They had brought their own musical instruments: they had their whistles and pipes, guitars and cimbalom; moreover, they had a primitive form of violin, and they played their own native tunes. They had been long converted to Christianity when the pious psalms of the Church were still being drowned by these old pagan tunes. The rhythm always contained something unusual, something touchingly melancholic for the people of the west. And this touching eastern sadness, or its exact opposite a blazing and indomitable gaiety and a vital joie de vivre, is still characteristic of Hungarian music. When the gipsies had first arrived in Hungary, towards the end of the fourteenth century, they had already found an important musical culture. It would not be true to say that it was the gipsies who had brought us their music, or that our motifs were the products of their souls. On the other hand, it would be true to say that the gipsy had learnt the existing Hungarian tunes surprisingly quickly; had added something to it from his own imagination, and in the course of the centuries there was produced the Hungarian gipsy music which millions of listeners in all countries find the most original, colourful, and moving music of, perhaps, the whole world. It is this music which gives firstly and foremostly a genuine character to Budapest night life.


  Night Life


  It would be extremely difficult to tell you what our night life exactly means.


  If you come to Budapest from London or Berlin, from Paris or Vienna, you would feel it at once without any explanation. You will inevitably notice that there is “something in the air.” Even the very smallest restaurant in Buda has a gipsy band, and their music gives a perfect indication of the town’s atmosphere. We have smart establishments which are almost perfect replicas of the average European or American night-club, with the same jazz band, the same service, the same light effects, and the same variety turns; but even these “international” places have an atmosphere of their own in Budapest.


  Visiting places abroad, their night life always impresses me as if it was carried on as a strictly commercial activity, whereas the night life of Budapest has a spontaneity as if it were practised for its own sake. I had a friend who invested all his fortune in a night café. The place was flourishing, except that when his patrons had left the café at six in the morning the owner had thought the time fit to have his own little fun and ordered the gipsies to play “at him” till noon the next day. And since he was in the habit of paying his own guests’ bills himself, I think you can guess the financial result of the first year. A few years ago a famous Hungarian actor, retiring from the stage, also invested his savings in a restaurant. The noted artist being an adherent to the principle of credit all through his life could not change the custom of years even when he came into the position of a creditor himself. I should think his was the restaurant which went to the dogs in the shortest time in the history of the trade. After a few weeks even his tables were taken away by his friends. By this I don’t, of course, wish to say that a foreign visitor would always find a case similar in Hungary. I merely wish to indicated that there is really something “in the air” there. Hungarians are very fond of having a good time. And not only they are fond of it, they have a peculiar talent for doing it. Talking of talents, this particular one is not so uninteresting either. And when I say this I am not referring to the superior persons who carry the art-of-having-a-good-time to a pitch of perfection. (Some of these are natives of Budapest, some are provincial landowners, and they can create such a gay, vital and lovely atmosphere and can lead the band up to such a wild tempo that even the walls seem to rock as they paly.) I am merely referring to the ordinary man of Budapest; even he enjoys night life and its musical accompaniment with glittering eyes and with a mind which seem to be full of sunshine and laughter inside. Well, this is that little something, that little plus, which seems to hover invisibly in the air and is noticed by the foreigner on the first night he spends in Budapest.


  I believe you know about the sad fate of the buffaloes. They are a race which is slowly dying out, and apart from a Hungarian sanctuary (at a former royal park in Visegrád) are only to be seen in a few European zoos. The old-fashioned Hungarian revels seem to share the buffalo’s fate. In my youth I have seen a Hungarian gentleman who, according to the old traditions of “fun,” had discharged his revolver into the double-bass, if he was in one of his good moods—and paid for it with an easy heart. And in a provincial town I remember having seen some Hussar officers who broke all mirrors in the place in their “merry mood” and made strange objects out of the spoons and forks. Then they distributed all the contents of the café’s larder; bottles of beer, wine and champagne, cheese, ham and delicatessen among the poor—and paid the bill with the lightest of hearts. These are, of course, romantic memories of a particularly romantic and happy past. But I must say—for the last time—that there is “something in the air” in Budapest. You can only have a real good time in two places in the world: in Paris and in Budapest. But both of them have distinctive tastes of their own.


  Talking of restaurants, let us go to see the kitchen for a few minutes. The kitchen in Hungary is an object of the nation’s particular pride. Brillat-Savarin, the great French wit and philosopher of gastronomy, had said: “It’s only the fine mind who can appreciate culinary arts.” Apicius, a noted Roman gourmet at the time of the Emperor Tiberius, was of the same opinion. If that is true, I must say in all fairness that we Hungarians must be of an extremely fine mind.


  The arts of the Hungarian kitchen were already famous in the past centuries. Not only the people, or the middle class, but even the ladies of the aristocracy have held the art of kitchen and household management in a high esteem. Since our ancestors had settled down in the country of the Four Rivers their gastronomic taste had become the more refined, and the repertory of dishes had become the more and more varied. This simply because the new country had offered them the possibilities of higher culinary arts in the most superior abundance. Writing about Hungarian wines, I have already told you that in prehistoric times most of the land of Hungary was a sea-bottom and of volcanic origin. That is the curious secret of the most interesting taste and flavour of Hungarian corn, fruit and vegetables. The Hungarian peasant eats the best bread on earth. Even Hungarian meat has quite a unique and different flavour from the rest of the world. Hungarian poultry, lamb, and all eatable animals, including game, are reared on a savoury Hungarian grass whose effect becomes so important. I can always taste that difference at once if I am abroad. In America, for example, cauliflower has exactly the same taste as green paprika, the paprika in turn has very much the same taste as carrots. On the Hungarian table each vegetable has its distinctive taste, the paprika, for example, is sometimes so strong that it seems to burn the mouth of the uninitiated. The old cookery-books of the past are witnesses to a great abundance in good food and to an enormous luxury which had made the dining-room of the great of Hungary famous all over the world. In the course of time the Hungarian kitchen became influenced by the French, Italian, Turkish and Slavonic tastes, but its original and individual character has been preserved till this day. Not so very long ago the wonderful dishes for the famous banquets of King Edward VII were made by a Hungarian chef.


  Hungarian food is generally regarded as rich and heavy. This is a libel on the Hungarian kitchen, but since all libels contain a grain of truth, I must admit in all fairness that now even I myself would find my mother’s cooking a little too heavy. I shouldn’t advise you to go through all the courses of a real Hungarian dinner, if you are staying in a country house, as I am sure you won’t sleep that night. The principal meal in Hungary is still the midday dinner. It begins with a soup which is usually so rich that to the Westerner it is almost equal to a complete meal. In Budapest, however, you need not be afraid of such a surprise. In most restaurants you can have dietetic food, and the so-called “international menu” in Budapest has the great advantage of containing practically everything that is the best of the Hungarian kitchen and excludes all that the foreigner might find a little too heavy. A late Hungarian magnate who weighed over 18 stone used to say that turkeys are the most useless animals on earth as one is not enough for a meal and two is a little too much. So you can see that we can appreciate the good things of the world.


  Unfortunately, Hungary is not by the sea, and when I am at home I have to deny myself with a heavy heart the lovely things with which the sea enriches the kitchen. But, nevertheless, we have a little private sea of our own, the Lake Balaton. The fogas, the best Hungarian fish, is a produce of Lake Balaton. As a zoological specimen this fish is unique, as it cannot be found in any other water, and as food the fogas is the whitest of all fish and has the nicest flavour. In shape and size it resembles the Italian barracuda. Besides the fogas remains our specialité de la maison.


  Will you please show some signs of life in a few lines?


  Miss Glinton, however, remained enveloped in her mysterious silence. In the course of my meditations it came to my mind that she had perhaps met with sudden death. In two months’ time, however, the stubborn silence began to excite me beyond bounds, and I wrote to her again.


  My Fifth Letter to Miss Glinton


  Dear Miss Glinton,—I must admit the failure of my attempt to bring you to Budapest. I am inevitably led to believe that you are not interested in the beauty of the Danube or the charm of the surrounding hills, the steaming mud of our thermal baths, the unique flavour of Hungarian wines, the enticement of the Hungarian kitchen and the magic of gipsy music. Maybe you are right. But since I have now taken a lot of trouble to coax you to come to Budapest, I am determined not to give up the fight. The venture had for me at least the advantage that I have at last made proper acquaintance with the town of which I am an inhabitant. And, what is more important, should pennies be tight—and God knows, in these days they are steadily becoming very tight—I shall make an application to the office of the Hungarian Tourist Bureau in the hope that my knowledge and literary style will enable me to obtain employment as a professional guide.


  But to return to the subject of my letter, I shall now take you round the Hungarian countryside and some of the provincial towns.


  First of all you must know that the Hungarian capital, on the Buda side, is surrounded by hills 1,500 to 2,000 feet high. Although not called so officially, these form the Hungarian National Park. Unfortunately, we have no bison or herds of deer living in it, nor have we waterfalls and such trees as I have marvelled at in California, but it has one enormous advantage over all other national parks, namely, that one can reach it from the heart of the town in fifteen or twenty minutes. Few capitals can boast such surroundings. In the long-distant past the hunting-grounds of the old Hungarian kings used to lie where now there are rows of new villas, mostly built in the modern Bauhaus style (of German-American origin), of which I am not an admirer. The forests in the far distance still manage to preserve something of their old primitive character. Just imagine that I who live in Buda, not so very far from the centre of the town, sometimes see with the greatest amazement a covey of partridges rise in my own garden. A few years ago, moreover, I saw with my own eyes a deer running through the street where now there is motor traffic. But—and I am sure this will surprise you even more—a few years ago they shot a stray wild boar—in the garden of the Prime Minister’s house of all places! And one night, in one of the busiest thoroughfares of Budapest, the passers-by saw a fallow deer. Despite all this, I don’t want you to think that in the main streets of Budapest or among the ornamental gardens of its squares you could hunt for tigers. I merely wish to call your attention to the proximity of the Hungarian capital to the wilds of nature.


  At the foot of the Buda hills lies the Zugliget, a favourite resort of the men of Budapest, as it has excellent restaurants. On the other side of the hills is the Hüvösvölgy, whose forests have been besieged for the last thirty years by a smart and ever-growing villa-colony. The place is wonderfully beautiful with its surrounding hills, its caves and historical relics. Talking about relics, in half-an-hour’s time you can reach Aquincum, the remains of an old Roman town which was excavated and explored some forty years ago. Its greatest attractions are the elliptical amphitheatre, the gymnasium, the market-place, and the public bath. In the Temple of Mithras many sarcophagi, statues, frescoes and stuccoes have been found, and they are now exhibited in the Aquincum Museum.


  If you follow the road leading northwards from Aquincum you soon reach Visegrád, which is at the point where the Danube, coming from the west, makes its way suddenly eastwards and forms a rectangular turn. On the rocky hill-side the ruins of the castle of the old kings of Hungary still stand. This is one of the finest European beauty spots. Under the town there are large forests where the last European bisons are kept in a sanctuary.


  In close proximity to Budapest—about an hour by train—is Gödöllo, where in the centre of a large park there is the summer residence built for Francis Joseph I. This park was the scene of the World Jamboree of the Boy Scouts in 1933.


  And now I should like to run you through the towns of the Hungarian countryside. I shall try to be as quick as possible as I fear it might bore you; though believe me, the real character of a land or of a people is most truly revealed in the country.


  Among the towns of the plain-land of Hungary you must stop for a minute at a place called Hajdu-Szoboszló. It has a hot-spring coming from a depth of more than 3,000 feet which contains iodine, bromides, calcium, magnesium and potassium. Its heat is 73 deg. C. Just imagine what the presence of such a hot spring would mean to a town like Paris or London! This water has various medical uses. As a drinking-cure it is excellent for catarrh and gastric complaints, and as a medical bath it gives immediate relief from rheumatism and arthritis. It has not yet been properly exploited. In the same way the natural gas springs of the neighbourhood are not used to their full capacity. For the time being they supply the town and its factories with electricity. The rest of the gas is bottled and sold by the Hungarian State Railways.


  I have deliberately enlarged on this subject since I hope you will remember our discussion some time ago about the many unexploited treasures the earth still has in store to alleviate human poverty. According to the estimates, by means of the natural gas and the natural hot water buried in the earth of Hungary, all the houses in Central Europe could be heated and lighted. I can already see the huge hot-houses the future will build to supply Hungary and the neighbouring countries with fresh vegetables, fruit and flowers, even during the winter months. This is only a dream, of course, so let us return to reality.


  Under Hajdu-Szoboszló lies one of the most interesting and valuable parts of present-day Hungary—the Hortobágy. It appears to be a huge plain, and this is the real Hungarian Puszta, of which presumably you have heard. It is of natural and folk-lore interest. Its area is about 75,000 acres, so it is very large, yet in comparison with the Sahara or with the American deserts it seems tiny. This Puszta is a most interesting land on which horses and cattle have been grazing for many thousands of years. It is quite certain that the nomadic people knew it long before the Hungarian conquest.


  The Hortobágy is the property of the town of Debrecen. It is the grazing-land of the municipal stud, of the gulya which is the Hungarian name for the cowherd, together with municipal sheep and pigs. The animals spend most of the year in the open air.


  Hundreds of shepherds watch over them. The Hungarian juhász—the shepherd—is still leading a life familiar to that of the old Hungarian conquerors in this huge steppe, whose silence is only disturbed by the hoofs of excited horses, the tinkling bells of grazing sheep or the flapping of the wings of the wild birds over them.


  In these days practically every foreigner pays a visit to the Hortobágy to see this Eastern marvel. It has a hundred-year-old inn, called csárda in Hungarian (from this is derived the word csárdás, the Hungarian national dance). Near the old inn the famous “Bridge-Market” takes place every year on the last Thursday in June. On these occasions a great multitude of carts are to be found in the vicinity of the old inn, immortalised by the poet Petöfi; and thousands of people from the neighbourhood congregate there. It is a most picturesque sight. You can see cattle-men (the gulyás) standing like statues, and wearing their famous and lovely native cloaks. The cloak is called szür and has a more ornamental variety—the cifraszür—which is a most interesting sight. It is made of sheepskin, worked by master-craftsmen according to a centuries-old tradition. In the winter the furry side is worn inside; in the summer the other side. The shepherd’s garb is the same as that of the gulyás. The csikós (ranch-man) wears a home-spun garment, dark blue trousers of great width, and a wide-brimmed felt hat, ornamented with a bustard feather. The csikós is the cowboy of Hungary. He rides without a saddle or on a tiny embroidered affair which is not even supported by girths.


  On the Hortobágy you can witness one of the most interesting of nature’s spectacles—the Fata Morgana.


  The fisheries of the Hortobágy are very valuable. Here the most tasty freshwater fish, such as carp, perch, pike and sheat fish are reared in ten large artificial basins. This industry keeps three hundred men busy and it produces about 6,000 cwt. of fish every year.


  Perhaps the most “Hungarian” provincial town of the country is Debrecen. It is Protestant and is often called “Calvinist Rome.” It has a long history; it was already inhabited in the thirteenth century. Its colonies, however, were devastated by the onslaughts of the Tartars, and it was only in the following centuries that the town re-developed itself. Its commerce and industry was already well known in the eighteenth century. Its old Protestant college was founded in 1550. Near the college is the Déry Museum, rich in eastern Asiatic weapons, coins, Greco-Roman terra-cotta statues, and lovely Flemish gobelins. Its picture-gallery contains, among other valuable objects, the world-famous canvas of Mihály Munkácsy, “Ecce Homo.”


  The most beautiful part of the town is the Nagyerdo (Great Forest). It appears to be a little spa in itself, with an up-to-date stadium, strands of natural hot water, a large closed-in swimming pool, and excellent restaurants. Here the first crematorium in Hungary has been erected, but it is not yet in use. The new university of Debrecen, built in the same forest, is rivalling with its up-to-date equipment the most modern scats of learning in Europe. This famous university was built first and foremost through the efforts of the inhabitants of Debrecen. Collections for the university were started long before the War, and the peasant-millionaires were very generous in offering their money. These “millionaires” must not, of course, be compared with their English or American namesakes, because then they would inevitably appear to be poor men, but in their goodwill and love for their town they have surpassed all other rich men. In those days sums like 50 or 100 kronen were subscribed. When the subscription sheets were handed to Bálint Lencsés Nagy, the richest of all peasant-millionaires in Debrecen, he wrote down the number 100.


  “But Uncle Bálint,” said the collector, a little startled, “you have made a mistake. You have put your hundred where donations of a thousand kronen should go.”


  Bálint Lencsés Nagy meditated for a moment.


  “Well, I think it’s all the same now,” he mumbled. Then he produced a weather-beaten, dirty old note-case reminiscent of a small accordion and put 100,000 kronen on the table.


  This was how the university of Debrecen was built and such is the mentality of the Hungarian.


  Another famous town of the Hungarian plain-land—called Alföld in Hungarian—is Nagykörös. I let you stay there thirty seconds. It has no great attractions to offer, but it is very near the heart of all Hungarians. There still stands the country house of Ferencz Rákóczi, the greatest of Hungarian Princes, and that of János Arany the renowned Hungarian epic poet. Its fruit industry is noted, and if you are a lover of cucumbers you should know that the best species in the world are grown at Nagykörös. The poultry farms are also extensive. England receives no less than 300,000 fowls a year from them.


  Kecskemét: one minute. Known all over Europe as the centre of fruit-growing. It was from Kecskemét that the famous Hungarian apricot, the Kajszin-barack, started out to conquer the world. And it is here that they make the famous Barack Pálinka, the apricot-brandy, a well-known Hungarian speciality. The majority of the inhabitants of Kecskemét live on various little “stations,” like most people of the Hungarian plains. On the town’s boundaries is the famous Puszta of Bugacz, a steppe not quite so large or romantic as the Hortobágy but quite as picturesque and interesting. It is bordered on one side by the lovely forest of Monostor which figures so often in Hungarian folk-songs.


  Szeged: one minute and ten seconds. The largest provincial town of Hungary. Of its agricultural products the paprika of Szeged is known everywhere. There are two varieties, the red paprika and the sweet paprika. Its corn, its fruit, its salami, and a special sort of vermicelli, known as Tarhonya, are good Hungarian specialities. The town is the cultural centre of the Hungarian plain-land. On the large square of the Votive Church open-air performances, based on the Salzburg pattern, are staged in the summer. The principal bridge across the river Tisza is built after the plans of Eiffel of Eiffel Tower fame.


  Hód-Mezo-Vásárhely, which is as charming as its name is long is interesting from the folk-lore point of view. I allow you to stay thirty seconds there. Here they make those lovely flower-vases decorated with Hungarian themes, the interesting kulacs and butykos, the round earthenware containers of wine, as well as other ornamental wares.


  Makó: twenty seconds. It is famous for its onions. Two or three thousand wagons are exported every year. By the way, it has just occurred to me that you dislike onions of every kind and variety and that you mistrust even the people who eat them. I apologise.


  Mezohegyes. If you are interested in horses you could spend a whole day here. Here is the large government stud, which was founded in the eighteenth century by Joseph II. This small provincial town of Hungary supplies horses for a good many of the armies of the world.


  Well, you have no reason for complaint as we have already finished with the whole Hungarian plain-land. Now we are going up to the north. The Mátra mountains through which I am taking you are covered with gorgeous forests. They are very rich in game.


  Mezokövesd: sixty minutes. To the best of my knowledge all foreigners coming to Hungary have visited this town, which is unique. Its greatest claim to fame is the moment when the peasants leave the church after Divine Service on a Sunday. But that moment really lives up to the greatest expectations.


  A magnificent flaming river of various colours seems to burst out of the church door in the form of the most beautiful European peasant costumes. The dresses of the women whose colour, embroidery and line have not changed for a thousand years, give a spectacle of Eastern splendour.


  Parád is the medical bath of the Matra mountains. The town lies in a closed basin surrounded by the forest. Its water is excellent for anaemia, neurasthenia and women’s diseases.


  Miskolc: one minute. It was already famous for its industry in the Middle Ages. Next to it is Diósgyor, Hungary’s greatest manufacturing town. Some of its old buildings are well worth a visit, and the neighbourhood of the town is most attractive. Among lovely old ruins of castles you reach Lillafüred in about a quarter of an hour. The luxury hotel, which is most comfortable, was built quite recently over a small mountain lake. Under the bastion walls of the hotel is the Anna cave, the only known cave of tufa-stalactite in the world. The neighbouring places are all very pretty and give excellent opportunities for summer and winter sports.


  It you would still like to continue the flight in our imaginary airplane, you will notice that its direction is turned westwards. As we pass the silver ribbon of the Danube we soon catch a glimpse of a large silver mirror glittering in the sunshine. That is Lake Balaton. The biggest lake of Central Europe, it is some fifty miles in length and ten in width. You can see quite well that it is surrounded by a hilly countryside. That part of Hungary is called Dunántul (Transdanubia); always well protected in the stormy centuries against the attacks of the East, it became the hothouse of Hungarian culture. The Transdanubian towns are mostly built in Baroque, showing the influence of Austria, which is so near here. The best examples of this Baroque are to be found in Sopron, which was originally a Roman colony. Its present houses were for the most part built in the fifteenth century.


  Before we alight by Lake Balaton, with your kind permission I should like to fly round with you over the Dunántul. About five miles from Sopron is Lake Ferto, the second biggest in Hungary. The industrial centre of the Dunántul is Gyor. It has an important harbour on the Danube and many factories. The monastery of Pannonhalma, a few miles off Gyor, is of historical interest; it was founded by a Prince of Hungary very nearly a thousand years ago. Its Roman-Gothic cathedral was built in 1225. In the monastery library some of the most valuable sources of Hungarian history are preserved.


  And now we are approaching a hill surrounded by a lovely forest. It is called Bakony. A century back it was the romantic haunt of the Hungarian outlaw, whose most interesting history has yet to be written. In the small village of Zsámbék you find a church which is very similar to Notre Dame de Paris in its architecture. Its builder was very probably Villard de Honnecourt.


  The largest town of the Bakony is Veszprém. It is an important tourist centre. Being, or trying to be, a conscientious guide, I have in the course of my former letters often used the expression “world-famous.” With your kind permission I shall have to use it again. I am writing about Herend and the lovely traditions of Hungarian china. England first made her acquaintance with its products in 1851 when they were exhibited in the Great Exhibition at the Crystal Palace. Queen Victoria gave a big order for them then. The factory was flourishing in those years.


  Székesfehérvár: thirty seconds. In the first three centuries of Hungarian history the centre of the court and its activities. It is something like a Roman Catholic Winchester.


  Pécs: the largest town of Southern Hungary. Its cathedral has remained intact through troubled centuries. It was built nine hundred years ago, and it is one of the loveliest buildings in Hungary. The primitive Christian catacombs under the cathedral are still to be seen. Outside Rome you cannot find anywhere else such interesting ecclesiastical relics of the first five centuries.


  Szombathely: thirty seconds. It was also a Roman colony, and its name was very likely Sabaria. Its museum contains an interesting collection of Roman glass. The episcopal palace is also worth visiting.


  Koszeg: centre of one of the most beautiful tourist districts of Hungary. It is a picturesque and quiet little town, and full of lovely old houses.


  And now we fly back to the Balaton and take a rest on the beach of the large lake. Its water is generally rather shallow, on the average it is rarely deeper than 10 or 12 feet. Its golden white sand is soft like velvet. And its water, which is soft and warm, is like a huge opalescent shell reflecting the most lovely colour variations of the sky. Nowhere in the world have I seen such lovely nights as on the banks of the Balaton. The water contains important minerals which encourage the circulation and are recommended for children. The Balaton is easy to reach from all points of the country, moreover its railway lines are parts of some of the most important international lines. It is situated about two and a half hours from Budapest and about six hours from Vienna.


  On the banks of the lake there are many watering-places, among them Balatonfüred, Almádi, Siófok, Tihany, Keszthely, Boglár, on which I shall not enlarge this time. Some of them are towns and have luxury hotels which can now satisfy the requirements of the most fastidious foreign visitor. Apart from this the Balaton is very cheap, its prices are never higher, even in the height of the season, than those of the first-class Budapest hotels. If you want to make your stay a little longer you can rent a villa or a flat there. The municipal management is doing its best to make the place comfortable and pleasant. On the banks of the Balaton you find sports and amusement all over the place. You can swim, do some angling, yachting, or motor-boating, play golf, and in the summer season can visit the horse races.


  About 4 miles from the Balaton is Héviz. I promise on my honour that I shall not bring in one more rheumatic resort, but I simply must mention this place. It is a lake of some 15 acres in area, and its sources are 120 feet deep. On the surface of the steaming hot water the lotus blooms in exotic abundance. This I believe is the only place in Europe where lotus grows in the open air. The bottom of the lake is covered with a deep layer of turf, which is in a continuous state of decomposition. It contains radioactive calcium, magnesia, and other organic matter. Its dark-brown mud is the best cure for rheumatism.


  I must confess I am secretly praying that you should have some little rheumatic pains (of transitory nature, of course) in your arms or back. You might say that is not very nice of me, but I must say in defence that that is my only hope of your ever visiting Hungary.


  For full six weeks—it seems—no rheumatic pains have made themselves felt in Miss Glinton’s body, because I have received no reply to my letter. I therefore sit down to write my sixth and last letter to her.


  My Last Letter to Miss Glinton


  We must say farewell, my dear friend, before I leave the ranks of the living, or, I should say, that of the touristic correspondents. I put my last hope into these lines. In the last weeks a sinister suspicion has crept into my heart. I fear that none of my efforts were of any avail. You presumably feel a strong antipathy towards climatic resorts; towards mud which offers an excellent cure for rheumatism; cathedrals of historic interest; native dresses of oriental splendour; and in general towards all things of which we Hungarians are so proud. I fear that even the statistics relating to Hungarian fruit exports and that of poultry have not stirred your heart. My last hope is the possibilities of Hungarian shooting. Just listen to this!


  Hungary is the richest shooting country of present-day Europe. You can always find a few country houses with excellent shootings to let. The rent they ask you to pay is extremely moderate and it offers you in turn an excellent time for a whole season. Most of these country houses and homes of the aristocracy are in Transdanubia, and as such are not far from Budapest. You can shoot partridges, pheasants, hare and various water birds in larger quantities than anywhere else in Europe. We have a few packs of hounds, and hunting in Hungary in reminiscent of the English tradition. I shall tell you briefly of the periods when you can shoot the various game. Stag (male), September and October. Stag (female), from September till the middle of February. Stag (fawn), October till the middle of February. Deer (roebuck), May till October. Deer (female), middle of October till New Year. It is forbidden to shoot young deer. Hare, from the beginning of September till February. Partridge, from the middle of August till November. Bustard (cock only), April till July. Pheasant (cock), middle of September till February. Pheasant (hen), middle of October till February. Woodcock, middle of August till middle of April.


  If you are lucky you may be able to shoot fallow deer and chamois as well in Hungary.


  Water-birds, including wild geese and wild duck which are very frequent in Hungary, can be shot practically all the year round, except during a period of seventy-five days from the middle of April till the beginning of July.


  Elephants, rhinoceroses and giraffes can be shot all the year round, and since such animals cannot be found in Hungary there are no restrictions whatsoever.


  If you still resist the temptation of coming to Hungary I shall send a telegram consisting of a well-known Dante quotation to the Hungarian office for Tourist Traffic: Lasciate Ogni Speranza (Abandon hope!).


  Au revoir, in the next world.


  A full five months have passed since I posted my last letter. The banks of the Danube were already covered by the autumnal mists of the river when I saw a young woman coming towards me on the Embankment with little parcels in her hand. I could hardly believe my own eyes. It was Miss Glinton.


  “You, in Budapest?”


  “As you see,” she said, and laughed in my face.


  “But why didn’t you answer my letters?”


  “Where did you address them?”


  “To London, of course. …”


  “Well, that’s why. You see, I gave up my flat in London and moved to Budapest about six months ago.”


  “But how and why, I mean …?”


  “I married a Hungarian.”


  She smiled again, bowed her head, and in a minute she had disappeared in the crowd on the Embankment.
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  JUGOSLAVIA


  A Holiday in Jugoslavia


  IF your wife suggests for your next holiday something romantic, thrilling, different, and you wish to satisfy her without going to undue expense; if, in other words, you belong to that vast mass of middle-class people who are in need of a real change but must watch the cost, then you cannot do better than come to Jugoslavia.


  For Jugoslavia is not only romantic, thrilling and different, but also inexpensive, or, to be more precise, ridiculously cheap. But above all it is different. Not only in the sense that Jugoslavia as a country is different from other countries, but also because the contrasts within her boundaries are such that when you cross from one province into another you imagine that you are in a different country. One can almost see the Great Architect looking down on Jugoslavia with pride, not only because of its beauty and variety, but also because its 96,000 square miles represent a masterpiece of artistic condensation.


  Contrasts


  Indeed, what more striking contrasts could anyone wish for than the grandeur of Slovenia’s snow-capped Alpine peaks and the sunny coast of Dalmatia, with its olive, palm, and orange groves, Bosnia’s dense forests, broken by mountain gorges and waterfalls, and the sheer, barren rocks of Montenegro, the primitive ruggedness of South Serbia, and the boundless sea of flowing wheat and maize in the Banat? And could even the most jaded traveller complain of a country which can provide him within a few hours’ run with a morning’s strenuous ski-ing in the deep snow of Mount Orjen, and an afternoon’s bathing in the most gloriously warm sea at Dubrovnik?


  There is no taste which need remain unsatisfied in Jugoslavia. The student of ancient lore may enjoy himself among the marble amphitheatres, basilicas, sculptures and mosaics of old Roman towns like Salona or Stobi, and the vast splendours of Diocletian’s palace at Split. The artist will discover absorbingly beautiful palaces, cathedrals and numerous Gothic and Renaissance buildings in Dalmatia, as well as precious medieval frescoes in the monasteries of South Serbia. The fisherman will find abundant material for the most amazing tales of night fishing at sea, or of river trout weighing twenty pounds and more at Ogulin, Ohrid, Slovenia or Western Bosnia, and that at a cost which caused a certain English colonel to exclaim that one could travel and fish for a whole month in Jugoslavia more cheaply than rent fishing rights for the same period in England. The hunter may shoot not only partridge, hares and foxes, but also more exciting game like deer, chamois, wild boar and bear. The sportsman, finally, may choose between aquatic sports, bathing, and beating the world’s ski-ing record by jumping a full 100 metres from the highest jumping board in Europe, at Planica in Slovenia.


  But even if you belong to no such classifiable category of humanity, you need not despair. Jugoslavia has enough beautiful scenery, enough sun, and enough interesting people to refresh you and provide you with pleasant memories that will be sufficient to lighten the dreary months of enforced work and winter fog at home.


  Educated Peasants


  It is the common people of Jugoslavia, with their endless variety of picturesque costumes, their quaint customs, temperamental folk dances, and vigorously rhythmic and sometimes weird songs who are one of the country’s chief attractions. All the most violent contrasts of the scenery are faithfully reproduced in their mode of life. Modern, go-ahead towns, with architecture in the latest style, and all the amenities modern science can provide, are often surrounded by quaint villages in which the patriarchal life of centuries ago still continues. In Bosnia you will find all the picturesqueness of the East, with white mosques and slender minarets, picturesque bazaars, Moslem headgear, and women veiled in accordance with the traditions of Islam. On the other hand, in the neat, wood-carved Alpine houses of Slovenia, surrounded by attractive flower-gardens, you may find a modest library, a piano, or even a peasant girl who speaks foreign languages. In contrast to this, South Serbia, which is only beginning to shake off the backwardness due to five and a half centuries of Turkish rule, can show you  a splendid race of mountain dwellers who still use the wooden plough, and who regard beds as the latest innovation of a degenerate twentieth century! Indeed, so striking are the contrasts that you would hardly believe that all these people belonged to the same nation were it not that the same language is spoken everywhere, except in Slovenia, which has a cognate dialect.


  Hotels


  Hotel accommodation all along the tourist routes is good. True, taken as a whole, it cannot compare with the greater luxuriousness of the West. Only the larger places, Belgrade, Zagreb, Ljubljana, Maribor and Banja Luka, and the most frequented resorts, Dubrovnik, Bled, Crikvenica, Split, Novi, Herceg-Novi and Biograd-na-moru can boast of hotels that are almost in the luxury class. Rooms in such hotels are priced from 60 dinars, and board-residence varies between 120 and 200 dinars per day. However, the rapidly growing popularity of Jugoslavia as a tourist country in recent years has done much to raise the standard, and you will find good, clean, comfortable hotels everywhere in Dalmatia, Slovenia and the chief towns of the country. Rooms in these hotels begin at 50 dinars, while full board-residence varies between 80 and 120 dinars according to the hotel and the season. You are hardly likely to be disappointed with this class of hotel, unless it be the disappointment of the gentleman who came to Jugoslavia armed with a large box of Keating’s, and had no chance to use any of it during a whole month’s stay in the country!


  In Bosnia, Montenegro and South Serbia, except in the larger towns, hotel accommodation is more modest, and those who prize hotel comfort higher than the most romantic scenery and the most thrilling people, should keep to the beaten track. In Slovenia and Dalmatia you can find excellent accommodation of home-like intimacy at pensions and private houses, mostly at such ridiculous prices as 50 to 60 dinars for full pension with three ample meals a day. For addresses of this type of pension or house it is advisable to consult the local or nearest office of the Jugoslav travel agency “Putnik.”


  The food in Jugoslavia cannot be properly described without using the adjective “gorgeous.” For the Jugoslavs are keen on food, and although the culinary art has not been assigned a special muse, it is kept in the highest critical esteem. The cuisine at all the hotels is international, but everywhere you will also find tucked away in a corner of the menu the name of some mysterious native dish. If you feel at all adventurous, listen to this. Sarma: cabbage or young vine leaves stuffed with mincemeat, rice and a soupçon of cayenne papper, and cooked till the leaves are saturated with the flavour of the meat. Delicious! But don’t forget that licking your fingers in a hotel is not allowed, even in Jugoslavia! Nor is this the end of the tale. In addition to its own, Jugoslavia has borrowed all the best national dishes from her neighbours. A whole book would not suffice to describe all the appetising specialities, and you will therefore do best to consult your waiter. The same adventurousness may not be recommended in smaller eating houses, as native dishes there are often prepared with a rather too liberal use of pepper and fat.


  If invited to a Serbian home, you are bound to be offered slatko, a fruit preserve not unlike jam. Slatko means sweet. You must know that the custom is to take a spoonful out of the dish and to drink water after eating it. This will save you from causing mild amusement, like many foreigners who, falling victims to the delicious taste of slatko, continue until they empty the dish! Slatko is always followed by Turkish black coffee in small cups. And the Serbs are past-masters at coffee making.


  What’ll You Have?


  Jugoslavia need not be ashamed of its drinks either. Jugoslavia is a wine-exporting country, and there is hardly a nook which does not produce its own variety of light table wines, white or red. For the connoisseur of dessert wines Dalmatia produces its famous prošek or prosecco of dried sweet grapes, while of the numerous kinds of brandy the Serbian Šlivovica or plum-brandy has passed into international literature. For teetotallers the many fruit-syrups, such as malina (raspberry), can be heartily recommended. And for everyone there are the light and agreeable mineral waters “Rogaška Slatina” and “Bukovi[image: ]ka,” and the slightly stronger “Radenci.” The more adventurous may try their luck with boza, the national maize drink. Boza drinkers are born, not made. You either like it, or you don’t. Well sweetened and iced, on a hot summer’s day, it is delicious. Unsweetened and lukewarm, on a cool day, at least to the uninitiated, it is abominable.


  Should you be of a more venturesome disposition and desire to leave the beaten track—and the fact that you have decided to come to Jugoslavia at all suggests that you might—some advice is necessary. If you travel by car Slovenia, and to a certain extent South Serbia, Dalmatia and Montenegro will satisfy your Western tastes in the matter of road surfaces. In other parts it is advisable to make previous enquiries about the road you intend to take, unless you don’t object to a little mud or jolting. If, however, you belong to the train, cum-bus, cum-boat fraternity, and leave Slovenia and Dalmatia, where all is plain sailing, for the less well known interior of Bosnia, Montenegro or South Serbia, you should try to reach a fair-sized town by the evening, as you may find sleeping at country inns not quite to your liking. There is no difficulty in going off the beaten track, as there are plenty of bus routes everywhere, so long as you make preliminary enquiries at the local “Putnik” office, or at the hotel.


  The Language Problem


  Your ignorance of the language need not worry you. As a true Anglo-Saxon you probably do not know a single word or phrase of Serbo-Croatian or Slovenian, which belong to the Slavonic group of languages. But you will find everywhere educated people who speak at least one foreign language. German is understood even by the common people in the Western provinces, a reminder that before the War they belonged to Austria. On the coast Italian will help you along. And you will be surprised how often you will hear American spoken by a former emigrant to the U.S.A. But even in the interior, where these aids are not available, you will find the Jugoslav peasant quite equal to the emergency. He is an expert in the international language of pantomime, which he had to practise hard during the War, both under enemy occupation, and on the various allied fronts. In fact, you may find this language so amusing that you may prefer to use it to any other, like the gentleman who revisited Jugoslavia merely in order to practise it again, declaring that it was a better medicine than a hundred volumes of Punch!


  You will soon find your venturesomeness in visiting the interior richly rewarded. For in no other way can you get into such close contact with the people of the country themselves. You will see an endless variety of the most gorgeous national costumes, not hung on wax-dolls, as in the otherwise excellent ethnographic museums of Belgrade, Zagreb, Serajevo and Skoplje, but worn by some of the most handsome and finely-built mountaineers, who move in them as proudly as if they owned the earth. Some of these costumes are perfect works of art, richly embroidered in red, gold and black and representing the patient work of many months. If you go on a ramble from any town on a Sunday morning, you are almost sure to see all these costumes worn by peasants dancing the national “kolo” in the churchyard after Mass.


  Chivalry


  Another advantage of going off the beaten track is that you can hardly avoid pleasant experiences of friendliness and hospitality. The Jugoslav peasant is predominantly a smallholder who owns his patch of land and supplies most of his needs himself. He therefore has all the independence and simple kindliness of the man who lives close to the soil. A delightful tale is told about his characteristic hospitality. A man sentenced to death was asked whether he had ever been in a similar quandary. “Oh, yes,” he replied unhesitatingly, “once when I had a guest and nothing to offer him.”


  All this makes Jugoslavia a pleasant and inexpensive country in which to travel. Ladies, too, can travel alone. The Jugoslav is by nature helpful, especially if he realises that he is dealing with a foreigner. The peasant has a traditional respect for women. In trains there are special compartments for ladies who wish to travel alone. In fact, unless a lady herself desires to seek adventure, Jugoslavia is neither safer nor more dangerous than any other country in the West. Belgrade, Zagreb and Ljubljana have their English and American clubs which the tourist may join even for a few days for a nominal fee of a few shillings, and where ladies, in addition to newspapers, periodicals, and facilities for rest and light refreshments, may find congenial company over a cup of tea, and any help they may require. The larger towns and chief resorts all have beauty parlours, should they—which heaven forbid—be required to supply what nature has denied. The smaller towns, on the other hand, have chemists’ and hairdressers’ shops that have been trained by conscientious Jugoslav ladies to cater for all the needs of a modern woman.


  What G. B. S. Said


  And if, in spite of all this, you still hesitate about coming to Jugoslavia, then listen to the authoritative voice of the greatest scoffer in England, the man whom it would be impossible to bamboozle however hard you tried, to wit, George Bernard Shaw:


  “Englishmen, Irishmen, Americans, and holiday-makers of all civilised nations, come in your millions to Jugoslavia. You will be treated like kings! The government will provide you with a perfect climate and the finest scenery of every kind for nothing. The people are everything you imagine yourselves to be and are not. They are hospitable, good-humoured and very good-looking. Every town is a picture and every girl a movie star. Come quickly before they find us out. It is too good to last.”


  * * *


  In conclusion a few words of practical advice. When obtaining a visa, ask for a tourist visa, which is supplied at a special rate. When crossing the frontier, say “tourist,” and the customs officer will treat you with special consideration. You may bring into the country twenty cigarettes or 100 grams of tobacco, but you need not, as you will find good cigarettes and imported English pipe tobacco in Jugoslavia. If charged any duty, keep the receipt, and the money will be refunded to you on leaving the country. Foreign money should be declared. If it exceeds the amount a traveller may take out of the country you will be given a special voucher authorising you to take it out again within a month from the date of entry.


  All registration formalities are arranged by the hotels where you have only to show your passport. Visitors who spend seven days on the coast or at any of the resorts are entitled to a free return journey. All they need do is to keep the single ticket bought on entering the country. The days are reckoned from the date of entry on the passport, and the days spent in travelling in the country are included. Reductions are also allowed on the return journey by the steamship companies.


  The Jugoslav currency is the dinar, which is equivalent to one penny or two cents. All taxis have clocks for ordinary distances. For longer excursions there are special tariffs which you may obtain at the local “Putnik” office. “Putnik” also makes arrangements for cars to be shared for day excursions. Porters should be tipped about two-thirds of what they would receive in England. In most hotels 10 or 12 per cent. is added for service to bills for rooms or meals. Otherwise a tip of about 10 per cent. is the normal one for waiters, chauffeurs, porters or any person whose services one engages.


  The Jugoslav spelling of place-names has been used throughout this book to help identification. Pronounce [image: ] and [image: ] as “tch,” dj or dž as “g” in George, š as “sh,” ž as “s” in usual, nj as “gn” in cognac, lj like “l” in failure, c like “ts,” and j like “y” in yonder.


  Dalmatia and the Sea-coast


  Dalmatia is the part of Jugoslavia most favoured by foreign tourists. And no wonder. For its fjordlike coast, lined in the north with terraced vineyards, broom and stone pine, and in the south with olive, palm and lemon groves, and guarded throughout by stately cypresses which stand out against the grey rocks, combines at once the rugged austerity of Norway with the sub-tropical luxuriance of the Mediterranean. Some of the islands, like Kor[image: ]ula, Hvar and Lokrum have “Gardens of Eden” that waft in the spring a sweet scent of flowers far into the sea. The bay of Kotor has a grandeur of its own, its snowcapped cliffs falling sheer into a blue sunlit lake fringed in spring by almond blossom. The town of Dubrovnik, with its perfectly preserved grey battlements, its grim forts rising defiantly to the sky, and its ancient streets lined with stone palaces and houses, entirely transports the visitor, as if by magic, into a medieval atmosphere. It is difficult to know what to admire most in Dalmatia; the deep-blue, sunlit sea, the grandeur of the scenery, the luxuriousness of the vegetation, the warm climate, the art-treasures, or the fine, handsome Dalmatians.


  Beautiful Architecture


  Architecturally, Dalmatia is a veritable treasure house. At Split, for instance, a whole quarter of the town is built into the massive remains of Diocletian’s palace, which culminates in a magnificent peristyle with Corinthian columns, a fine dome with wonderful wood reliefs, and the massive statue of Gregory of Nin by Jugoslavia’s world-famed sculptor Ivan Meštrovi[image: ]. At Dubrovnik no building, from the thirteenth-century Franciscan and Dominican monasteries or the fine Rectorial palace to the smallest private house, is built of anything but stone, and no building is of a later date than the beginning of the eighteenth century. There is no style, Romance, Gothic, Renaissance or Baroque, which is not represented in Dalmatia. The Dubrovnik mint surpasses all by combining in its Romance-arched ground floor, its Renaissance and Baroque upper storeys no less than three distinct styles in fascinating and unique harmony.


  There is, indeed, hardly a town in Dalmatia but has delightful surprises lurking behind every corner, be it but a casement, a balcony, a door in wood-relief, a gargoyle, or just an artistic knocker. Nor is Dalmatian architecture a pure imitation of either Italian or Byzantine art. The fine cathedral at Šibenik, with its arched stone roof, is a precursor of the Renaissance style. Some of its forms are charming because of their unexpected homeliness. At Dubrovnik, for instance, the columns of the Franciscan monastery are supported neither by angels nor by elaborate leaf-work, but by nice, smiling, homely pigs! In addition, most churches possess paintings by great masters, either native or Italian, as, e.g., Raphael, Tintoretto, Titian, Tiepolo and Bassano.


  The climate, as if conscious that all this beauty needs a proper setting, revels in warmth and sunshine. It is the kind of sun which makes you realise the glory of existence, and which makes bathing not just an aquatic exercise but an exhilarating experience. There is no shade of tan which cannot be achieved within a week, though those who are unaccustomed to such a sunny climate are advised to curb their ambition. In the hot months, June to September, it is best to keep in the shade between noon and four o’clock, while those who sun-bathe should apply skin lotions if they wish to avoid the painful experience of not being able to sleep either on their backs or in the reverse position.


  A perfect day in Dalmatia is begun by an early morning bathe in a perfectly smooth sea, to which you can descend in your dressing gown. This may be followed by a long stroll along the cypress, olive and aloe covered coast, and an iced fruit drink before noon sipped luxuriously in the speckled shade of a palm tree. Then, after a good rest, and possibly another bathe, there is still the evening, when the air in the spring is laden with the sweet smell of date palms and wild flowers, when a silvery shimmer stretches for miles out to the sea, and gay, colourful throngs promenade along the illuminated alleys to the strains of music from the café terraces.


  The Climate


  The climate is mild even in winter. True, there are a number of rainy days, yet there is no winter month in the south without its due share of sun, when you can take off not only your overcoat but also your jacket. The best proof of this is the fact that most people in the south have no stoves in their houses. And should there be a disappointing day—and there are no more than a score or so during the whole winter—they just wear warmer coats, foregather a little more in the cafés, and, if necessary, retire a little earlier to bed!


  No one will fail to find something enjoyable in Dalmatia. The nature lover will find not only a vegetation rich both in subtropical and temperate plants, such as cypresses, olives, figs, aloes, almonds, lemons, oranges, laurels, myrtle, broom, wisteria and date palms, but also numerous rare specimens which are exclusive to Dalmatia. The fisherman will find tunny fishing carried on all along the coast, besides the fascinating sport of night fishing, either with nets or harpoons, by the flare of carbide lamps. In most places he will be able to fish free of charge. There is also a good deal of coral and sponge fishing among the islands. The huntsman may encounter not only plenty of partridges, pheasants, quail and hares, but if he cares to climb into the higher and wilder mountains, even a bear. For the yachtsman the coast provides countless wind-protected bays. And finally, the athlete will be able to choose between aquatic sports, such as rowing, water-polo and swimming, and tennis, all the larger bathing resorts along the coast being provided with hard courts.


  Dalmatian Peasants


  The Dalmatian peasants are most interesting. Tall, lithe and extremely handsome, they combine good looks with an aristocratic mien and a great sense of dignity. The people of Konavlje, south of Dubrovnik, in their extremely picturesque costume, are regarded by many competent judges as the handsomest people in Europe. Their beauty is enhanced by the picturesqueness of their costume, which is mostly black, red and gold, while the women wear small caps or embroidered kerchiefs and aprons. Dalmatian embroideries are very striking, showing a rare combination of bright colours with a refined sense for the daintiest shades.


  Accommodation throughout Dalmatia and along the coast is good. There are altogether about 10,000 beds which are available to visitors during the season, so that there is no difficulty in finding rooms, unless it be at the height of the season at Dubrovnik. Dubrovnik, Cirkvenica, Split, Hvar and Biograd-na-moru have first-class hotels. In the other places the hotels are good and comfortable without being luxurious. Private houses and pensions may be recommended all along the coast, with the proviso that “Putnik” is consulted beforehand. Average rates for first-class hotels with full board range from 90 to 140 dinars per day, for good hotels and pensions from 70 to 100 dinars, while in smaller pensions and private houses, especially on the islands and in less frequented places, the charge is from 50 dinars up. In the winter rates are about 30 per cent. below the above. Private furnished rooms can be obtained at from 300 to 600 dinars a month. Most restaurants give lunch and supper at prices ranging from 450 to 800 dinars a month, the food in each case being abundant. The above prices include service and municipal tax. In short, you can manage on 10 shillings a day, and if you care to spend a pound, you may live like a duke.


  Boats can be hired for 10 to 15 dinars an hour, and charges for tennis courts and aquatic sports are equally reasonable.


  * * *


  Sušak


  The coast can be approached by boat either from Trieste or the Jugoslav port of Sušak. Sušak (Hotel Jadran) is a commercial town, and since the incorporation of Fiume into Italy the chief commercial port of north-west Jugoslavia. Its chief sights are the old Terset fort and chapel, 412 steps high, with a beautiful view of the bay, and the small river spanned by a bridge that marks the frontier with Italy. A boat excursion can be made to the picturesque bay of Bakar, a small town huddled exotically with its old buildings at the foot of high cliffs in an almost lake-like bay. Bakar is also noted for its champagne, “Bakarska vodica.” Kraljevica (Hotel Almiš), at the mouth of the bay, is a pleasant little place, of interest to the English tourist because of the Yarrow shipyard there. It has a dense fir wood, good bathing sands, a sanatorium for children, and—for the historically minded—a Frankopani fort and hall where the nobles conspired against Leopold I.


  Cirkvenica


  The most popular resort of the Croatian coast is Cirkvenica (Hotels Miramar, Thearapia and Dr. Seidl), partly because of its excellent wind-protected beach and the high salt content of 4 per cent. in the sea, and partly because of its mildly fashionable touch and well-organised entertainments and sports. Lying picturesquely amidst a good park of cypresses, palms, laurels and rosemary, it is an excellent starting-point for long bus excursions to the lakes of Plitvice, for boating expeditions to the islands, the So[image: ]ine caves, and for pleasant rambles along the Vinodol vineyards. All these places may be reached with equal facility from Selce (Hotel Rokan), or from Novi (Hotel Lišanj), two quiet wind-protected family bathing resorts, which, like Crikvenica and practically every place along the Croatian coast, have their historic Frankopani forts, towers and ruins. Near by is picturesque but wind-swept Senj.


  Opposite Senj is the island of Krk, covered with small woods, vineyards, and fig and olive groves. It has an excellent sandy beach. The island is studded with quiet places which give one the sensation of being “far from the madding crowd,” like Aleksandrovo (Hotel Frankopan), Malinska (Hotel Slavija), Omišalj and Baška. The last-named contains the oldest national monument, a stone slab carved in A.D. 1110.


  The Island of Rab


  Smaller, but much frequented and liked by lovers of the picturesque, is the island of Rab which rises dreamily with its wooded slopes, weather-beaten grey walls and moss-grown ruins, and is full of sunshine and warmth. One of the great charms of this “evergreen” isle is the little town of Rab itself (Hotels Imperial, Praha) with its attractive campanile and narrow paved streets, and its thousand and one pleasant surprises in the shape of artistic old houses, balconies, door-handles, loggias and interesting sculptures.


  Below Rab stretches the island of Pag, famous for its lace, its cheese, and salt mines. It is little frequented by bathers, though of interest to the fisherman because of its large lake. Skirting Zara, which belongs to Italy, we leave the Croatian coast and enter Dalmatia proper at Biograd-na-moru, a bathing resort much favoured because of its sands and its large luxurious hotel (Ilirija, with 150 rooms).


  Šibenik (Hotel Krka), with three forts guarding the entrance to its bay and built in the form of an amphitheatre, is an appropriate introduction to Dalmatia. Its artistic pride is its wonderful cathedral, a masterpiece of early Renaissance architecture. Begun in 1431 in Venetian Gothic, it was completed entirely in stone and marble with an arched stone roof in 1530. Šibenik is a convenient starting-point for excursions to the mountain fort of Skradin and the grand fan-like waterfalls of the Krka, which roar their impetuous way over rocks amid luxuriant vegetation towards the sea. Nearby is Zlarin, known for its coral fishing.


  Farther south, past the Riviera of the Seven Castles, lies fairy-like Trogir (Hotel Central) with its many stone houses, its palaces, its Benedictine monastery, and its cathedral, which was pronounced by the English writer Jackson the finest in Dalmatia, all huddled together within a narrow space and sleeping in a dignified, distant, medieval calm.


  Split


  The chief town of central Dalmatia is Split (Hotels Bellevue, Central, Slavia, Ba[image: ]vice), Jugoslavia’s chief seaport. The traveller is greeted from afar by a tall tower which marks Split’s architectural wonder, the palace of Diocletian. Built in A.D. 295 to 305 over an immense area of 40,000 square metres, it now houses 3,000 inhabitants in the quarter built into the former walls. The centre of the palace is the peristyle. The six Corinthian columns on each side, the bronze lions, the fine old Egyptian sphinx of black marble, and the large defiant figure of Bishop Gregory of Nin by Meštrovi[image: ], combine to create a powerful impression. After this, the quiet beauty of the interior of the cathedral, with its wood-relief of the life of Christ by Bovina, comes as a complete rest. The attractions of Split are almost too numerous to mention. There is the Jupiter temple, the Porta Aurea, the mausoleum, the many palaces, the picture gallery, the archaeological museum, and the town’s museum with a fine collection of Dalmatian handicrafts and embroideries. Above Split, on a 178 metres high hill, stretches the beautiful park of Marjan. There are 800 broad stone steps leading up to the park which comprises the whole promontory and has numerous walks, rare plants, a small natural museum, aquarium and zoo, all of which combine to make it the finest park of all Dalmatia.


  From Split there are numerous excursions to various points on the coast and on the islands, to the picturesque mountain fort of Klis, and to Solin (ancient Salona), which was for a time the third city in the Western Roman Empire, and is of absorbing interest to archaeologists owing to its mausoleums, basilica, baths, aqueducts, sarcophagi and monuments.


  Should you happen to be in Split on April 23rd, or on August 14th, 15th and 17th, then you simply must not miss visiting Sinj, the rocky little town that was once the lair of the intrepid Uskok pirates, where dance and other festivals are held on these dates. The culmination of the festivals is on August 17th, the day of the “alka” ring, when the most skilful of a fine race of mountain dwellers gather to vie with each other in heroic sports. Wearing costumes with heavy metal buttons and richly embroidered in gold, and riding on picturesquely caparisoned horses, they endeavour to lift the “alka” ring with the points of their lances, in commemoration of the great Uskok victory over the Turks in the eighteenth century. The festival ends with a riot of folk-dancing, a parade of the most richly embroidered national costumes, and the merriest merry-making you can imagine.


  Makarska


  South of Split, along a coastline of increasing beauty, lie Omiš (Hotel Bellevue), famous for its wine, and Makarska (Hotel Pension Osejava) with an excellent sandy beach over a mile long. Makarska, which is an increasingly popular resort, has many interesting excursion points: to the waterfalls of Gubavica, the 4,000 feet high mountains of Mosor, the canyon of the Cetina, and the Poljice district, the oldest Croatian republic of the twelfth century. The islands of Šolta and Bra[image: ] opposite, and the small village of Supetar (Hotel Jadran) are little frequented by tourists.


  Below these islands lies Hvar, the “Jugoslav Madeira” (Hotel Palace), one of the most beautiful Dalmatian islands, and because of its extraordinarily mild climate and good bathing, a favourite wintering place. Framed in palm, aloe, fig, lemon and orange groves, Hvar presents a unique view of green woods, grey rock and deep blue sea. It is a place favoured, indeed, both by nature and by man. Great masters like Titian and Tiepolo have contributed to its paintings, fine medieval architects have given it its twelfth century cathedral (restored in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries), while a prince of nature, an immense cypress, lends its spacious shade to no fewer than sixty people on any sunny day. Interesting excursions are those to the blue grotto of Biševo, and little, quiet, attractive Jelsa.


  A little to the south, compact in its fairy beauty, rises Hvar’s rival, Kor[image: ]ula (Hotel Bon Repos), like some immense magic bird’s-nest laid right upon the deep blue glass of the Adriatic Sea. A famous shipbuilding centre of old, Kor[image: ]ula is famous even now for its stone, the finest in Jugoslavia, used both by builders and sculptors. Kor[image: ]ula has a church with paintings by Tintoretto and Bassano, and many palaces, such as that of Arneri with its delightful knocker and Gothic Venetian windows. Because of its unique charm, good bathing, the restfulness of its fine park and its varied beauty, Kor[image: ]ula attracts more visitors year by year.


  Dubrovnik


  Whatever the beauty of any place in Dalmatia, however, all must bow before the pearl of the Adriatic, Dubrovnik, for Dubrovnik is not only, without any exaggeration, one of the most beautiful towns in Europe, but, like Venice, unique in the whole world. Its beauty is of the kind that takes your breath away, a perfection that can only be conjured up in dreams when the imagination is young. Even from the sea, especially on a summer evening, the sight of Dubrovnik, planted defiantly on rugged cliffs, with massive grey battlements, formidable forts, towers and medieval monasteries and stone houses with mellowed dark-red roofs, all set in a natural park of palms, cypress, olives and cacti, is unforgettable. There is no town so completely medieval in all Europe. Its walls, rebuilt in the fifteenth century, are so well preserved that one may make a circuit of the entire town on them. And hence, if you stand below the clock tower and look to the left towards the Orlando statue, the Baroque church of St. Vlaho, the impressive Renaissance arcade of the rectorial palace, and the cathedral, or to the right, past the mint, and up the stone-flagged street lined with dignified stone houses, the newest of which is over two centuries old, you will scarcely be able to resist the feeling that you have been transported into a period centuries past.


  Medieval in aspect, Dubrovnik keeps alive its ancient traditions. February 2nd, the day of St. Blaise, St. Vlaho, the patron saint of the former republic, is its great day. On that day peasants from the surrounding country march, armed and carrying banners and dressed in richly embroidered costumes, into the town, in order to take part in the festive procession. The furling of banners is a great contest of skill, and for one day the whole town goes wild and there is dancing, shooting, church bells, popular entertainments and gaiety.


  Dubrovnik has the best hotels on the coast (Imperial, Excelsior, Villa Argentina, and in the adjoining harbour of Gruž, Hapad and Petka), and is a great tourist centre not only in the summer but, because of its mild climate, also during the winter. Its winter, with an average temperature of 10° C., is milder than that of Naples. Of its cafés, the one built right under the arcades of the ancient port is specially interesting.


  Excursions from Dubrovnik


  From Dubrovnik you can make excursions to numerous places, each more beautiful than the last: to the source of the Ombla which springs in magic green from under long lines of sunlit cliff; to Trsteno, with its wonderful park; to the fascinating Mohammedan town of Trebinje, right in the hills; or to ancient dreamy Cavtat, which looks like the embodiment of some fairy story in stone. Cavtat owns Meštrovi[image: ]’s famous mausoleum, which stands among cypresses on a small round hill. Opposite Dubrovnik lies the “paradise of flowers,” the island of Lokrum, on which Richard Lion Heart is supposed to have built a chapel. This island has a weird story of a curse laid upon all its future owners by the Benedictine monks. When evicted by Napoleon, they marched round the island for a whole night carrying dripping candles and muttering their imprecations. The tragic end of three of its owners is known to all the world: Napoleon, Maximilian of Mexico, Rudolf Habsburg.


  However, the finest excursion from Dubrovnik is a day’s car ride along the Boka of Kotor and up to Cetinje, the former capital of Montenegro. This is considered by many as the finest drive in all Jugoslavia. Along the picturesque bay south of Dubrovnik you pass the sandy beaches of Kupari and Srebreno and the promontory of Cavtat. A little further south, at the entrance to the bay, lies Herceg-Novi (Hotel Boka) jutting out on a little subtropical peninsula, evergreen in the abundance of its trees and flowers. It is a popular winter resort because of its mild climate, charming parks, churches, forts and old houses.


  A Temperamental Lake


  Here one enters the bay proper, which during the War harboured the whole Austrian fleet in its impregnable fastness. Scene after scene rushes past in remarkable contrast. First a smiling flower-strewn hilly coast with many pleasant villages. Then, after the “Chains,” a magnificent narrow, temperamental mountain lake, which in its varied moods has been known to change from the calmest sunlit glass to the most turbulent and terrifying vortex. You may visit the Boka many times, but never will you find it in the same mood. Immense snow-capped mountains, sheer cliffs rising from the sea to the sky, frame this wonder lake and the many ancient towns that sleep amid picturesque ruins and moss-grown walls in the deep stillness of the bay. Finest of all is Kotor (Hotel Slavija), ensconced in the very shadiest nook of the austere mountain and completely surrounded by walls, and fort Kotor is full of delight from the moment you enter its powerful stone gate until you have completed your tour of its twelfth-century cathedral, its clock tower and the smallest corner of its many narrow, winding streets. The best days to visit Kotor are Tuesday, Thursday and Sunday, when Montenegrins come to the market, proud and magnificent in their dignified costumes.


  From Kotor a serpentine road with breath-taking hairpin bends takes you rapidly to a height of over 3,000 feet, revealing at every bend a wider and wider panorama, one of the finest in the whole of Europe. The entire Boka now lies before you, with many subsidiary winding bays, small white towns and villages clustered against the dark background of cliff, chestnut and cypress groves, and sheets of ultramarine water reflecting the sun against the austere gloom of the mountains. Dubrovnik and this view alone make a visit to Jugoslavia worth while.


  From the pass of Krstac you enter Montenegro, the land of black mountains, a vast expanse of unrelieved grey stone. As though to emphasise the bleakness of Montenegro, even the winter snow never falls below the block house which marks the former frontier between it and Austria. Not until you have visited Montenegro and experienced this world of stone will you realise what the struggle for existence means. Fields not larger than a small room are here cultivated for what may be wrested from the soil. Houses are built of stone, and many have not even chimneys but let the smoke escape through a hole in the roof. Bundles of wood and water are brought by women from afar on their backs.


  Cetinje itself (Hotel Grand), the former capital of Montenegro, which you reach at the end of the ride, looks little more than a large mountain village, although it is now double its former size. A look at the large military relief map in the geographic pavilion is an interesting lesson in mountain geography. And a visit to the palace of Montenegro’s former ruler, King Nikola, will show you that the magnificence of this pre-War royal palace hardly rose above the standard of a good English or American middle-class home.


  Many like to return to Dubrovnik by way of Budva, a small walled town which lies picturesquely by the sea below the Montenegrin cliffs. Near Budva is St. Stefano, famous for the peace concluded there, and opposite lies the magic hunch-backed looking island of St. Nikola.


  Slovenia


  Next to Dalmatia, Slovenia is the part of Jugoslavia most frequented by tourists. Like Dalmatia it has its attractions both in summer and winter, although its allure is of an entirely different kind. While Dalmatia in the summer offers dazzling heat, sunlit seas and excellent bathing, Slovenia, which lies in an Alpine region offers lovely cool mountain lakes amid snow-capped hills, mountain climbing and hunting. Geographically, Slovenia is a continuation of the Swiss and Tyrolese Alps, and its chief beauty, therefore, lies in the grandeur of its mountains, its sunlit snowy peaks, its high green plateaux, its wonderful deep-wooded or grassy valleys, and its charming, quiet lakes. With its deep Alpine canyons, its grand waterfalls, its pine and fir forests, and its numerous picturesque stalagmite and stalactite caves, Slovenia offers the tourist all that he is likely to find either in Switzerland or in the Tyrol. The cost of living in Solvenia is, however, much cheaper.


  Hunting


  The extensive forests of Slovenia provide excellent hunting, and hunts are therefore better organised for the benefit of foreign visitors than anywhere else in Jugoslavia. There are, in Slovenia, large estates whose owners will receive paying guests in their country homes, and in addition to week-end or longer hospitality will grant them shooting rights. Especially well known is the estate of Baron Born near Trži[image: ], whence frequent expeditions start for hunting deer, boar, bear, chamois and smaller game. Fishing, too, is good, for there is plenty of large salmon, trout and other river fish in the fast mountain streams of Slovenia. Mountain climbing is also well organised. Every village has more than one experienced guide who will take the visitor up the Alps, and there is practically no peak of any importance, from those of only 3,000 feet to snow-covered Triglav (about 9,000 feet), which has not either its hotel or its well-equipped mountain hut.


  In addition to these summer attractions, Slovenia is getting better known every year for its winter sports. The Slovenes are passionate ski-ers, and it would be difficult to find a place in Solvenia which has not its ski-ing ground. Slovenia’s pride, of course, is Planica, whose jumping board is the highest in Europe. On a length of 950 feet, and a board 12 feet high and 21 feet wide, jumps of over 300 feet may be achieved. A world’s record of 303 feet was set up in March 1936 by the Austrian Bradl. On a jump of 318 feet the drop is 170 feet, yet there is no danger whatsoever.


  Whether in summer or winter, in town or country, the visitor may rely on good accommodation everywhere in Slovenia. The culture of the Slovene peasant is on a high level. Conscious that they are but a small linguistic group, the Slovenes have been very proud to foster their national culture. Like the Scandinavians they are great readers, and modest libraries are frequently to be found in peasant houses. The resemblance of the Slovenes to the northerner goes even further. Slovenia abounds in churches perched picturesquely on little hills. And when you see a Slovenian family on a winter Sunday wending their way to church, the men in Alpine knee-breeches and plumed felt hats, the women in voluminous skirts, white head-kerchiefs and embroidered jackets, all set in a vast frame of sunlit snowy hills, you will find it hard to remember that you are not in Norway or Sweden. The visitor may therefore be assured that even in the most out-of-the-way Slovenian village he will find a good clean room and a warm feather bed in one of the attractive wooden houses with the artistic carvings.


  Ljubljana


  It is not difficult to get about in Slovenia. The motor roads are good, the best in Jugoslavia. The peasants practically all speak German, which they learned when Slovenia belonged to Austria. Finally, the cost of living, both in villages and towns, is very moderate, being approximately the same as in Dalmatia.


  The capital of Slovenia, Ljubljana (Hotels Union, Metropol), a charming Alpine town of 80,000 inhabitants, lying beneath the massive Karavanken chain, is a convenient centre for exploring either the Alps or the lakes, as any part of the province can be reached thence within a few hours. Overshadowed by an old fifteenth-century fort, which stands massively on rock above the town, Ljubljana, with its medley of modern buildings, pleasant villas, old houses and jagged attic roofs, is a most attractive sight. It is especially fine of an evening when a bluish haze, rising from the Sava river, envelopes it in an almost magic veil. But its chief appeal is at vintage time in the autumn—for Slovenia is a famous wine-producing and wine-drinking district—when all the numerous avenues like the “Ve[image: ]ni pot” (Eternal Way), the beautiful Tivoli park, and all the gardens begin to glow with autumnal colours, and the streets re-echo to lighthearted singing, dancing and merry-making.


  The mixture of mellow age and modernity, harmoniously intertwined, is certainly one of Ljubljana’s—Ljubljana means “the lovely one”—most interesting features. On the one hand Ljubljana has all the characteristics of an important cultural centre, as befits the chief town of a national group. It has an opera which is worth visiting, a theatre, a picture gallery, an interesting ethnographic museum with a good historical collection and many embroideries and handicrafts. It has also a highly developed literary and musical life. Its Philharmonic Orchestra developed as a branch of the Viennese. Its hotels are modern. The business centre is in the parts round the “Passage,” the Šelembergerova or Aleksandrova streets with their modern shops, or the Prešsernova, named after a famous Slovenian poet, which is full of precious antiques—old watches, porcelain, and furniture in the Biedermayer and Baroque styles. In the autumn the town has a great industrial exhibition. It even possesses a twelve-storey skyscraper, in the four top floors of which is housed a modern café.


  Café Life


  On the other hand, you may see all of this and yet fail to know Ljubljana, unless you know its cafés. For Ljubljana has a touch of the gay atmosphere of Vienna. Its cafés are more than just places for drinking tea, beer or wine. They are a sort of democratic club, where the most important part of the town’s life unfolds. Everything takes place there, from business transactions to family gatherings, from discussions on art to games of chess or cards. When you would say in another town “let’s go to the cinema,” in Ljubljana you say “let’s go to the café.” And then you take your choice: at the “Emona” you will find half the town engaged in good-humoured chit-chat; at the “Zvezda” you can listen to music under the trees; and in the small cafés of the Street of the Jews—clean cafés, too—you will find the intimate atmosphere of old, homely Ljubljana.


  Among the Slovenian districts which vie with each other in offering attractions to the tourist, the best known is that of the Julian Alps and Karavanken. Immense Alpine peaks, like Triglav, Martuljak and Jalovac, massive snow-capped rocks broken by grim ravines, rushing waterfalls, large mountain plateaux framed in forests of fir and pine and vigorous Alpine vegetation, have set on this district the stamp of unmistakable grandeur. Here, too, is the famous national park, the Valley of the Seven Lakes, magically satisfying with its cool waterfalls, deep sunlit lakes, and rare flowers and trees.


  Lake Bled


  This district has the loveliest lake in all Slovenia, Lake Bled, which serves as a royal residence in the summer, and is a great centre for visitors. With its quiet, sunlit waters, the tiny church of the Virgin on the island in the middle of the lake, the fort on a high rock, the velvety green of its shores and trees, and the rainbow shimmer from Alpine snow in the background, the lake is a poem in itself—perfect as a sonnet by Keats. The quiet of the western shore, with its unbroken line of forests and greenery, is in striking contrast with the fashionable hotels (Toplice, Park) and gay life of the eastern shore. Bled is much favoured as a bathing resort in the summer because of the high temperature of its water (28° C.), due to the many springs within the lake itself, and also because of its large iron content. Bled also has excellent facilities for sport, including ski-ing, skating, climbing, swimming and tennis, in addition to dancing, music and entertainments throughout the summer season. Near Bled is the extremely romantic gorge of Vintgar, and an interesting cave, located close to Bohinjska Bela.


  No less beautiful, although of an entirely different character, is the largest Slovenian lake, Bohinje, dark and serene in its tranquillity under the austere shadows of mountains and dense woods. Bohinje (Hotel Sv. Janez, Zlatorog) is popular with tourists because of its warm water (23° C.), its winter sports, and the wonderful excursions into forests and mountains. Above Bohinje there is a mountain hut. The rushing waterfalls of the Savica, more than 200 feet high, are the source of the river Sava.


  The whole district is famous for its winter sports. No village is without its jumping board, climbing points, guides and accommodation for tourists. Planica (Dom Ilirije), near Rate[image: ]e, has the highest jumping ground in Europe. The Pokljuka plateau, surrounded by firs, is a fine ski-ing ground with a good hotel (Hotel Sport). Much liked is also Kranjska Gora (Erika, [image: ]erne), which is set in forests and is ideal for convalescents. It has a ski-ing school, excellent hunting and fishing, swimming and Alpine sports. Other popular places are Rate[image: ]e, with its Gothic church in a sunny valley, well known because it has preserved old costumes and customs; the village of Podkoren, declared by the English scientist Sir Humphry Davy, who lived there, to be “one of the most beautiful in Europe”; Bohinjska Bistrica (Triglav) under the mighty Dolomites; sunny Mojstrana, which is the entrance to the Triglav Valley, and little villages like Kamna Gorica or Gozd.


  The Savian Alps


  A short distance from Ljubljana stand the Savian Alps, equally impressive with their romantic gorges, deep green valleys, waterfalls and springs. Here also winter sports, ski-ing and climbing are fostered everywhere, and most places offer excellent swimming. A good centre is the old town of Kranj (Hotel Stara Pošta), which has a Gothic cathedral and a well-developed modern textile industry. Of its many rambles the one to the wild and romantic Kokra Gorge should not be missed. Other places are Jezersko (Kazino) amidst fir woods below the Savian peaks; Trži[image: ] (Pošta) famous for its hunting; and Kamnik (Stara pošta), which has old ruins, a three-storied church, and good swimming and winter sports.


  Another interesting excursion point south of Ljubljana is the Notranjska district, which is of a Karst-like formation and extremely picturesque with its numerous subterranean rivers and lakes, and its spacious caves of the most fantastic stalactites and stalagmites. Noteworthy is the Cerkniško Jezero, a lake which fills in the autumn and dries out so completely in the summer that its basin is regularly cultivated.


  An excursion towards the south-east takes us into the Dolenjska district, lovely with its pleasant green hills, its rivers and vineyards. Clean whitewashed peasant houses and small churches perched on the top of every other hill lend this part a very attractive, quiet and homely appeal. Dolenjska is Slovenia’s district of poetry and flowers, song and merriment, to which no doubt the local “cvi[image: ]ak” wine contributes its due share. Yet not even Dolenjska lacks a certain wild romantic appeal. The Krška valley, with its rushing waters, is full of the most breath-taking surprises, and well worth a visit. Kostanjevica, on the Krška, is called the Dolenjska Venice because of its picturesque position on the river. Novo Mesto (Metropol), full of old monuments, with a Tintoretto in its church, is excellent for swimming and trout fishing.


  Maribor


  Proceeding along the river Sava we come to the Zasavje district, pleasant and homely with its long chains of hills, attractive villages, and white churches perched on hill-tops. It is a nice district, full of fruit, in which many old customs have been preserved. A little to the north is the Savinjska dolina (Valley), with the source of the Savinja, which falls in a grand waterfall over a cave from a height of 360 feet, and the spacious green valley of Logar (Plesnik), which lies between towering fir-covered hills and is one of the most beautiful valleys in Europe. The chief town of the district, Celje (Europe, Pošta), the Roman Claudia Celea and former seat of the Counts of Cilli, is very interesting and shows many traces of its historic past, including the fort above the town, the old church, the council house, and many historic monuments. Celje has a good park, a theatre, a museum, and is a great centre for swimming, fishing, hunting, tennis and winter ports. A similar sports centre is Maribor (Orel, Meran), the chief town of the hilly Pohorje and the second largest town in Slovenia. Often called the Jugoslav Meran because of its mild climate, Maribor is also an important cultural centre. It has a theatre, a museum, a library and an orchestra. The town is very picturesque, with many historic monuments, old fortress walls, a twelfth-century cathedral restored in the seventeenth century, a Franciscan convent, and an old bridge. Its park is one of the finest in Jugoslavia, and there is pleasant bathing from an island. It is also renowned for its wines.


  In addition to winter sports, Slovenia has many well-known spas. Rogaška Slatina (Kurverwaltung), which exports millions of bottles of its famous water annually, and is excellent for digestive and respiratory troubles, is a fully equipped modern spa with electric, steam, fir and oxygen baths. Because of its lively season, crowded with entertainments, concerts and dances, and its picturesque position amid green woods, hills and vineyards, Rogaška Slatina is a popular holiday resort for many besides those who take its waters.


  Other well-known spas, all lying in wooded mountain districts, include Dobrna (Toplice, Novigrad), which has fine parks, is famous for its goat-milk, yoghourt and kephir cures, and excellent for heart, nerve, kidney and urinary troubles; Slatina Radenci (Kurhaus), which is recommended for sclerosis, heart, kidney and digestive troubles; Rimske Toplice, a spa for rheumatism, asthma, and nerve complaints; sunny Golnik, situated amidst firs and good for tuberculosis; and Laško (rheumatism, respiratory troubles, nerves).


  Bosnia and Herzegovina


  Even if your senses should become so intoxicated with the beauties of Dalmatia and Slovenia that nothing would seem likely to impress you further, you will not be able to resist the fascination of Bosnia. For Bosnia, the Jugoslav “East,” is a land truer to the traditions of the East than Turkey itself. Here you will still find in a completely unadulterated form all those thousand and one curiosities which give the East its glamour, colour and mystery. Muezzins still chant their weird long-drawn cries from white minarets rising slender above ramshackle little wooden houses with latticed windows, men still sit cross-legged with long pipes discussing with Eastern stoicism the events of the day, and women still move about furtively with veils over their faces. Clear, fresh mountain streams still flow unhindered over cobbled, grass-grown streets through the middle of the town; donkeys laden with wood still appear suddenly from under the most unexpected arches, where a minute ago you established with absolute certainty that a cul-de-sac ended in someone’s backyard; and houses are still perched at angles which defy every known law of gravitation. Little wooden shanties, on whose immediate collapse you are bound to speculate, appear here as well-known meeting places where, round a splashing fountain below cool cypresses, you may sip Turkish coffee and survey the bustle of the market with its picturesque peasantry, its fatalistically unmoved Moslem vendors in fez or turban, and listen to the varied cries of vendors of bread, meat, vegetables, sweets, “boza” or lemonade.


  Picturesque Bosnia


  Life is so fascinating here in its straightforward simplicity that it dominates all, even nature. Bosnia is not deficient in natural beauty, yet the peculiar deep green of Bosnia’s forests, the romantic beauty of its narrow mountain gorges, its rushing mountain streams and its wonderful waterfalls, which anywhere else would evoke exclamations of admiration and surprise, seem here in Bosnia to have been created merely as a suitable background to an even more fascinating life.


  Yet for all that Bosnia is relatively unfrequented by tourists. Only now are people beginning to discover the beauties of this unknown land. The chief reason is that hotel accommodation is not of a standard to satisfy Western fastidiousness. Indeed, only Sarajevo, Mostar, Banja Luka, Jajce and the spa of Ilidža have hotels in accordance with Western requirements. The charges are naturally somewhat lower than in Dalmatia and Slovenia, the reduction amounting to about 10 to 20 per cent., and the cost of living in general bears about the same relation. The railways, winding through the mountain gorges, are all narrow gauge, and cannot therefore offer the comfort of a normal line.


  All this suggests one definite route to the Western traveller, unless he does not mind “roughing it.” The first part of this route rises straight from Dubrovnik in picturesque serpentines, either by rail or road, above the deep green of the Ombla, to the Neretva gorge. It is of this river that the Jugoslav poet Hamza Humo said: “If the Neretva were turned into stone, its green stone shot with gold would be fit to serve for the gates of paradise.”


  At the end of the gorge, which passes through some of the most primitive parts of the country, where Moslems observe ancient Christian customs, and where there are people who live and die without leaving their homes, rises Mostar (Hotel Neretva). Framed in hills, with its white mosques rising above stone houses surrounded by firs and olives, Mostar has the beauty of the scene of an exotic film. Its glory is its old bridge spanning in a single picturesque grey stone arch the whole river, which flows fast, green, cool and foaming against the sun-bleached rock. The bridge has a special magic on a moonlit night when there is a silvery shimmer above the swirling waters. Mostar is famous for its fish, which should be ordered grilled on a spit.


  The Moslems


  No less interesting is the weird dress of the Moslem women, invented by the jealous Mostarites to conceal the allure of their womenfolk. It is made of stiff black felt, with sleeves made not for use, but to be sown together at the back, and a stiff cowl. These Ku-Klux-Klan garments easily succeed not only in completely concealing the beauty, but also in obliterating even the faintest suspicion of shapeliness in the female who is unfortunate enough to have been born a Mostarite Moslem.


  As trains on this part of the route have no restaurant cars, it is advisable to give notice to the guard, who will book you a meal at a price of 10 or 12 dinars at Konjic Station, half-way between Dubrovnik and Mostar, where the train stops for fifteen to twenty minutes.


  With Mostar we leave Herzegovina and its warm southern climate, its tobacco fields and its quaint, rickety watermills, and enter the greater freshness of Bosnia over the Ivan range. Serajevo (Hotel Europa, Hotel Central), the capital of Bosnia, should really be approached from the east, from the mountains, for it is there that, suddenly breaking through the hills with shimmering roofs above the agged silhouette of its bridges, green waters and innumerable white mosques, that its full magic is revealed.


  But from whichever side you approach Serajevo, you cannot help succumbing to the fascination of this city, for it is indeed unique in its Eastern and Western contrasts. Cafés with blaring radios, quiet mosques with fountains and cypresses where the plaintive chant of the muezzin invokes the faithful to prayer, noisy motor-cars, strings of donkeys, wooden tumbrils clattering over cobbled streets, dignified, white-bearded, ancient Moslems who seem to embody the dreamy East, and young beauties in the latest Western fashions with veils that are the more provocative because they hide nothing—all live here together, blending in a curious shrill harmony of their own.


  Serajevo


  Serajevo has a very interesting ethnographic museum, in which are gathered all the national costumes of the country; a carpet factory where all kinds of Bosnian and Eastern carpets are woven with great deftness; and many fine buildings, of which the town hall, built in the Moorish style, is specially striking. Famous is the bridge on which Gavrilo Princip fired at Francis Ferdinand the shots which served as the signal, though not as the cause, for the World War. Then there is the little Serbian orthodox church with a quaint wooden gallery and the weird atmosphere of bygone centuries. And finally, the Begova džamija (mosque), “like which there is none as far as Stambul, except at Adrianople,” with its cool, dignified lines, oriental colouring, old lime trees, cooing doves, quiet, shaded fountain and rare Eastern carpets.


  Yet, fascinating as each of these sights is, none is so humanely thrilling as a walk in the [image: ]aržija (bazaar), where in front of long rows of wooden shops lie higgledy-piggledy masses of the most varied goods in a riot of colours and designs. Picturesque opankas, slippers of red or yellow leather, coffee sets or coffee mills, artistic filigree pipes, ear-rings, spoons, brass pots or plates, embroidered shirts, sleeves, table-cloths, sashes in gorgeous red, yellow and gold, are all heaped here to tempt the buyer. And inside the shops, all of which are open, you may see how before your own eyes brass and silver are fashioned by copper-and silversmiths into plates or artistic filigree.


  You may handle the goods if you like. Dignified old Moslems will watch you silently behind their long pipes, and never move an inch unless you address them. Then the grand ceremony of bargaining begins. There is no fixed price, and you should not be offended if the price asked sounds fantastic. It is a compliment to you, because the Serajevo merchant prices the goods according to the standard of riches he attributes to the buyer. So, if you are keen to know what the world thinks of you, try the Serajevo bazaar. There is, of course, nothing to prevent you from offering modestly half the price you are originally asked. Then it will be a matter of wits and diplomacy who will win the battle, and at what price you will achieve a compromise.


  When in Sarajevo don’t miss buying some of its famous oriental sweets, such as rahat-lokum (Turkish delight), alva, which you buy in tins, or baklava, which is made of honey and nuts. If these pass your test, explore further among the endless varieties born of a fertile imagination. But whatever you do, don’t try the native cooking in the small restaurants as it is mostly done with mutton fat.


  Farewell to Serajevo


  Before taking leave of Serajevo, visit the back streets, where along narrow steep cobbled lanes you will encounter veiled women in Turkish trousers who will hide their faces against the wall at your approach, and see rickety houses, charming latticed windows, and street-urchins galore. If you have time, take a walk along the paths to the surrounding hills for their enchanting bird’s-eye view of the town. And if you can manage it go and see the spa of Ilidža (Hotel Bosnia), which has strong sulphur springs, and where the Bosna takes it source. Pale, which has a mountain hut, is visited for winter sports.


  You may leave Serajevo by several routes. To Belgrade you can travel by the finest railway route in all Jugoslavia, through the romantic gorges of the Drina, up the serpentine railway tunnels of Mokra Gora, where the line describes a perfect figure 8, and through the bluish hills of Servia. A train passing through a pleasant undulating valley of plum orchards and fields will take you to Zagreb. And finally, via Travnik, the once proud seat of the viziers, which has a powerful fortress, you can reach the heart of Bosnia.


  Here you discover the “Pearl of Bosnia,” lovely Jajce (Hotel Grand), perfect in its Eastern atmosphere, with picturesque verandahs, gabled windows, steep, narrow streets, donkey drivers, veiled women and a medieval fort. The waterfalls of Jajce rushing through the town and foaming in a myriad brilliant colours over a mighty rock are an unforgettable sight, even if you have seen a thousand waterfalls before. Perched above the falls there is a kiosk in the middle of the stream, where you may sip Turkish coffee, for no man knows, say the Moslems, what it is to drink coffee until he has drunk it above flowing waters.


  From Jajce a bus or car will take you through the gorges of the mountain to Banja Luka (Hotel Bosna, Hotel Palace), a fair-sized, interesting Eastern town, where you will have to say good-bye to the unsuspected charms and magic of Bosnia, and hurry, via Zagreb, back to your home land and civilisation.


  South Serbia


  Compared with the other provinces, South Serbia is ignored by tourists. Few indeed are the people who have ventured to explore the rugged beauty of this unknown land. And no wonder. South Serbia is not a tourist country in the accepted sense of the word. There are no hotels catering specially for tourists, and providing all the little comforts which people in the West have come to consider as necessities. Everything here is rugged, including the people. For South Serbia has slept for five and a half centuries under the Turks, and has only just awakened from its medieval dream to present-day reality. Life has resumed its course exactly where it stopped in 1389, after the Serbian defeat at Kosovo, when the Turks overran the country. Peasants still sleep in mud-plastered huts, beds are a luxury, the wooden plough prevails, and all the customs have the stamp of medieval primitiveness.


  A journey through South Serbia is, therefore, not a tourist ramble from hotel to hotel within a cotton-wool reality. It is an experience. It is bound to bring you into direct contact with primitive life in its simplest forms. No one can pass through the rugged mountain ranges, cross the wild peaks, traverse the virgin forests, enter the fierce shadows of the gorges of South Serbia, and see its hardy, simple people, without being the richer for it in experience of new values. The South Serbians are strong and lithe, with all the bounding energy of mountaineers. Their long oppression has given them a quiet solemnity and a tragic conception of life which is powerfully expressed in their songs, dances and embroideries. The songs and dances of South Serbia have complicated Eastern scales and melodious lines, powerful and varying rhythms which often change from bar to bar into wonderful architectonic patterns, and unexpected harmonies, perhaps weird to the Western ear, but with a haunting, tragic beauty of their own. Similarly, the embroideries, in which black and dark shades predominate, cannot fail to convey the sombre mood of the people.


  By Car


  Unless you approach South Serbia by train from Belgrade, there is only one tourist route—by car from Dubrovnik, via Cetinje. It is a route full of unforgettable sights. First, the deep-shaded valley of the Mora[image: ]a, with weird conical islands rising out of a marshy bed, and looking like an ancient faded tapestry of creation. Then a stretch of violent contrasts, deep virgin forests, mountain passes so high that they seem to belong rather to the sky than to the earth, the little village of Andrijevica huddled in all this mountain grandeur, the dark and fierce gorge of Rugovo, and at the end of the journey, Pe[image: ]. Pe[image: ] (Hotel Korso) is a small, primitive town with cobbled streets with water flowing through it. Here you will see rickety houses, latticed windows, mosques, churches, and the buildings of the old Serbian patriarchy. It is fascinating on a market day, when Serbs, Albanians and Moslems meet. It is a cheap mart for embroideries and copperware.


  Seventeen kilometres from Pe[image: ], in the idyllic quiet of a forest of sweet chestnuts, lies the monastery of Visoki De[image: ]ani. De[image: ]ani, built in 1335 and one of the finest monasteries of old Serbia, shows the influence of Romance on the Serbo-Byzantine style of architecture. It is rich in precious medieval frescoes and contains tombs of old Serbian rulers. The Abbot of De[image: ]ani is a cultured monk who speaks several languages, and is always willing to put up visitors for the night. His hospitality is usually acknowledged by a contribution to the monastery-box. The trout at De[image: ]ani is delicious.


  Skoplje


  Via Kosovska Mitrovica we finally reach Skoplje (Hotels Bristol, Splendid), the chief town of South Serbia. Although still in the East, or rather of the East, Skoplje belongs to it no more. Skoplje embodies the new vigour of South Serbia struggling after five centuries of slavery towards a richer culture. True, on one side of the Vardar there still sleeps old Uskub, as it was called by the Turks, with narrow, twisting lanes, cobbled streets, ramshackle houses, low wooden shops, open-air bazaars, Moslems and veiled hanumas. But on the other side, overshadowed by the fort of King Dušan, the mightiest ruler of medieval Serbia, rises new Skoplje, with broad streets, fine public buildings, and an officers’ club, the modern café of which is brilliantly illuminated at night.


  In the summer Skoplje swelters in a southern heat. It is therefore at its best in the spring or autumn, especially at twilight, when it appears full of ancient memories and half-forgotten grandeurs. There is the old church of Sveti Spas (St. Saviour), almost half underground, with a cool, mystic feeling, and a fine altar-piece carved in wood by craftsmen from Debar. Among the stories from the Bible, among the heavenly hierarchy with all its angels and archangels, there sit here in a humble corner the three craftsmen who wrought this wonderful carving, chipping away quietly at their work. Then there is the Leaden Inn (Kuršumli Han), probably built by the Romans, with a leaden roof, which was later a caravan centre and mart, and now looks odd with its tiers of boxes round the roomy central space. Exceptionally good is the museum, which is a real synthesis of South Serbia, and in addition to a fine collection of national costumes has copies full size and completely detailed of the frescoes in the ancient monasteries.


  An interesting ramble will take you through the bazaar with its many coppersmiths, or past the gipsy quarter, or again to the Roman aqueduct near the town. From the fort an interesting panoramic view of the town is obtained. Longer excursions may be undertaken to the valley of Treska, to the canyon of the Skopska Crna Gora, where one may see national costumes and, on Sunday, folk-dancing. The village of [image: ]u[image: ]er and the monasteries of Sv. Nikola and Bogorodica (the Virgin) are also worth a visit.


  Not far from Skoplje, via Gradsko, and thence three kilometres to the south, lies Stobi, the “Macedonian Pompeii,” which will be of the greatest interest to people with an archaeological bent. Here a Byzantine town was superimposed on a Roman settlement of the third century. Recent excavations have revealed a fine marble amphitheatre, a temple and an early Byzantine church, besides many other buildings, sculptures and mosaics.


  Excursions from Skoplje


  The finest excursion from Skoplje is by rail or car to Ohrid, and thence back by a circular route via Debar. This route leads first through Prilep, the birthplace of the Serbian hero Prince Marko, and now the centre of a well-known tobacco district which is specially interesting at harvest time. From Prilep you can continue to Bitolj (Hotel Jevti[image: ]) below the Perister Mountains (7,800 feet), where the nights are cool even after the hottest day. Bitolj is famous for cheap embroideries. Its church of St. Dimitrije, with five altars, is a curiosity among orthodox churches. From here you can travel, via Resan, on the lake of Prespa, which is famous for its peaches, pears and trout, to Ohrid.


  Ohrid (Hotels Bellevue, Tourist) with its narrow, rising cobbled streets, rickety fishermen’s houses and jutting verandahs, is picturesquely situated on a rock above a beautiful spacious lake. It is famous for its plant and animal life, unique not only in the Balkans, but in Europe. In and around the lake are no less than eight varieties of trout, as well as salmon and eel, a fish which produces pearls of excellent quality, and many very rare species of birds and flowers. It has several interesting churches with medieval frescoes: St. Sophia, where the Oecumenical Council was held in the tenth century; St. Kliment and St. Nikola. Worthwhile excursion points are Struga, well known for eel fisheries, and St. Naum, a charming old monastery lying in idyllic quiet on the Albanian frontier, which can be reached by boat.


  The return journey by car leads through a most primitive land, full of forbidding mountains and unspoilt natural beauty. The route passes through Debar, near the Albanian frontier, a town famous for coppersmiths and wood-carvers; through the monastery of St. Jovan Bigorski, where one can stay for the night; and via Gostivar and Tetovo, below the Shar Mountains (8,000 feet) where the snow lies until May, back to Skoplje.


  Belgrade


  The constant mixture of East and West, the violent contrasts between people, culture, houses, customs and climates that are so characteristic of Jugoslavia, are nowhere so fittingly symbolised as in Belgrade, the capital (Hotels Srpski kralj, Excelsior, Bristol). Always a junction of geographical communications, and always a battle-ground of nations, Belgrade continues to be so even now. The most important routes between West and East, the Orient-express line and the great inter-European motor road, both run through Belgrade. There is no racial type you may not meet and no language you may not hear spoken at Belgrade, through the entire linguistic gamut of West and East down to Armenian or Asiatic Kalmuk. English is specially favoured at Belgrade. English courses are crowded, English teachers all busy, and the twelve-year-old Anglo-American-Jugoslav Club, which is open to all visitors, is a flourishing institution.


  Since the War, Belgrade has grown almost overnight from a modest Balkan town with barely 100,000 inhabitants to a fair-sized central European capital with 300,000 inhabitants, and traces of its growing pains are visible everywhere. Quaint old one-storied houses with crazy walls, shaky windows and queer, tottering chimneys sticking out into the street, may be seen leaning against fine new buildings of the latest architectural type throughout the city, but particularly near the old cathedral. Especially fascinating in this harmony of old and new is the fine park of Kalemegdan, which is picturesquely situated at the confluence of the Sava and Danube, and offers a beautiful view of the rivers at sunset. The whole park, with its modern arcades, flower-beds and balustrades, is artistically embedded in an old Roman fortress, making singularly happy use of the old gates, the Roman well, the Nebojša tower, and Meštrovi[image: ]’s statue of the “Victor,” whom puritan Belgrade, since he is entirely nude, refused to have in the centre of the town.


  The Sights


  To the passing visitor Belgrade can offer several interesting sights. There is the fine art and historical museum of Prince Paul in the former palace of King Alexander. The ethnographic museum in Miloša Veliki street has a rich collection of national costumes and embroideries. At the Cvijeta Zuzori[image: ] pavilion at Kalemegdan there is always an exhibition of the works of some Jugoslav artist. In addition, Belgrade has a good opera, theatrical and variety shows, concerts, cinemas and many other attractions. The food at Belgrade is the best in the Balkans. And the Knez Mihajlova Street can offer attractions both to the business man and the lady shopper during the day. The lover of feminine beauty will be interested in the extraordinarily pretty girls who promenade in the evening on the “corso.”


  But it is not to the passing visitor that Belgrade will show its real charm. For this charm is not standardised; it is highly individual and peculiar to Belgrade. It lies in the spontaneous intimacy, gaiety and the capacity of its people for vigorous enjoyment. All you really need is to get to know a native of Belgrade, any of whom will respond at your first approach, unless you are exceptionally shy or formal. Then Belgrade will open like Pandora’s box, and lay its wonders before you.


  In a twinkling your new friend will have collected a merry crowd and will take you on a tour of Belgrade’s innumerable cafés, each of which has its own individual atmosphere. He will probably start the ball rolling at the Bohemian “Skadarlija” (Dva Jelena, Tri Šešira) with its intimacy and singing. Then you will want to taste the Serbian specialities, “[image: ]evap[image: ]i[image: ]i” and “ražnji[image: ]i,” succulent bits of grilled meats, at the famous Gospa Jela’s little grill room, or at “Užice” or “Mala Kasina.” Or else your friend will take you to the “Pristanište” for river fish, or, if you prefer, to the “Dva Ribara” and “Primorje” for sea fish. By this time, since a new friendship has to be pledged in “šlijvovica” and at least two or three varieties of local wine, you are all bound to be in a merry mood. This will naturally suggest the more riotous “Zlatna Lira,” “Petit Paris” or the Russian “Kazbek,” or else one of the cafés in the suburbs frequented for their singers—“Nova Skupština,” “Novi Beograd,” or “Crna Ruža” with its Balalaika orchestra. Next morning between noon and one, quite early in fact, you will meet again at one of the buffets in Knez Mihajlova Street, or at “Gajger’s” to confirm your friendship over a snack and another “slijvovica” or two. After this you will leave behind in Belgrade at least a score of friends and you will depart with a pang of regret and an unforgettable memory of a spontaneous and gay experience.


  A Marvellous Church


  After a night in the cafés you may find a short excursion into fresh and green open spaces pleasant. The park of Top[image: ]ider contains the old palace of Serbia’s first ruler, Prince Miloš, now turned into a hunting museum. Near by, at Košutnjak, a golf course is due to be opened any day now. The hill of Avala, with the unknown warrior’s tomb and a monument by Meštrovi[image: ] in the course of erection, has a fine hotel, a beautiful view, and ski-ing in the winter.


  You may find it worth while to make an excursion by bus or car to Oplenac, the church built, in accordance with the old tradition of Serbian kings, by King Peter and completed by King Alexander, who personally supervised its artistic execution. Well placed on a hill, with a green marble base and fine bronze doors, and wrought entirely in marble and mosaic, the Oplenac represents a masterpiece of modern church architecture. There are thousands of different colours and shades in the mosaics, and the interior of the church includes copies of famous frescoes and a white marble throne. In its crypt, in tombs of plain white marble blocks, lie both King Peter and King Alexander. Near by is the late King Alexander’s villa, built in the English style, and known to the villagers, owing to its simplicity, as his “peasant home.”


  A slightly longer excursion is that by boat to the Iron Gate, the wonderful deep canyon between the Carpathian and Balkan Mountains. In the hot summer it is particularly enjoyable to float down the cool Danube, which broadens to a mile and a quarter at Donji Milanovac and narrows to a rocky canal in the shoals of the Kazan (cauldron). Smederevo on this route is famous for grapes and wine, and Kladovo for caviare.


  Another excursion point is Karlovci, the seat of the old Serbian patriarchy, a wine-growing district full of monasteries (Fruška gora) and interesting rambles, particularly during the vintage season. There is a hotel (Venac) in this district near Novi Sad.


  Serbia has few facilities to offer the tourist, the Serbian peasant being a smallholder, autochthonous in his culture, and independent. However, you may find it worth while to visit the spa of Arandjelovac, which lies pleasantly in the middle of a park, has a good hotel, and supplies the “Bukovi[image: ]ka” mineral water. Even finer is Vrnjci (Hotel Imperial), with excellent waters for digestive troubles, baths built in marble, all modern treatments, and a beautiful situation in a natural park.


  Zagreb


  Zagreb, the capital of Croatia, forms a complete contrast with Belgrade. While Belgrade is a meeting-place and battle-ground of East and West, Zagreb offers a harmonious Western appearance. As the visitor enters the town he is welcomed by a clean spacious square, a pleasant park, regular avenues of trees and well-built edifices, of which the most remarkable are the town museum and the Hotel Esplanade, the largest and most luxurious hotel not only in Jugoslavia, but in the Balkans. Nor is this first impression belied by the rest of the town. Zagreb, with its broad, clean streets, well-kept avenues, good hotels (Palace, Milinov), fine imposing rows of houses, squares and public buildings, is indeed a well-planned Central European town.


  Situated in the industrial part of Jugoslavia, and with many pre-War connections with Vienna, Zagreb is a business centre frequented both by foreign and Jugoslav bankers, manufacturers and merchants. Every year there are industrial and agricultural fairs at Zagreb, and as befits such an important business centre, Zagreb has a Bourse and Chambers of Commerce, Industry and Crafts. Its many fine buildings include the university, the well-stocked university library with over 300,000 volumes, the Academy, the archaeological, natural science and ethnographic museums, each interesting in its own sphere, especially the last, which is visited every year by many foreign scholars. All these buildings are presided over from the Kaptol hill by the cathedral, a fine Gothic building of the twelfth century restored in the nineteenth century. From the hill a fine view of the town may be obtained. Below the hill stretches the famous business street of Zagreb, the Ilica, which is more than two miles long, and lined with all kinds of shops. Every evening the Ilica is turned into a busy “corso” by the young men and girls of Zagreb.


  Cafés in Zagreb


  The arts are also well represented at Zagreb. In addition to the art museum there are the Meštrovi[image: ], the Modern and the Strossmayer art galleries. The opera is excellent and there is no lack of other entertainments such as theatres, concerts, variety shows, cinemas and lectures. The café life, although it lacks the intimacy of Belgrade, is well developed. The most favoured cafés are “Gradska,” “Corso,” “Zagreb,” “Carlton,” “Esplanade” and the “Kazališna,” where artists meet. The best restaurants are “Gradski podrum” a rendezvous of artists and the intelligentsia, “Kolo,” “Palace,” “Esplanade” and “Gospiš” (for sea fish). Those who like dancing in the evening can be recommended the “Grill Room,” “Balalaika,” “City” and “Pik.” Zagreb also has two fine parks, the smaller Tuškanac and the spacious and beautiful Maksimir, very popular on summer evenings, with botanical gardens and zoo attached. Close to Maksimir is Zagreb’s nine-hole golf course.


  But although modern, Zagreb does not lack simpler charms. Its chief square in the centre of the town, the Jela[image: ]i[image: ]ev trg, is every morning thronged with Croatian peasants in clean, picturesque costumes. They cluster round the Jela[image: ]i[image: ] statue and sell their wares, often under immense gaily-coloured umbrellas. And if you care to take one of the numerous rambles round the town to one of the neighbouring villages, you will be pleasantly struck by the attractiveness of the peasants, their Sunday morning dances, and their courtesy. Excursions can be made also to Samobor, pleasant both in summer and winter, and a meeting place of sportsmen, or to Skradin with its picturesque river, waterfalls, the Devil’s Gate, and popular winter sports.


  But the finest excursion of all, which you should on no account miss, is that to the enchanting lakes of Plitvice, which can be reached equally well from the northern coast, or from Banja Luka in Bosnia. These clean and beautifully green waters fall in broad cascades over more than a dozen terraces framed in idyllic woods, and after passing through clear shimmering lake, tumble over rocks from a height of 60 feet into a bottomless canyon.


  And so at Plitvice we bid you “good-bye.” Or should it be “au revoir”? For the number of those who can resist revisiting Jugoslavia is very small indeed.


  

  


  JUGOSLAVIA


  The Land of Summer and Sunshine


  THE Land of Summer and Sunshine on the sapphire-blue Adriatic; unsurpassed scenery, romantic mountain landscapes and lakes; old cities with historic monuments steeped in memories of a glorious past.


  Jugoslavia offers a great variety of attractions to the prospective tourist. A young, go-ahead, prosperous country, Jugoslavia has an area as large as England and Wales combined and represents a microcosm of interest and beauty that will satisfy the most varied tastes.


  The famous writer George Bernard Shaw, when visiting Jugoslavia, declared: “The people are everything you imagine yourselves to be and are not. They are hospitable, good-humoured and very good looking. Every town is a picture and every girl a movie star. …”


  Everywhere in Jugoslavia you will find comfortable hotels, roads that are safe and well kept, and rapid, modern methods of transport.


  If you are fond of sea bathing it will perhaps surprise you to find on the Adriatic coast glorious sandy beaches with magnificently situated hotels, and facilities for all your favourite sports.


  Sportsmen will enjoy a visit to the country, and are recommended to read the section of this article dealing with their special requirements.


  LOCAL FESTIVALS IN JUGOSLAVIA


  Visitors in search of picturesqueness and local colour will find in the great local festivals an excellent opportunity for contact with the customs, traditions and national types of Jugoslavia. The Tourist Section of the Ministry of Commerce and Industry, Beograd, and the Putnik Offices will supply all information concerning these events.


  SHOOTING AND FISHING


  Jugoslavia is, par excellence, a shooting and fishing country. From the alpine regions to the barren peaks of Southern Jugoslavia the fauna is plentiful and varied. Deer, wild boar, fox, bear, wolf, lynx, eagles, grouse, etc., abound.


  The authorities and the shooting and fishing associations willingly issue permits enabling visitors to take their guns and fishing tackle into Jugoslavia. The charges for such permits are quite moderate.


  The shooting season lasts from October 1st to January 15th, while fishing goes on from May till November.


  For particulars of shooting and fishing centres, travelling arrangements, accommodation, etc., intending travellers should apply to the Tourist Section of the Ministry of Commerce and Industry, Beograd, or to the Putnik Offices.


  GENERAL FACILITIES


  Tourists who stay in Jugoslavia for only three days are accorded a visa at the reduced price of 10 dinars (about one Swiss franc).


  All formalities with the police authorities are attended to by the hotels and boarding-houses, no personal attendance for registration being required.


  Visitors arriving by the Jugoslav railways who spend seven days or more on the Jugoslav Adriatic coast at one of the health, climatic or mountain resorts, may travel free on the return journey through Jugoslav territory.


  Parties travelling together enjoy a reduction ranging from 20 to 40 per cent., according to the size of the party and the distance travelled.


  Students travelling in parties of at least ten enjoy a reduction of 50 per cent. provided the distance travelled is over 151 kilometres.


  Married couples starting their journey within fourteen days after their wedding enjoy a reduction of 50 per cent. on the normal fare up till one month after the wedding.


  HOW TO SEE JUGOSLAVIA


  Tourists going to Jugoslavia will be able to obtain all necessary information from the Tourist Section of the Ministry of Commerce and Industry, Beograd, or from the official travel bureau, Putnik, Beograd, Terazije 10.


  The Putnik Association, established for the promotion of tourist traffic, is composed of representatives of the Ministries of Transport and Commerce and other bodies concerned in the development of tourist traffic.


  The Putnik Association has branches in all important towns.


  Requests for information and complaints of inexactitude, faults of organisation, etc., should be addressed to the Putnik Head Office in Beograd.


  The addresses of the Jugoslav Tourist Offices abroad are as follows—London: 25, Cockspur Street, S.W.1; Vienna: Augustinerstrasse 3, Vienna I; Praha: Vaclavske Namesti 60 (Palace Phoenix); Salonica: Rue Venizelos 14.


  Putnik also has close business relations with all the important travel agencies in Europe, such as Thos. Cook & Sons Ltd., the Compagnie Internationale des Wagons-Lits, American Express Company Inc., Dean & Dawson, etc., which will gladly supply travellers with all necessary information, work out itineraries, etc.


  COME TO JUGOSLAVIA


  A stay in this beautiful country will be an unforgettable experience. You will enjoy a Perfect Holiday in Jugoslavia.


  The Putnik offices will give you all necessary information and will arrange your journey to and your stay in Jugoslavia at a minimum cost.
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  BULGARIA


  THE English have long ceased to be interested in “what Gladstone said in 1876” or at any other time. But we Bulgarians still remember that great British statesman with gratitude and reverence, for he contributed very largely to the liberation of our country in the above-mentioned year.


  Another Englishman whose name we revere, and to whom we have raised a memorial, was the British Consul Boucher, who saved Bulgaria from injustice after the Great War.


  There have been many other great Englishmen who have helped Bulgaria in time of trouble, but the two examples given here ought to be sufficient to indicate the nature of the welcome that awaits any British visitor in Bulgaria. The Bulgarian people are traditionally hospitable, but when the visitor is English! … Nothing is too good for him or her. Bulgaria is not one of the tourist countries, and it may look—and above all, sound—strange to the English traveller, yet he will certainly feel at home if the admiration and affection of a whole race can make him so.


  Romantic Approaches


  I have said that Bulgaria is not a tourist country. That is only true in the sense that it is not visited by so many foreigners as, for instance, Switzerland. Otherwise Bulgaria is the country for the tourist, ideal in every sense for the traveller who seeks strikingly beautiful new surroundings combined with picturesqueness and opportunities for sport and amusement.


  It is possible to reach Bulgaria by various routes, some of them ordinary, others almost romantic. We shall deal with the romantic approaches to our country.


  You can take one of the two express boats that sail from Vienna each week down the Danube for the river port of Russe. The journey takes seven days and the scenery through which the boat passes can only be described as heavenly, particularly from Orsova, a few hour’s journey from the Bulgarian frontier. The Iron Gate, near Orsova, is one of the most beautiful and majestic gorges in the whole world. Here the Danube is really blue, and continues so through lovely country on the northern border of Bulgaria to Russe.


  Russe, the biggest Bulgarian river port, is also one of the largest towns in the country. It is distinguished by the fact that it has a vast number of beautiful gardens, both public and private, and the visitor might do worse than stay at Russe for a day or so before proceeding to Sofia, the capital of Bulgaria, by train.


  Another interesting method of travelling to Bulgaria is by sea via Greece, landing at Lagos and continuing by train through the magnificent mountain country of Southern Bulgaria to Sofia.


  Naturally, it is also possible to reach Bulgaria through the Black Sea from Turkey, landing at Varna or Burgas, though this would be a somewhat adventurous, though intensely interesting, undertaking.


  The least romantic, yet not unpleasant, and certainly the quickest method of travelling to Bulgaria is by the overland railway route to Sofia.


  Sofia


  Now if for some reason you think, or have been led to believe, that Sofia is a modern city in the western sense, the Bulgarian capital will have a pleasant surprise for you. For although Sofia has many imposing modern buildings—some of which will be referred to later—the general atmosphere, as well as the general aspect of the city, retains the picturesqueness that you are entitled to expect in the metropolis of a country one of whose principal products is attar of roses. Firstly, Sofia is comparatively small. With its 300,000 inhabitants it would go into London’s waistcoat pocket, so to speak. Secondly, its air is not poisoned by the smell of motor-car exhausts.


  There is a nice, leisurely tram to take you from the railway station along the Maria Louisa Avenue anywhere you wish to go—provided you do not wish to go very far, or in any other direction than the tram lines. Of course, there are also a number of modern taxicabs on a cab rank outside the station which will really take you wherever you like. But you ought to be warned that if you tip the driver at the end he will do something that will amaze you—he will thank you! He may not express his thanks in words you understand, but his attitude and his gestures will convey his gratitude quite clearly.


  Another means of locomotion that you will encounter everywhere in the Bulgarian capital is the horse cab or horse carriage. An equipage drawn by four splendid horses is no rarity in Sofia, nor are covered or uncovered wagons by which the peasant farmers of the surrounding country transport their corn to the capital or supplies from the capital to their farms.


  Assuming that you have settled down at one of the few good hotels, you may take a stroll across the Bridge of Lions—still on Maria Louisa Avenue—and have a good look at the town. The crowds that throng the street will be rather interesting to the English visitor. Men and women wearing ordinary European dress mingle with peasants clad in picturesque embroidered costumes. The embroidery, which is always bright and strikingly beautiful, varies according to the district where the wearer comes from. Army officers in smart uniforms are also a feature of the street scene. The policemen, whom you will see everywhere, are not quite so wonderful as London policemen are reputed to be, but you will nevertheless find them very kind and helpful, though not all Sofia policemen are able to understand or speak English.


  The Language Problem


  Talking about the language difficulty, I may say that as far as Sofia and the principal provincial cities and resorts are concerned, the English visitor will suffer no inconvenience through his ignorance of Bulgarian.


  At the hotels French and English—or at least sufficient of these languages for all essential purposes—are spoken by most members of the staff with whom the visitor is likely to come in contact. In the shopping centres, the principal one of which is the Maria Louisa Avenue, “English spoken” is a notice that you will frequently see displayed in the shop-windows, and you will also be able to make yourself understood by hairdressers, café waiters, and certainly by most members of the intelligentsia you may meet.


  To return to the Maria Louisa Avenue, it is here that you will do most of your shopping. It is here, too, that my lady will find modern hairdressing establishments where a permanent wave is permanently on tap. It is still here that you will find the cinemas and the cafés. The cafés are run on the same lines as in most other countries on the Continent, and in the evenings you can sit on the terrace of a café and listen to music without spending more than the price of a glass of coffee or an iced drink.


  Off the Maria Louisa Avenue—which you will gather is the principal thoroughfare—you will see a modern covered market hall. But please do not condemn Sofia on that account. If you wander about in other parts of the town you will find, without being specially directed, several picturesque street markets where everything from vegetables to lengths of cotton cloth, and from a cartload of firewood to a colt or a heifer, are sold by picturesque people to the accompaniment of picturesque cries and exclamations which it is just as well for you not to understand.


  Huge Vegetables


  The vegetables deserve a special paragraph. They are gigantic, colossal. Vegetables are considered to be prosaic things, particularly in England, but here the size of everything will stagger you. Those onions you see in a heap on the ground are really onions, not grape-fruits wrapped in a dozen onion skins. The pumpkins and water melons that a brass-lunged peasant is offering for sale at the top of his voice are really what they appear to be at a first glance and not huge air balloons painted green or yellow. And those cabbages! Some London boarding house proprietresses could undoubtedly eke out a single head for weeks.


  You will have gathered from this firstly that Bulgaria is a fertile country, and secondly that the Bulgarians are firstclass market gardeners.


  A third thing that I ought to have mentioned before—but didn’t because it seems so natural to me—is the fact that the climate in Bulgaria is simply magnificent. The best time to visit Bulgaria is, of course, the summer, from March till about the end of October. During those months the air is clear and sweet as wine. The weather is hot, but never uncomfortably so, for the heat is dry and therefore never oppressive. Sofia, in particular, is surrounded by mountains, and the mountain breezes keep the air pleasantly cool even in the height of summer.


  But let us return once more to the Maria Louisa Avenue. Just off it you will see the first real old Turkish mosque in Europe outside Turkey itself. It is a picturesque old building and one of the many relics of the Turkish occupation that lasted several centuries.


  Of course, you must have a look at the Royal Palace, which stands in Alexander I Square.


  There are many lovely buildings, old and new, in Sofia, many beautiful boulevards and squares, but the visitor cannot fail to find them in such a small town, and I will not deprive him of the pleasure of discovery.


  Instead, I will talk about money, food, drink and amusements.


  About Money


  The currency unit is the leva, which stands at about 400 to the pound. The cost of living, even to the foreign visitor, is extremely low. It is possible to live well—paying for hotel accommodation, full board, and reasonable amusements—on about twelve shillings per day. The better class hotels are as modern, well appointed and clean as in any other European city. The service is excellent. the cuisine is mainly French, but the national dishes are also obtainable. The principal characteristic of these dishes is that they are highly spiced with paprika and prepared with a liberal use of fats, eggs and cream. Chicken, duck and lamb are prepared with interesting sauces that are bound to tickle the palate of the English visitor—no foreign visitor has failed to praise these excellent dishes. Vegetables are prepared in hundreds of different ways, while cakes, pastries and dumplings are made in an endless and appetising variety.


  Yoghurt, or sour milk, which is generally eaten with black wholemeal bread, is a staple food, particularly in hot weather. Sour milk may be eaten at any hour of the day or night.


  Tea is too expensive for the average Bulgarian and is rarely drunk, though readily obtainable, with lemon, at any café. The more popular breakfast and afternoon drink is coffee, which is made after the Viennese manner, with boiled milk or cream.


  Among alcoholic drinks plum whisky and wine are more popular than beer. Both plum whisky and wine are “dirt cheap” according to English standards.


  As regards hospitality to foreigners Bulgarians are second to none, and English visitors are particularly favoured, for the reasons mentioned above. It is quite normal for an English visitor to become acquainted with a Bulgarian family at a café, while listening to the music. An invitation to dine is almost inevitable, and I consider it necessary to warn English visitors to my beloved country that acceptance of such an invitation inevitably involves the consumption of a gargantuan meal. The hostess will cook and bake all day in preparation for the event, and she will do so cheerfully, ungrudgingly, offering her guest the very best she is able to afford. An occasion of this kind is hardly ever formal. Mostly it is a homely, friendly, cheerful affair, which often ends with a little singing and dancing.


  The question of social etiquette hardly arises. It is true that hand kissing and bowing are just as customary in Bulgaria as in other continental countries, but English visitors cannot possibly make a faux pas if they behave in exactly the same way as they would in similar circumstances at home.


  Night Life


  There is no night life in Sofia in the same sense as in Paris or Vienna, but music and dancing can be enjoyed at any of the better class hotels and restaurants until the early hours. The cabarets—variety theatres—give excellent performances, and the audience, who sit at small tables, can obtain drinks and other refreshments. There is a theatre and an opera house, and although the language difficulty is naturally present, in this case a visit to a musical show should be quite enjoyable.


  As regards sport, tennis and football are popular games in summer, and tennis is sometimes a good means of making social contacts in Sofia.


  Excursions from Sofia


  If town amusements are not plentiful in Sofia, there are many magnificent places for excursions. One of these is Beiana, some six miles from Sofia, on the slope of Mount Vitocha, with a beautiful waterfall. Another is Bankia, the smartest watering place in the country. Bankia is some ten miles to the west of the capital and can be reached by road or rail. This watering place is beautifully situated on Mount Lulin, and apart from the curative properties of its springs it offers every modern comfort to the visitor. There are smart—yet to the English visitor, inexpensive—hotels and restaurants, and the sporting requirements of visitors are also catered for.


  Vrania, the country seat of the Royal Family, is also within easy distance of Sofia.


  The Rila Mountains, similarly within comfortable reach of the capital, are as beautiful as any in the world. There are scores of glacier lakes at altitudes up to 6,000 feet, while some of the snow-capped peaks are nearly 8,000 feet high. Those who are interested in ancient monuments may care to visit the Rila Monastery, which is the largest and oldest in Bulgaria and resembles the famous monastery on Mount Athos in Greece.


  Provincial Cities


  Next to Sofia, Philippopolis is the largest town in the country, with 100,000 inhabitants. It is easily reached from Sofia by rail, and is, if anything, even more picturesque than Sofia owing to its retention of Turkish influences in architecture, costume and customs to a more marked extent.


  But perhaps the most marvellous place in the whole of Bulgaria, and perhaps even in the whole world, is the Valley of Roses in the Balkan Mountains. In summer the whole valley is filled with the colour and fragrance of roses. There are roses, roses everywhere—red roses, white roses, yellow roses. It is a sight that the visitor will carry away with him and store among his or her most beautiful memories.


  The town of Kazanlik is in the centre of the Valley of Roses, and it is from here that the trade in attar of roses is carried on.


  Tirnovo is undoubtedly the most picturesquely situated town in Europe. The town is built in the form of an amphitheatre over the Yantra River, which flows some 300 feet below it. That brief description is sufficient to indicate the beauty of Tirnovo, but it would be vain to attempt to convey its wonderful reality. Tirnovo must be seen to be believed, and it can be seen at little cost, for like all Bulgarian towns it is easily accessible by rail from any point of the country.


  Varna


  Varna is Bulgaria’s biggest Black Sea port and also the playground of the well-to-do. As a seaside resort it has no equal in the Balkan Peninsula. It possesses all the modern amenities to be expected in a first-class resort—hotels on the most up-to-date Western lines, a Casino where a little mild gambling may be indulged in, cafés, restaurants, and up-to-date means of locomotion. But over and above all this Varna—generally known as the Queen of the Black Sea—has a great deal to offer that is characteristic of itself. Its fine sandy beach is saturated with iodine, and sun-bathing at Varna has the treble advantage of sun, a health-giving atmosphere and a glorious view of the sea, which is incredibly blue in spite of its name. Running along the edge of the beach there are bathing cabins possessing ultra-modern appointments which may be hired at a small cost.


  Varna is always crowded in the summer with the élite of Sofia society and a large number of visitors from foreign countries. It combines all the modern amenities with the picturesqueness of the Near East.


  Yachting and boating can be indulged in at an infinitesimal cost.


  The English visitor who likes to record what he has seen is advised to take his camera with him. There is lovely scenery everywhere, as well as interesting peasant types as subjects for the lens. A good photograph of the Valley of Roses is a beautiful and pleasant souvenir of a visit to Bulgaria.


  Lady visitors will probably be unable to resist purchasing a collection of Bulgarian embroideries, which are obtainable in every town and village, and can be used to trim blouses, night clothes, and even the most expensive evening gowns. Coloured reproductions of a variety of patterns, which are published by the Government, can be obtained for a few levas at any bookshop.


  Gramophone records of Bulgarian music ought to be intensely interesting to the musical visitor. Bulgarian music has a melancholy fire, a wild abandon that distinguishes it from the more “polite” music of the Western world.


  Bulgarian national dances are also characterised, in the main, by this wild abandon. The visitor will be bound to see a great deal of folk-dancing at one or other of the popular festivals that are celebrated in summer. At all events, the peasants make merry at the taverns every Sunday afternoon, and even in Sofia the visitor can go to the outskirts of the town on that day, or to a nearby village, to watch the folk-dancing. The Bulgarian peasant will always be prepared “to oblige” if you ask him.


  The Bulgarian Peasant


  Talking about the Bulgarian peasant, he is a type that is sure to interest you. I say, unblushingly and without false modesty, that the Bulgarians are a handsome race. The men are tall, muscular, with frank, bold eyes; the women are graceful and beautiful—not pretty, but beautiful. Much has been said and written about Bulgarian komitajis and bandits. Well, you are not likely to meet any of these gentry in the streets of Sofia or anywhere else for that matter. But you will meet the type of man you have seen depicted as a komitaji in The Tatler or The Sphere.


  The chief characteristics of the Bulgarian peasant are a capacity for hard work such as Englishmen cannot conceive, for he works, as a matter of course, eighteen hours a day for months on end; and a simple-hearted. hospitableness that cannot fail to charm the sophisticated visitor.


  You may also have heard that Bulgarians are longlived. We have more centenarians per million of inhabitants than perhaps any other country in the world. I myself know a man who was so weak that he could not even stand when he arrived in Sofia; he could not speak, could not eat solid food, could not lift a cup in his hand. Within a year he could not only walk, but run. In fact, he was perfectly normal. And to-day he is a strong, healthy man, sound in wind and limb.


  You see, when the man in question arrived in Sofia he was one day old.


  The above is only a sample of Bulgarian humour, but it is nevertheless true that Bulgaria is a healthy country.


  Well—“Come down and see us sometime!” Won’t you?
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  GREECE


  Introductory


  THE kingdom of Greece occupies the lower extremity of the Balkan Peninsula and also a large number of islands in the Mediterranean, Ionian and Aegean seas. Both mainland and islands are mountainous, while the conformation of the land is such as to give a coastline extremely long in comparison to the area of the country. The landscape, therefore, is never monotonous, but an ever-changing panorama of rugged mountains, many with snow-topped crests, restless sea, and over all the clear sky and brilliant sunshine of the Eastern Mediterranean.


  Greece has always been a shrine to the classical scholar, but of late years its significance has become more generally understood and people of all vocations, from all parts of the wide world, turn their steps to this country. The traveller’s interest may be primarily archaeological, or historical, or artistic, but whatever the object of his visit, Greece offers a real reward.


  No matter which part of the country you visit, it is impossible to escape the feeling of being in a land different from all others, where material things matter little and thought takes a nobler form.


  Ways of reaching Greece


  (a) By Sea.—There are various steamship lines, whose boats supply rapid and comfortable communication between the United States or Mediterranean ports and Greece.


  Chief ports of entry: Piraeus (for Athens), Patras, Corfu, Salonica.


  By the direct lines: From New York to Greece in 11 days, from Marseilles in 3 days, from Naples in 2 days, from Brindisi in 25 hours, from Venice or Trieste in 2 days, from Istanbul in 24 hours, from Alexandria in 38 hours.


  (b) By Land.—One can reach Salonica and Athens from all European countries by rail. Sleeping and dining-cars on all trains.


  By rail to Athens: From Paris in 63 hours, from Berlin in 50 hours, from Warsaw in 51 hours, from Prague in 45 hours, from Vienna in 41 hours, from Budapest in 36 hours, from Venice in 44 hours, from Belgrade in 27 hours, from Istanbul in 38 hours, from Sofia in 38 hours.


  (c) By Air.—Communications with Greece are supplied by several great air-lines, such as the Imperial Airways, France, Deutsche Lufthansa, K.L.M., Aëro-espresso Italiana, Ala Littoria, L.O.T., etc. The communications in Greece are maintained by the Greek Air Company.


  From Athens or Salonica one can fly in one day to France, Germany, Poland, Czechoslovakia, Bulgaria, Albania, Turkey, Syria, Palestine, Rhodes, Cyprus and Egypt.


  Athens is an important air station, at which the great international air-lines between Europe and South Africa, India and the Far East, make regular stops.


  Fuller information as to the voyage to Greece will be supplied, on application, by all tourist agencies and steamship companies.


  Passports


  Entry.—To enter Greece, every traveller should be the bearer of a passport, duly visaed by a Greek consular officer.


  Travellers should apply to the Greek Consular authorities for information as to the special visas given during the summer tourist season and those given to groups of tourists travelling together.


  Sojourn.—All foreigners entering Greece for a stay of any length of time are requested, on or before the thirtieth day of their stay, to present themselves before the police authorities of the town where they are staying, in order to obtain permission to prolong their stay. When in Athens they should apply to the Aliens Department, 23 odos Tritis Septemvriou.


  Departure.—Foreigners leaving Greece must have their passports visaed for departure by the police authorities or the Passport Control Service. From this formality the nationals of the following countries are exempted: Germany, England (including British Dominions and Colonies), Belgium, Denmark, Danzig, Spain (except Spanish Morocco), United States of America, France (except French Colonies and countries under French mandate), Netherlands, Hungary, Italy, Poland, Norway, Sweden, Switzerland and Czechoslovakia.


  Customs


  The luggage of travellers entering Greece is examined by the customs authorities. To facilitate this task, travellers are advised to declare the contents of their luggage. The traveller’s clothes, linen, toilet articles, if used, and even unused articles of small value, if intended exclusively for the traveller’s personal use, are allowed to enter free of duty. Likewise, freedom of duty is granted to used articles intended exclusively for the traveller’s personal use, such as field-glasses, photographic cameras, gramophones, gramophone records (up to ten in number), children’s perambulators, etc., and also foodstuffs. Also confectionery, sweets, etc., up to a maximum weight of 2 kilogrammes (about 4½ lb.).


  It is expressly forbidden to import articles which are State monopolies in Greece, such as matches, playing-cards, and also tobacco and cigarettes.


  Motoring in Greece


  Tourists wishing to import their own vehicles are advised to hold a Customs Carnet or a Triptyque.


  For all information under this heading please apply to the Automobile and Touring Club of Greece, 11 odos Merlin, Athens.


  Exchange


  By reason of the restrictions imposed by law in Greece upon foreign exchange, every traveller entering Greece must, in his own interest, declare at the frontier or port of entry to the Customs’ Authorities the sums in foreign currencies that he has with him, including letters of credit, travellers’ cheques, and any other cheque payable in Greece or elsewhere.


  These sums must be entered in detail by the Customs’ authorities upon traveller’s passport in order to enable him, on leaving Greece, to take out of the country whatever money he has left. If tourists prolong their stay in Greece, or in case they receive remittances from abroad during their stay in the country, it is advisable that they should report to the Bank of Greece before leaving, in order to obtain permission to re-export the sums of money in their possession.


  The Bank of Greece and the other banking establishments are alone authorised by law to buy and sell foreign exchange and foreign banknotes.


  Money


  The Greek currency unit is the drachma, which is sub-divided into 100 lepta. The Bank of Greece issues bank-notes of 50, 100, 500, 1000 and 5000 drachmas, silver coins of 10 and 20 drachmas, nickel coins of 5 drachmas, nickel-copper coins of 2 and 1 drachmas, 50 and 20 lepta and aluminium coins of 10 lepta.


  Owing to the world crisis, Greece has abandoned the gold standard, and the drachma is subject to fluctuations. In April 1936 the average rate of exchange was as follows:


  
    
      	Sterling £

      	=

      	520

      	drachmas
    


    
      	Egyptian £

      	=

      	540

      	”
    


    
      	American dollar

      	=

      	107

      	”
    


    
      	French franc

      	=

      	7

      	”
    


    
      	Swiss franc

      	=

      	35

      	”
    


    
      	Italian lira

      	=

      	8.40

      	”
    


    
      	German Reichsmark

      	=

      	42

      	”
    

  


  Arrival at Piraeus


  Steamers arriving from foreign ports usually come alongside the quay of the central port; when there is no space available, the steamer may cast anchor near the Custom house. In the former case, passengers walk directly ashore, while in the second case they disembark in small boats.


  Porters of the Piraeus Port Organisation (bearing serial numbers) are at the service of passengers for the transportation of their luggage from the steamer to the Custom house. Passports are examined and the luggage quickly inspected; and as soon as these formalities are over the travellers are free to go out into the city.


  Visitors may proceed to Athens either by motor-car from the Custom house directly to the hotel by way of New Phaleron and Syngros Boulevard, or by the electric railway, whose central station is on the quay of the interior port. A tramline running along the quay leads from the Custom house to the electric railway station, as well as to the stations of the Peloponnesus and the Larissa railways. There are also numerous taxis at the service of the travellers.


  Visitors to Piraeus are requested to observe the following tariff of charges:


  (1) Boat Tariff (per passenger with one trunk and one suitcase):


  
    
      	First class

      	45

      	drachmas
    


    
      	Second class

      	35

      	”
    


    
      	Second intermediary and third class

      	20

      	”
    


    
      	Deck

      	20

      	”
    

  


  For Additional Pieces of Luggage: 15 drachmas per trunk and 10 drachmas per suitcase for first and second class passengers; 10 drachmas per trunk and 6 drachmas per suitcase for third class passengers.


  (2) Porter’s Tariff:


  
    
      	Package

      	First and second class

      	Third class
    


    
      	Large trunk

      	35

      	drachmas

      	25

      	drachmas
    


    
      	Middle-sized trunk

      	20

      	”

      	15

      	”
    


    
      	Small trunk

      	12

      	”

      	8

      	”
    


    
      	Suitcase

      	13

      	”

      	10

      	”
    


    
      	Travelling bag

      	8

      	”

      	5

      	”
    

  


  These rates refer to the transportation of articles from the steamer to the quay, from the quay to the Custom house, and thence to the car. Passengers are asked to pay against receipt upon leaving the Custom house.


  In case the steamer comes alongside the quay, the only charges are for the transportation of luggage.


  For luggage in the ship’s hold an additional charge of 7.50 drachmas per article is made.


  (3) Automobile Tariff:


  From Piraeus to Athens (Omonia Square).


  Five-passenger car: 120 drachmas, plus 8 drachmas road toll; total 128 drachmas.


  Seven-passenger car: 240 drachmas, plus 10 drachmas road toll; total 250 drachmas.


  The City of Athens


  Let us have a look at the capital first. The city of Athens is situated near the Saronic Gulf, in Attica.


  The city is built round the low hills of the Acropolis and Lycabettus in a plain bounded by Mounts Parnes, Pentelicon, Hymettus, and Aegaleos, and by the indented coast of the Saronic Gulf in the south-west. Through the plain flow two small rivers, Cephissus Atticus and Ilissus.


  Athens proper has a population of over 500,000, and together with Piraeus (5½ miles south-west of Athens) and the environs the figure is well over 800,000. (The history of Athens is, of course, an open book to you, so I will not detain you even with a brief repetition. But the climate of Athens (and all Attica) will undoubtedly interest you, and I will try to do justice to it.)


  The sky of Athens is of an unusual blue, and its atmosphere has a unique limpidity and transparency. Its bright and clear light, with its ever-changing nuances, makes the outlines of the mountains and of the monuments stand out sharply against the sky, while at other times it bathes everything in rosy and violet hues.


  The sunsets of Athens are miraculously lovely.


  This exceptional nature of the climate is attributable to the dryness of the air and to the imperceptible variations of the humidity, which is usually very low.


  Athens has an average of no more than twenty-one sunless days throughout the whole year. Of the 344 sunny days, 123 are radiant days without the shadow of a cloud in the blue sky. The rains are often torrential, but of short duration.


  The seasons are distributed as follows:


  WINTER (from mid-December until mid-March):


  It snows rarely and very little, and the temperature seldom falls below freezing-point. The wind which blows from the high snow-clad plateaux of northern Greece is often violent and makes the cold very perceptible, although the actual temperature may not be very low. But the period of bad weather is short and interrupted by a series of beautiful sunny days which the Athenians enjoy with delight. Attica presents a ravishing sight towards the end of January with its orchards full of almond trees in blossom, and the fields covered with anemones.


  SPRING (from the middle of March to the beginning of May):


  This beautiful season of flowers is of rather short duration. In April the air is filled with the perfume of the orange and lemon blossoms.


  SUMMER (from the end of May to the end of September):


  July and August are the hottest months. The temperature rises, but the heat is never unbearable, as it is tempered by cool breezes from the sea or from the mountains.


  This is the season of periodic winds from the north, called “meltemia,” which are often very violent, especially in the Grecian Archipelago.


  The summer nights are mild and pleasant. There is rarely any rain during this season.


  AUTUMN (October and November):


  One of the pleasantest seasons in Attica. The temperature is ideal, especially after the first rains. Marvellous chrysanthemums and dahlias are in gorgeous bloom everywhere.


  Drinking Water


  Constant warm weather suggests a cooling drink, and one thing that used to be held against Athens up till a few years ago was the lack of satisfactory drinking water. This is now changed, for Athens now has an absolutely up-to-date water supply.


  At the same time there are those who use water not necessarily for drinking purposes, and Athens caters for such people with a plentiful, good and cheap supply of wine.


  Orientation in the City


  But we must first learn our way about the city.


  For purposes of orientation the visitor should mark two points of reference: Plateia Omonias, situated about a mile from the northern end of the Acropolis, and Plateia Syntagmatos, somewhat over half a mile to the south-east of the former square. These two squares are connected by Odos Stadiou. Under Omonia Square is the station of the electric railway between Athens and Piraeus, while at the upper part of Constitution Square are the Old Palace, the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier, and the Hotel Grande Bretagne.


  What to see in Athens is a question that the visitor alone can decide when he is on the spot. For myself, as a Greek writing about Greece, I say without hesitation that mine is the one country that would be worth visiting on account of the so-called sights alone—apart from its physical beauty—for those “sights” carry an atmosphere that cannot be defined otherwise than by the word cosmic.


  That atmosphere is accentuated in a most dramatic manner by the present-day life of Greece, the youth, vigour and temperament of an old-young nation that is in the throes of a titanic struggle for a “place in the sun.”


  Thus I think that I cannot do better than call your attention to our historical monuments, which really belong to the whole world and which, in a sense, will also belong to you personally once you have seen them.


  Monuments of Athens


  THE ACROPOLIS


  Open to visitors every day from 8 a.m. till sunset.


  Entrance fee, including visit to the Acropolis Museum, 50 drachmas per person.


  At full moon, as well as on the two previous and one following night, the Acropolis is open from 9 a.m. till midnight. General entrance fee, 20 drachmas.


  On the sacred rock of the Acropolis (512 feet) the primitive town was originally built. Later, at the time when Athens extended all around it, it became the religious centre in which were constructed the beautiful temples whose ruins still command the admiration of the whole world.


  The visitor enters the Acropolis through the gate known as Beulé Gate after the French archaeologist who directed the excavations in 1852 and discovered it under a Turkish bastion. A Roman marble staircase leads to the base of the Propylaea. Ascending the staircase, the visitor sees on his left the pedestal of the Monument of Agrippa.


  THE PROPYLAEA


  A vestibule to the Acropolis, situated at the top of the Roman staircase, dating from the epoch of Pericles and constructed of pentelic marble by Mnesicles (437 B.C.) after the completion of the Parthenon. It is a majestic Doric edifice with Ionian columns (43 feet 6 inches high) at the central structure, through which the sacred road passed, with two wings, of which the one to the north is the Art Gallery.


  TEMPLE OF WINGLESS VICTORY


  This small Ionic temple, built entirely of pentelic marble in 435 B.C., rests on a platform near the south wing of the Propylaea. It is remarkable for its graceful form.


  A marble balustrade, decorated with reliefs, served as a parapet around the platform of the temple. Fragments of these reliefs preserved in the Acropolis Museum are universally considered as masterpieces.


  The panoramic view from the platform towards the island of Salamis and the entire Saronic Gulf is superb.


  ATHENA PROMACHOS


  At a distance of about a hundred feet east of the Propylaea, on a slightly raised level, is the probable site of Phidias’ colossal bronze statue of the goddess Athena Promachos.


  THE PARTHENON


  The most genuine masterpiece of architecture of all time. It was constructed (447-432 B.C.) according to the plans of the architect Ictinus in collaboration with the great sculptor Phidias. Nothing can compare with its marvellous beauty. Constructed on the highest plateau of the sacred rock, it dominates the city and lifts up the majesty of its architecture towards the pure and clear sky as a supreme manifestation of man’s art.


  Built entirely of pentelic marble, it measures 228 feet by 101 feet. Its external peristyle comprises forty-six Doric columns. The pediments, the metopes and the friezes were decorated with sculptures. Within the temple was the statue of Athena Parthenos, work of Phidias, made entirely of gold and ivory, and reaching a height of 49 feet, including the base. The temple was inaugurated in 438 B.C.


  One should observe especially the curvature of the lines of the building, which is easily perceptible if one follows with the eye the steps at the base. The lines will be found to be not strictly horizontal but slightly convex. This is a refined touch in construction which corrects the optical illusion whereby long isolated horizontal lines appear to bend in the middle.


  THE ERECHTHEUM


  This is the Temple of Athena and Poseidon Erechtheus built in 420 on the site of the oldest sanctuaries of the Acropolis. It stands north of the Parthenon, to which it presents a contrast through the delicacy of its form. Specially noteworthy is the portico of the “Corae,” called the Caryatids, which stand in the place of columns bearing on the their heads the weight of the architrave with dignified grace.


  THE HECATOMPEDON


  This was an archaic temple to Athena Polias, destroyed by the Persians in 480 B.C. The only remains are its foundations extending between the Parthenon and the Erechtheum. It was built on the site of the Megaron (1400 B.C.), of which the bases of two stone columns are still in position, now enclosed in a railing.


  THE ACROPOLIS MUSEUM


  This small museum, at the south-east extremity of the plateau, contains objects discovered on the Acropolis. It is unique in the world for its collection of archaic objects.


  To the north-east of the museum is the Belvedere, from which one may enjoy a pretty view of Athens.


  Southern Slope of the Acropolis


  ODEON OF HERODES ATTICUS


  A Roman edifice constructed about A.D. 160 by the wealthy Herodes (surnamed Atticus) in memory of his wife Regilla, and intended to serve for concerts and dramatic performances. To-day it is occasionally used for that purpose.


  PORTICO OF EUMENES


  Extends between the Odeon and the Theatre of Dionysus. It was constructed by Eumenes, King of Pergamos, about 165 B.C., to serve as shelter and promenade for the spectators at the theatre.


  SANCTUARY OF ASCLEPIOS


  Occupies the terrace above the portico of Eumenes and comprises the altar, the temple of Asclepios and Hygeia, and a portico 164 feet long, with galleries which served as dormitories and in which the patients awaited the nocturnal appearance of the god who would heal them.


  THEATRE OF DIONYSUS


  In this theatre were presented the works of famous Greek authors, such as Aeschylus, Sophocles, Euripides and Aristophanes. The theatre, which could seat more than 15,000 spectators, underwent several alterations, especially under the Romans.


  The visitor should notice in the first row the marblebacked seats of honour, reserved for priests and other dignitaries, as is apparent from the inscriptions on their bases.


  High above the theatre of Dionysus is a grotto which serves to-day as a chapel consecrated to the Virgin, and whose entrance was formerly occupied by the choregic monument of Thrasyllus. The two Corinthian columns seen above the grotto are the remains of another choregic monument.


  West of the Acropolis


  THE AREOPAGUS


  This rock, at the right of the visitor as he descends from the Acropolis, was the seat of the supreme tribunal of Athens. It was probably here that St. Paul delivered before the Athenians his famous sermon on the Unknown God.


  THE PNYX


  The hill which faces the Propylaea is the Pnyx, where the Assembly of the Athenian people met.


  Below the top of the hill is a semicircular terrace, 230 feet deep. Its lower part is strengthened by a strong support constructed of enormous stone blocks adjusted with astonishing precision.


  At the upper part of the terrace a ledge of rock marks the tribune from which the great Greek orators delivered their famous discourses.


  MONUMENT OF PHILOPAPPUS


  On the summit of the Hill of the Muses (Mouseion), south-east of the Pnyx, are the ruins of the monument which was erected by the Athenians in A.D. 115 in honour of Philopappus, citizen and benefactor of Athens.


  The view from this monument, at sunset, of the Acropolis, of Mount Hymettus and of the plain of Attica is truly incomparable.


  In the City


  THE OLYMPIEION (south-east of the Zappeion Park. Trams No. 12, 1, 5, 16)


  This is the great temple to Olympian Zeus. Its construction, begun during the sixth century, was discontinued for a period of 400 years, and was finally completed by Emperor Hadrian, who consecrated it in A.D. 131.


  This colossal edifice measures 354 by 135 feet. It had 108 Corinthian columns 56½ feet high, of which to-day there are only 15 erect in their places and one fallen down.


  HADRIAN’S ARCH (on Leophoros Amalias. Trams No. 1, 16).


  A decorative monument or pentelic marble, erected in honour of Hadrian, at a point of the walls which surround the ancient city. There are two inscriptions on the friezes; the one on the side of the Acropolis says: “Here is Athens, the ancient city of Theseus,” while that on the opposite side says: “Here is Athens, city of Hadrian, not of Theseus.”


  MONUMENT OF LYSICRATES


  This pretty, round monument dates from the fourth century B.C. It was erected as a choregic monument to support the bronze tripod awarded to the choregus Lysicrates, victor at the Dionysiac contests. It was incorporated with the convent of the French Capucins and formed part of their library. Lord Byron, while a guest of the Capucin monks, liked to retire there. Upon the demolition of the convent the monument was left clear again.


  THE STADIUM (Tram No. 12)


  Beautiful modern stadium, completely in pentelic marble, constructed in 1895 on the site of the old stadium, through the generosity of a Greek patriot, the late G. Averof. It seats 70,000 spectators, and is used for the Olympic Games and for other exhibitions, mostly of an athletic nature.


  THE THESEUM (Trams No. 16 and 9)


  The building known by this name is in reality a temple of Hephaestus. It is situated north-west of the Acropolis and was probably built in 445 B.C. It is the best preserved of all the temples of Greece, being almost intact.


  From the Theseum one may obtain a general view of the excavations of the Agora of Athens, started recently by the Americans.


  At the right are the circular foundations of the Tholos; next to it is the Metroön, sanctuary to the Mother of the Gods; at the left (in the background, near the railway) is a small temple of Apollo Patroös, the foundations of the Stoa of Zeus Eleutherios, and the altar of the Twelve Gods, partly on the railway line.


  The excavations are progressing, rich in archaeological results.


  TOWER OF THE WINDS


  This charming octagonal tower was constructed during the first century B.C. with funds provided by Andronicus of Kyrrhos. It served as a hydraulic clock, and also indicated the direction of the wind by means of a weather vane in the form of a triton placed on the roof. Each one of its faces is turned towards one of the eight points of the compass. Symbolic figures of the winds are sculptured on the frieze.


  ROMAN AGORA


  The ruins to the west of the Tower of the Winds mark the site of this structure, which consisted of a vast rectangular peristyle, 367 by 315 feet, with galleries furnished with shops. It was used as a market-place for oil, wine, etc. The principal entrance at the west consisted of a monumental gate, consecrated to Athena Archegetis. On a pillar near by is engraved a long order of Hadrian concerning the sale of oils.


  LIBRARY OF HADRIAN


  Walking down Odos Eolou, the visitor meets on his right the remains of this large rectangular building, parallel to the Roman Agora, of which it is a reproduction. Its interior court was surrounded by a peristyle of a hundred columns, a portion of which is preserved at a corner of Monastiraki Square. Through the construction of this building of truly imperial sumptuousness, Emperor Hadrian sought to render homage to the intellectual brilliance of the city of Athens.


  PORTICO OF ATTALUS


  The ruins of this portico are situated to the west of the preceding buildings. The portico was constructed about 140 B.C. by Attalus II, King of Pergamos, and served as a promenade and market-place.


  THE CERAMICUS (Tram No. 4)


  The principal ancient necropolis of Athens, in the quarter called Exterior Ceramicus, because of the potteries and tile fields installed there.


  The tombs discovered here belong to all periods and lie along the roads which leave the city, in conformity with the ancient rule provided for the interment of the dead outside the ramparts.


  Walking along the Alley of Tombs, we meet several memorial monuments. The visitor should note the pillar with a marble bull, the monument of Corallion, the cenotaph of Dexileos and others. This alley branches off the Sacred Way. We notice the ruins of the walls of Athens, with openings for the two gates: the Sacred Gate through which the Sacred Way passed, and the Dipylos Gate (double gate), opening into the pathway that led to the Academy. In the space between the two gates are the ruins of a large building, the Pompeion.


  The excavations are still being carried on.


  Byzantine Churches


  Of the small Byzantine churches found in the city and the environs of Athens, the following are the most important:


  THE SMALL METROPOLIS (Plateia Mitropoleos)


  The diminutive church which is known by this name is in reality consecrated to Panaghia Gorgoepicoös, and is also known by the name of Aghios Eleutherios. It is beside the modern cathedral, and was probably built after the tenth century with materials taken from ancient and Christian monuments.


  This charming little Byzantine church, with its exquisite proportions, is a real artistic jewel.


  THE CAPNIKAREA CHURCH (in the middle of Odos Hermou)


  A very interesting small Byzantine church of the twelfth century. It can be seen from Plateia Syntagmatos, blocking Odos Hermou.


  ST. THEODORE CHURCH (Plateia Clafthmonos)


  At the lower end of the square near the British legation. It dates from the year 1049, and is considered the most complete and best preserved of the old Byzantine churches of Athens.


  CHURCH OF AGHIOS NICODEMUS (Odos Philellinon)


  A beautiful Byzantine church of the eleventh century, known by the name of Panaghia tou Licodimou. It was completely restored and provided with a bell-tower at the expense of the last czars of Russia. It is used to-day for worship by the Russian Orthodox.


  Museums


  NATIONAL ARCHAEOLOGICAL MUSEUM (44 Odos Patission)


  This museum is considered one of the richest in the world for the archaeological importance of the original works of antiquity gathered from all parts of Greece. Of special value are its archaic statues, its remarkable bronzes, its incomparable collection of painted vases and its famous treasures of Mycenaean art.


  NUMISMATIC MUSEUM (Odos Panepistimiou, in the Academy building)


  Contains a very rich collection of Greek coins dating from very ancient times; also of Ptolemaic, Roman, Byzantine and other coins; of seals, medals and intaglios.


  BYZANTINE MUSEUM (22 Leophoros Vassilissis Sophias)


  This museum is installed in the old palace of the Duchess of Plaisance. It contains a rich and interesting collection of Byzantine sculptures, beautifully exhibited, an important collection of Byzantine and post-Byzantine icons of various schools, remarkable embroideries (epitaphios of Salonica, of the fourteenth century), and pieces of ecclesiastical jewellery.


  MUSEUM OF DECORATIVE ARTS (Plateia Monastiraki)


  This museum is housed in an old Turkish mosque. Lower floor: Byzantine and modern ceramics, objects in carved wood and in chiselled metal. Upper floor: Important collection of Copric stuff, beautiful embroideries and remarkable set of plates.


  At the National Archaeological Museum one may procure, at the price of 100 drachmas, tickets good for single admission to all the above-named museums, as well as to the Acropolis and to the archaeological sites of Athens, Piraeus and Eleusis.


  Tickets at 200 drachmas each are valid for single admission into all the State museums and the archaeological sites of Greece. A card obtained at a price of 300 drachmas (plus two photographs) entitles the bearer to admission into all the above for a period of one year.


  Tourists who prolong their stay in Greece beyond one month are entitled, after the expiration of that month, to enter all State museums and archaeological sites at a charge of 10 drachmas per person, with free admission on Thursdays and Sundays.


  BENAKI MUSEUM (Leophoros Vassilissis Sophias—Odos Coumbari)


  Rich and interesting collections donated to the State by Mr. A. E. Benaki. Greek regional costumes, ethnographic collection, collection of Moslem art and of Coptic textiles, very important set of Chinese porcelain, embroideries, etc.


  NATIONAL PICTURE GALLERY (Odos Patission, in Polytechnic School building)


  Important collection of works of modern Greek painters (Gyzis, Iacobides, Lytras, Counelakis, Hadjis, Kouindjis, Phicas, Roilos, Rallis, Parthenis, Aravantinos, Galanis); of works of Greek sculptors (Demetriades, Thomopoulos, Doucas, Tombros); and of works of various schools, from the fourteenth century to our day (El Greco, Veronese, Tiepolo, Rembrandt, Correggio, Van Dyck, Poussin, S. Rosa, Van Ostade, Jordaens, Ruysdaël, Van Steen, Greuze, Aivazovsky, Watts).


  HISTORICAL AND ETHNOLOGICAL MUSEUM (Odos Patission, in Polytechnic School)


  ETHNOGRAPHICAL MUSEUM containing chiefly historical souvenirs of the Greek War of Independence.


  LOVERDOS MUSEUM (6 Odos Mavromichali)


  Remarkable private collection of about 700 Byzantine icons of the thirteenth to the nineteenth centuries, donated to the state by the late D. Loverdos.


  Gardens and Walks


  IN THE CITY


  NATIONAL GARDEN. Beautiful park surrounding the new Chamber of Deputies and Senate building (old Royal Palace).


  ZAPPEION. Exposition palace and park, in superb locality; much frequented during the good season. Music, cafés, restaurants, shows.


  CONSTITUTION SQUARE (Plateia Syntagmatos). Large, much-frequented square, surrounded by cafés and big hotels. Garden with shade. At its upper end is the monument to the Unknown Soldier.


  LYCABETTUS. Rocky hill (909 feet). On its summit is a chapel consecrated to St. George. It affords an excellent panorama of the city and its environs.


  IN THE ENVIRONS


  KAISSARIANI (about 4 miles by motor-car. Altitude 1,476 feet). Old monastery at the foot of Mount Hymettus, with a very interesting Byzantine church of the tenth century.


  DAPHNI (6¼ miles by motor-car or bus). Ruins of the monastery of Daphni, comprising an extremely interesting Byzantine church of the eleventh century, with remarkable mosaics. Daphni used to be the burial-ground of the Dukes of Athens.


  ELEUSIS (14 miles by car, bus or railway). Ruins of the famous sanctuary in which the initiation to the Eleusinian Mysteries was held in ancient times. Small museum.


  OLD PHALERON (4½ miles by bus, leaving from the Academy). Charming country resort by the sea. Hotels, cafés, restaurants, dancing.


  GLYPHADA (8 miles by bus from the Academy). Bathingbeach and summer resort; much frequented.


  VOULIAGMENI (14 miles by bus from Odos Omirou). Beautiful bay in the Saronic Gulf; much frequented in summer. Charming villas, pine woods. Near it is a pretty lake with steep banks.


  KEPHISSIA (9 miles by bus from Plateia Canningos; railway; tram (line K) from Omonia). Pretty village in the suburbs of Athens; a summer resort (altitude 984 feet). It has numerous excellent hotels.


  Excursions


  NOTE.—The excursions mentioned below require a whole day each, except for some, which can be made by private car in half a day.


  TATOI (15 miles by motor-car). Former royal summer residence (altitude 1,640 feet). Park, wooded ravines, promenades. Agricultural school. Tombs of the kings.


  MOUNT PARNES. Very interesting drive by motor-car (19 miles) to the Pavilion of the National Tourist Office of Greece (altitude 3,281 feet). Beautiful scenery, fir forests.


  MARATHON LAKE. Dam and artificial lake supplying Athens and Piraeus with water. Very interesting. Beautiful drive by car (19 miles). Pavilion of the National Tourist Office of Greece.


  MARATHON MOUND. Tomb of the Athenians killed in the famous battle against the Persians in 490 B.C. Charming drive by car (23½ miles) in different direction from that of the lake.


  SUNIUM (62 kilometres by motor-car. Buses leave Plateia Vathis). At Cape Sunium, a rocky promontory dominating the sea, are the ruins of the Temple of Poseidon, of which eleven columns remain standing. They are constructed from a coarse-grained marble, which shows the ravages of time but is remarkable for its glittering whiteness.


  The view from the Temple is one of extraordinary beauty, and the traveller fortunate enough to witness the sunset from this marvellous spot will carry away an ineffaceable memory.


  A rest-house of the National Tourist Office of Greece provides for the needs of visitors.


  NEA PERAMOS or Megalo Pefko. By bus (22 miles) by way of Eleusis, or by railway from Peloponnesus station.


  A refugee village situated by the sea on the south-west coast of the gulf of Eleusis, opposite the island of Salamis. Much frequented during season; numerous café-restaurants along the pine-clad coast.


  At Megalo Pefko is the auxiliary maritime airport, base of the Air France Company, for its air lines between Marseilles and Indo-China.


  MONASTERY OF PHANEROMENI. Crossing from Nea Peramos to Salamis (1 mile) by sail or motor-boat.


  Opposite Megalo Pefko, in a wooded site of the coast of the island of Salamis, is this monastery, which is said to have been built on the site of an ancient sanctuary. The church of the monastery is quite interesting, decorated with frescoes, some of which are noteworthy.


  PHYLE. By bus or motor-car to the village of Khassia (10 miles); thence on foot or muleback to the fortress in 2¼ hours.


  The fortress was constructed by the Athenians during the fourth century B.C. on a plateau 2,240 feet high, on a south-west spur of Mount Parnes. It commanded the shortest route from Thebes to Athens over the mountains. The strongly built walls are well preserved on the eastern and south-eastern sides over a stretch of 490 feet.


  Returning, one may visit the small monastery of Panaghia ton Cleiston, picturesquely situated in an abrupt gorge at the foot of Mount Harma.


  AMPHIAREION. By car via Kephissia, Boyati and Capandriti, to the village Calamos (28 miles); thence descent on foot or muleback in forty minutes.


  A sanctuary to the infernal hero Amphiaraos, situated on the left slope of a wooded ravine, and near a spring reputed for its curative virtues. The sanctuary possessed an oracle. Those who came to consult it sacrificed a ram and lay down on its skin awaiting divine revelation through a dream in their sleep.


  The excavations unearthed the ruins of a Doric temple with a big altar, a long portico where the consultants slept, and a small theatre.


  RHAMNUS. By car over the route to Marathon up to a point 2 kilometres before the village of Marathon; thence to the right over a carriage road. Ride of about 31 miles to the north of Athens.


  The ruins of the Acropolis of this renowned deme of Attica are situated in a very pretty and solitary site, on a hill by the seaside opposite Euboea. The walls surrounding the Acropolis are well preserved, especially on the eastern slope.


  On a terrace at a distance of 1,300 feet to the south are the ruins of the sanctuary of Nemesis, which comprised two adjacent temples, of Doric order, whose construction dates back to the fifth and sixth centuries B.C. The smaller temple was probably dedicated to Themis and the larger one to Nemesis.


  THEBES. By bus (43½ miles), or by rail from Larissa station.


  The town (in Greek Thivae, 8,000 inhabitants) is built on the site of the ancient Acropolis of Thebes, the famous Cadmea. The Greek tragic poets have borrowed from its legends many plots for their dramas.


  Thebes took part in many bloody wars, very often in rivalry with Athens. Thanks to its illustrious generals, Pelopidas and Epaminondas, it maintained for a brief period a hegemony over Greece. Captured by the Macedonians, it revolted and was almost completely destroyed in 336 B.C. by Alexander the Great.


  Excavations have fixed the site of the palace of Cadmus, the traditional founder of the city.


  Its museum, situated near a large Frankish tower, is worth visiting. It contains beautiful sculptures, three very remarkable funerary steles of black stone, and other important findings. In its courtyard are several inscriptions and the cast of the lion of Chaeronea.


  CHALKIS AND ERETRIA. By bus via Thebes (65 miles) or by railway from Larissa station to Chalkis in 2½ hours; thence by car to Eretria (14½ miles).


  Chalkis is a pretty town of 20,000 inhabitants, situated to the north of Athens, on the island of Euboea, at the narrowest point of the Channel of Euripos, which separates Euboea from Boeotia. A swing bridge joins the two banks of this channel, noted for its phenomenal tides, whose flow may attain a rate of 6 miles per hour.


  The “sights” of the town are an ancient mosque and the church of Aghia Paraskevi—an ancient Byzantine basilica transformed by the crusaders into a Gothic cathedral. A small museum contains the archaeological objects found in the region.


  Hotels, restaurants and cafés on the quay.


  ERETRIA to-day only a village of 1,600 inhabitants, used to be a town of considerable size. It was destroyed by the Persians in 490 B.C. The ruins of its buildings are scattered in the village and in the neighbourhood. Worthy of note are the ruins of the Temple of Apollo, and especially the theatre. The centre of the orchestra of the latter communicated with the stage by means of an arched passage serving for the appearance of personages from the infernal world.


  Suggested Trips from Athens


  While the roads throughout Greece are not to be compared to the excellent English roads, there are some good automobile roads, while others are rapidly being improved and put into first-class condition.


  All points of interest mentioned in the following pages can be visited without undue hardships, and the natural scenery, ruins of the past, and the bracing air of Greece will be ample recompense.


  DELPHI. Starting from Athens one may reach Delphi by bus (163 kilometres) or by train to Gravia station (5 hours), and thence by car (57 kilometres), or by unpretentious little steamers from Piraeus to Itea (7 hours’ night trip) and thence by car (19 kilometres).


  Delphi is an ancient sanctuary of Apollo lying on the south slopes of Mount Parnassus at an altitude of 2,000 feet, in a wonderful and austere setting that makes a deep impression on the visitor.


  Here was the oracle of the Pythia, whose prophecies were famous throughout the ancient world.


  Excavations have unearthed the ruins of many monuments, the temple of Apollo, the theatre, and rare masterpieces of sculpture that are housed in a museum.


  Good accommodation is to be had at the local hotels.


  OLYMPIA is located at the junction of the rivers Cladeus and Alpheus to the east of the town of Pyrgos, in Western Peloponnesus. It can be reached either by rail from Athens (13½ hours) or Patras (5¼ hours), or by car all the way from Athens (330 kilometres) through Corinth and Tripolis.


  Unlike Delphi, the landscape of Olympia is idyllic, and its serenity fills the soul of the visitor with a blissful happiness. Here in this ancient and honoured sanctuary the Olympic games, the best-known of all the ancient games, originated and were held once in every four years.


  Excavations have brought to light, in addition to the ruins of the temple of Zeus and of other interesting monuments, exquisite masterpieces of art, such as the statues of Hermes by Praxiteles, of Victory by Paeonius, and the pediments and metopes of the temple of Zeus, all of which are kept in the local museum.


  Visitors are accommodated at the railway hotel.


  ANCIENT CORINTH. The ruins of that famous city of the ancient world are situated upon an elevated terrace to the west of modern Corinth, with which it is connected by a road 7 kilometres long. Modern Corinth may be reached from Athens by rail or car (86 kilometres).


  The chief points of interest are the temple of Apollo, the fountain of Peirene, the Agora with its main street, the Odeum, the theatre, and also the museum, which has recently been constructed.


  Excavations are still being conducted by the American School of Classical Studies at Athens. A climb to the summit of Acro-Corinth (altitude 1,885 feet) is well recommended.


  MYCENAE, in Argolis of the Peloponnesus, is located on the top of a hill 2 miles to the east of the railway station of the same name, on the Corinth to Argos line. It may be reached either by car or rail.


  Mycenae flourished in the fourteenth century B.C. Visitors will find great interest in inspecting the enormous stones of the fortifications of its Acropolis, the Lion’s Gate, the royal tombs, the Megaron, the treasury of Atreus, the tomb of Clytemnestra.


  Accommodation may be had at the little local hotel.


  EPIDAURUS. The Sanctuary of Asclepios, known by that name, occupies a picturesque site 30 kilometres to the east of the town of Nauplia in the Peloponnesus, from which it may be reached by car. Probably it was the first health resort of ancient times, organised on religious lines.


  The visitor’s interest will be attracted by the Temple of Asclepios, the Tholos, the stadium and other monuments, but above all by the beautiful theatre, so well preserved, which is justly considered to be the finest open-air theatre in the world as regards acoustics. Interesting finds are kept in the local museum.


  MISTRA lies on a spur of Mount Taygetus, 5 kilometres to the west of Sparta in Southern Peloponnesus. It may be reached either by car all the way from Athens (266 kilometres), or by rail to Tripolis and thence by car (68 kilometres) through Sparta.


  Mistra is a Byzantine Pompeii in Greece, and it is covered with the ruins of Byzantine houses, palaces and churches of the fourteenth century A.D. Some of the churches are well preserved, and one can admire their graceful lines as well as their beautiful frescoes.


  Good accommodation may be had at Sparta.


  TEMPLE OF BASSAE. This beautiful temple, dedicated to Apollo, is situated in the mountainous district of Western Peloponnesus at an altitude of 3,770 feet. It was designed by Ictinos, the architect of the Parthenon at Athens. It is also known as the Temple of Phigalia.


  Visitors may make the ascent by mule from the village of Andritsaena in 2[image: ] hours. That village is connected by road (78 kilometres) with Tripolis through Megalopolis. A railway line and a good road (198 kilometres) lead from Athens to Tripolis through Corinth and Argos.


  Simple accommodation may be had at Andritsaena.


  DELOS. In the centre of the Cyclades islands is situated historical Delos, a little island now uninhabited, but one that flourished in classical times and had a considerable commercial importance. The island was then a sacred one, as it was believed to be the birthplace of Apollo.


  Extensive excavations have brought to light the ancient town with its sanctuaries, temples, markets, clubs, theatre, streets and private houses with beautiful mosaics.


  The local museum is very interesting. An attractive rest-house built by the N.T.O. caters to the needs of visitors.


  One may reach Delos by taking steamer from Piraeus to Myconos (an overnight trip), and thence sailing across in a motor-boat in less than an hour.


  Myconos is a typical Aegean island, very picturesque, well worth a visit.


  THERA (Santorini). Situated at the southern extremity of the Greek Archipelago, the island of Santorini is one of the natural curiosities of Greece.


  Originally the island had a great volcano in its centre, whose cone and crater subsided, forming a hollow, into which rushed the waters of the sea. This gave the island its present shape of a crescent and resulted in the formation, along the inner coast, of enormous cliffs of fantastic shapes, crowned by the white houses of the inhabitants.


  Steamers (leaving Piraeus three times a week, in summer) reach Thera in 21 hours, with calls at Svra, Paros, Naxos and Ios.


  Visitors find accommodation at the local hotels.


  CRETE. The centre of excursions in the island of Crete is the town of Candia (in Greek known as Herakleion). Steamers ply regularly between Piraeus and Crete, the direct trip to Candia lasting 15 hours.


  The island of Crete is virtually the cradle of Europe’s oldest civilisation. The greatest part of the excavations were carried out by Sir Arthur Evans, who brought to light Knossos, the wonderful capital of the kingdom of Minos, whose history goes back 3,500 years B.C. Knossos is only 5 kilometres to the south of Candia.


  Visitors are advised to take inland tours from Candia in order to see also Gortyna, Phaestos, Haghia Triada, Mallia, Gournia and other places of equal interest.


  All archaeological finds are housed in the Museum of Candia, which is justly considered as being unique of its kind.


  Good accommodation may be had at the hotels in Candia.


  CORFU, the northernmost of the Ionian islands, is situated very near the coast of Epirus and Albania.


  The beauty of its countryside, with its wealth of olive, fig, orange and lemon trees, as well as the mildness of its climate, attracts and retains a good number of visitors.


  Good hotels are to be found in the picturesque town of Corfu, which is the starting-point for excursions to charming country places and pretty villages.


  There is regular communication between Piraeus, Patras and Corfu, as also between Corfu and Brindisi, by steamer and by airplane.


  METEORA. Under that name are known “the monasteries in the air,” built prior to the sixteenth century, on the tops of pillar-like rocks of great height in the vicinity of Kalabaka in Thessaly. One wonders how they were even built. Of the twenty-three monasteries that existed, five only are still inhabited. Until recently, the only way to reach them was by means of ladders or by means of a rope-net drawn up by the monks through a handworked windlass. Now there are stairs cut in the rock. Five or six hours are required for the entire visit. At two of the monasteries ladies are not admitted.


  Plain accommodation and horses or mules are available at Kalabaka, which can be reached by rail all the way from Athens (change of trains at Gephira). A road (85 kilometres) connects Kalabaka with Larissa through Trikkala.


  SALONICA is the capital of Macedonia and the most important town of Greece after Athens and Piraeus. After the great fire of 1917 the town was rebuilt on modern lines and is now a modern city with fine streets and squares, handsome buildings and good hotels. Salonica is rich in historic monuments. There are many interesting churches; some of them have wonderful early Byzantine mosaics.


  Between Athens and Salonica communications are ensured by air, by rail and by sea. All express trains pass through Salonica on their way from Athens to central European towns. A road (603 kilometres) connects Athens with Salonica and is continued to all points of Europe through Bulgaria and Jugoslavia.


  MOUNT ATHOS. The peninsula of Mount Athos is in the northern Aegean Sea and may be reached from Salonica either by steamer (104 miles) to its port Daphni, or by car (135 kilometres) to a point near its border called Trypiti, and thence by motor-boat (2 hours) to Daphni.


  The whole peninsula, the natural beauty of which is wonderful, is scattered with very old monasteries that possess priceless treasures of Byzantine art. In them tradition has remained unaltered from the seventh century down to the present day.


  On account of the special jurisdiction that obtains in this peninsula, foreign passports are required to be visaed by the Hellenic Ministry of Foreign Affairs at Athens.


  It should be noted that ladies are not permitted to land.


  Shopping


  Shopping in Athens is a pleasant occupation, both because of the quality of its products and also because of the low prices at which these are sold.


  Greek-Macedonian cigarettes have acquired world fame for their quality. Greek tobacco is of a milder, sweeter flavour and contains less nicotine than any other kind. A box of twenty-two of the best cigarettes sells for 20 drachmas; other varieties may be bought for as little as 12 drachmas.


  The many mulberry trees that grow in Macedonia and on some of the Greek islands have encouraged the silk producing industry, and Greek silks are strong, soft and pure. One can find in the Greek market silks for all uses, such as men’s shirts, ladies’ underwear, crêpe-de-chine, marocain, and printed materials for dresses, heavy silks for draperies, etc.


  Hymettus honey—celebrated from ancient times—is made of the nectar gathered from the thyme which grows in abundance on the Attican hills and especially on Mount Hymettus. It is of a very tasteful variety, because of the peculiar flavour which it has, and is sold not only in Greece, but also exported to England and the United States of America.


  The Asia Minor weavers of oriental rugs—Greek and Armenian women who came as refugees to Greece in 1922—have brought along with them their art. So that rug-weaving is now one of the leading industries in Greece.


  Greek peasant art is by no means the least important of Greek industries. Colourful patterns, from old peasant costumes, are finely embroidered on dresses, tea-sets, cushions, centre-pieces, etc. Patterns from old Rhodian plates or ancient Greek vases are also taken for embroideries. They are also copied on modern Greek pottery.


  Looms in the villages and in the cities can hardly keep up with the demand for raw silk, silk and cotton, and all cotton materials which are both very attractive and strong.


  Well—we hope to welcome you soon to Greece.


  
    ROUMANIA
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  ROUMANIA


  General


  A TOUR in Roumania is an enchanting succession of unusual sights and impressions. If, sometimes, the tourist must forgo the refinements of luxurious comfort, he will be amply compensated by the beauty and picturesqueness of the country and by the ingenious and robust art of the Roumanian people.


  As regards natural beauty and resources Roumania is one of the most favoured countries in the world. At the moment she is unable to offer the foreign traveller the same comfort as he can obtain elsewhere, but instead of this the country places at his disposal her immense and varied natural treasures, and also the products of her people, highly individual and distinctive products that differ from all others and include a colourful variety of costumes, embroideries, wood carvings, ceramics and rural architecture, all of which vary, like the ethnological types, from district to district.


  Variety


  The robust ethnological personality of the Roumanian people manifests itself in many things, from the wooden statuettes by which the mountain shepherd in his solitude communicates his thoughts and dreams to his woman, to the embroidered rugs and shirts which constitute her reply, from the primitively designed vases to the proud churches of Maramures, those marvels of the architectural sense, to the flower-decorated roadside shrines that are dotted along all the roads of the country, and from the many watering places and health resorts to the great Roumanian industries, like oil production and mining.


  A line drawn across the whole of Roumania, from Oradea Mare in the west to Constanza in the east, would pass through some of the most interesting country in the world, with the amphitheatre of the Carpathians in the middle, from which the mountains of Apuseni and the Banat drop away in vast ledges towards the plateau of Transylvania. On each side immense masses of wooded peaks gradually slope away into gentle hills, which merge into the flat plains of Baragan on one side and those of Transylvania on the other.


  It is easy to see even from this brief description how varied, and yet how homogeneous the scenic character of the country is. But apart from variety and homogeneity the tourist is invited to note the diversity of forms—in all spheres of the life of the people—that correspond to the scenic aspect. The physical appearance of the people as well as their practical and artistic products are largely influenced by the character of the scenery in which they live.


  The range of mountains extending from the Polish frontier to the Danube includes the tall, grim Maramures mountains, in the valleys of which the inhabitants have preserved their racial purity despite the nearness of the frontier. In this region the artistic products of the people have a style of their own, and the rural houses, built with arcaded porches, as well as the exquisitely beautiful wooden churches, in which even the “bells” are of wood, are both strikingly beautiful and artistically perfect.


  The Bistritza


  The Bucovina mountains also belong to this range of the Carpathians and are the centre of the great Roumanian lumber industry. Of the rivers which have their source in the Bucovina mountains, the Bistritza is of special interest to the foreign tourist. This river flows through breath-takingly lovely mountain scenery and also passes through many watering places and health resorts. The adventurous tourist may visit this part of the country by a romantic means of locomotion, to wit a raft. Rafts start down the Bistritza at Carlibaba, their terminus being at Galatz.


  The mountains of Moldavia are a continuation of those of Bucovina. The Moldavian mountains are covered with vast tracts of forests, from which isolated rocky peaks, like the Ceahlu, project, challenging the sky. On the Transylvanian side of the Moldavian mountains, some 15 miles from the town of Gheorgheni, the tourist may visit one of the loveliest lakes in the world, Lake Ghilcos, which is close to the famous gorges of Bicaz. The gorges are so narrow that in some places it is difficult to walk through them even in single file. They may be approached either by starting from the shelter “Caminul Turistirol” (3,000 feet above sea-level), which is on the coast of Lake Ghilcos, or by road from Piatra Neamt.


  The Bucovina mountains and the rest of the Carpathian range are connected by the Bucegi mountains, which consist mainly of chalk cliffs that glisten in the sun like the ruins of some mighty fairy palaces. The Bucegi mountains are only three hours’ journey from Bucarest and can be reached in the greatest comfort, thanks to the arrangements made by touring clubs. The Bucegi range includes a number of health resorts, and Sinaia, the Royal Residence, is also in this range, as well as the castle of Peles, which contains a priceless collection of old masters.


  Thanks to the efforts of the Touring Club and the Carpatina Society, two of the most important touring organisations in Roumania, there are a number of shelters in the Bucegi range. These include the “Casa Pesterii,” set in most beautiful scenery, the “Casa Bolboci,” in the valley of the Ialomnitza, between the “Tatar” and “Zanoaga” gorges, which present a savage picturesqueness that must be unique. “Casa Malaesti” and “Casa Mihail Haret” are other shelters in this range, the latter being situated on a high peak from which a glorious view of the surrounding—and far distant—country can be obtained.


  Valley of the Olt


  In the Fagaras mountains the valley of the Olt is the most famous. It is here that painters from all over the country congregate at all seasons to paint the scenery, which offers beauty and variety in equal measure. Shelters are provided in the Fagaras range at various altitudes. Some peaks of this range are 8,000 feet high, and the principal shelters are situated as follows: Urlea (4,500 feet), Sighisoara (4,200 feet), Casa de Piatra Balea (6,150 feet) and Balea de Jos (3,700 feet).


  Another range of mountains that the tourist might care to visit is the Apuseni range, interesting groups of which can be reached by train from Arad, Alba-Iulia, Turda, Huedin and Oradea-Mare. Shelters are available on most peaks.


  In the Banat, all parts of which can be reached by train from Timisoara, the district of Hateg should be of interest to the tourist. The district offers much of ethnographical interest and if you possess a camera you will not be able to resist the temptation to take photographs at every turn. One of the picturesque peculiarities of the people of Hateg is the quaint manner in which the women wear their hair. Old women plait their hair and arrange the plaits in the form of horns in front, while young women wear buns over the ears. The men’s skeepskin waistcoats, which are beautifully embroidered in many colours, are also striking. A speciality of this region is a musical instrument—a sort of reed—called “tulnici” which gives a prolonged, wailing sound and is used both for making music and for signalling to lone shepherds in the mountains.


  Watering-places


  Roumania has a very large number of watering-places, including Herculane, Calimanesti, Govora, Slanicul, Moldovei, Vatra-Dornei, Borsec, Tusnad, Ocna Sibiului, Felix, Sovata, etc., which by their therapeutic properties and situations rival the most reputed watering places of other countries. Most of the watering-places enumerated here have adequate hotel accommodation for the foreign visitor, or are so near to a town that the problem of accommodation presents no difficulty.


  Danube Delta


  The Danube Delta presents an unforgettable sight of poetic beauty. The region can be reached from the port Braila. Half-an-hour’s journey from Braila is the Filipoiu Canal, which connects one arm of the Delta with Lake Serban. In the heart of the Delta is Valcov, a town entirely inhabited by fishermen. Like Venice, Valcov is built on a small archipelago.


  Balcic, on the Black Sea coast, is a piece of Turkey, more Turkish than anything left in Turkey to-day. The minarets, fezes, veils and lazily dreaming and smoking Turks are still there. The “Silver Coast of Balcic” is one of the most beautiful and picturesque spots on earth.


  Accommodation, Food, Tips


  As the coast approaches Constanza the number of seaside resorts increases. Constanza, Mamaia, Eforie, Carmen Sylva are the best known, in addition to Ecrene, which is the most beautiful seaside resort in Roumania, though possessing the fewest bathing facilities.


  It must be admitted that from the touring point of view Roumania is not well known abroad and, for the present, Roumania is a country for the tourist who prefers the thrill of discovery to a precise, prearranged itinerary. “Blazing the trail” for other tourists in Roumania is a most pleasant task, full of surprises in the way of beautiful scenery and romantic adventures.


  This applies to the country as a whole, but, naturally, not to the capital and the large provincial cities. Bucarest, for instance, is a city where the foreign traveller will not find himself “at sea.” Bucarest, though its general aspect is that of a vast, sprawling village, is nevertheless modern in all respects that concern the foreign visitor. There are a number of magnificent hotels where the accommodation is just as luxurious and the service almost as perfect as in similar hotels elsewhere. The food is, of course, excellent at these establishments, but it is not less so at practically any hotel or restaurant in any part of the country. Roumania being an agricultural country, first-class food is available everywhere at prices that are infinitesimal as compared with English prices. Roumanian cuisine is mainly modelled on French cuisine, except that fowl predominates for the meat course.


  A Warning


  The one thing the foreign traveller should beware of is what is called “café Marghiloman,” which is black coffee with a dash of some potent spirit. The waiter at the better class restaurants will always ask, at the end of a meal, whether you wish to have “café turceasca” or “café Marghiloman,” and you are advised to choose the former, which is plain Turkish coffee.


  The question of tips in Roumania is a very thorny one. “Baksheesh” is expected by every member of the hotel staff, as well as by waiters at restaurants and cafés and anyone else who serves you in any way. However, this should not deter you from visiting Roumania, for the total cost of your stay in the country, including all tips, will come to little more than half the amount you would have to pay for a similar period in any other country.


  Social customs in Roumania present little difficulty, for the rules of courtesy are practically the same as in England, except that hand-kissing and hat-raising are indulged in to a very considerable extent. If a man is introduced to a lady—whether young or old—he must kiss her hand. The method of salutation in the street is by raising your hat with a flourish both to men and women.


  The taxi drivers of Bucarest are rather peculiar. The vast majority of them belong to a religious sect, and one of the practices of this sect is responsible for the fact that you hardly ever meet a taxi driver in Bucarest who has any need to shave—they all look clean shaven without actually being so.


  “High Life”


  Smart restaurants and night clubs abound in Bucarest. “High life” in Bucarest is an imitation of the same thing in Paris. If you are a woman you may quite safely copy any particularly smart model you see on a Roumanian lady walking along the Calea Victoriei, the principal thoroughfare of the Roumanian capital, in the early evening. You may be quite sure that the model concerned is “the latest from Paris.”


  Incidentally, you will see more beautiful women to the square yard in Bucarest than in practically any other European capital. They are all heavily made up, but their beauty is unmistakable.


  Do not be surprised if you see well-dressed men made up just as heavily as the women. Such men are not necessarily perverts, for it is a recognised custom in Roumania for men to make up.


  Apart from cafés and night clubs there are many opportunities for amusement in Bucarest. The cabarets—where you can also eat and drink—are quite good and may safely be compared with the variety theatres of England and France.


  Speaking of drink, wines, champagnes, beers and liqueurs are both excellent and inexpensive in Roumania. The principal and most popular drink is wine, and you can obtain a bottle of the best Transylvanian wine anywhere for the equivalent of one shilling, or 40 lei. (The pound stands at around 800 lei.) An endless variety of liqueurs, representing every imaginable flavour, can be bought at prices that can hardly be expressed in English currency.


  Shopping in Bucarest is no complicated matter. You can buy anything you fancy in the smart shops of the Calea Victoriei. Beauty parlours abound in Bucarest and lady tourists can obtain any sort of treatment that is known to the practitioners of this comparatively new art. Luxurious hairdressing establishments will be found in or around the Calea Victoriei.


  Haggling over the price of anything—except food and drink listed on the menu in restaurants—is both permissible and unavoidable. It is the custom of the country to haggle, and if you buy a pair of gloves you may be asked double the price that will eventually be accepted.


  The language difficulty is hardly likely to arise in Bucarest—or in any other big town in Roumania for that matter—since practically every educated Roumanian speaks a little English. If it is your ambition to converse with the ladies, do not worry about your ignorance of Roumanian, for the women of Roumania understand all languages spoken by attractive males. But it is only fair to warn you in this connection. Do not converse too much with any young lady unless she has been introduced by someone you know and trust.


  Provincial Cities


  After Bucarest you may wish to visit Cluj, the capital of Transylvania. Cluj, also called Klausenburg and Kolozsvar, is more westernised than Bucarest. It is a University town and in some ways it resembles Cambridge, though it is situated in mountain country. The English visitor to Cluj may rely on a right royal welcome from the Hungarian intelligentsia. They will “bathe him in milk and butter,” as the Hungarian idiomatic phrase of hospitality goes. He may make the acquaintance of a local celebrity at one of the smart cafés, and an invitation to the celebrity’s home is almost bound to follow.


  Cluj has a most beautiful Botanic Gardens and a really excellent Opera House, where performances are given from October till June.


  The British Consul at Cluj—a man of extraordinary charm—will no doubt be pleased to advise you how to spend a pleasant week in Cluj.


  Oradea-Mare


  Another Transylvanian town that the English or American tourist is advised to visit is Oradea-Mare, also known as Grosswardein and Nagyvarad. Oradea is close to the Hungarian border in the west and has a considerable military garrison. Oradea is a very old town, with a fortress dating from the time of the Turkish invasions of Europe, yet in its social, commercial and industrial life it is not merely modern but ultra-modern. Here again the English visitor will be received with open arms. Indeed, Oradea has a few English inhabitants who came as tourists and found themselves held captive by the fascination of this half Roumanian, half Hungarian town.


  But though ultra-modern in many respects, Oradea has lost none of its picturesqueness, and on market days—Mondays and Fridays—the visitor may see tens of thousands of Hungarian, Roumanian and Saxon peasants in their various colourful regional costumes, crowding the market places and overflowing into the neighbouring streets.


  An idea of the cost of living in Oradea may be gathered from the fact that 10,000 lei, or the equivalent of about £12, is regarded as a very high salary, upon which a family can live in luxury.


  Railway travel in Roumania is less comfortable than in England, but if you travel first class you will have no reason to complain. The cost will not matter, as railway fares are extremely low if measured by English standards. Also, trains run practically to schedule, and if the speeds do not compare favourably with railway speeds in some other countries—well, you are on holiday and in no particular hurry.


  There are omnibuses to take you from the towns to neighbouring health resorts or watering places, as, for instance, from Oradea to the Hot Springs at Felix, while in the mountain districts there are, in most places, local trains to take you over the most difficult part of the terrain.


  In built-up areas you can still hire a horse-cab, which is both cheap and really comfortable, though you must not leave it to the driver to fix the charge. If you offer half of what he asks you will probably arrive at the right figure after a little friendly haggling.


  Cuisine


  The English traveller will not require special information about Roumanian cuisine, or, to be precise, about the cuisine in Roumania. For there are about a score of different cuisines in the territory covered by present-day Roumania. There is the Hungarian cuisine in the greater part of Transylvania, the Sekler (“Hun”) cuisine in its eastern part, while Saxon dishes may be enjoyed in towns like Bistritza, Roumanian dishes in parts of Transylvania and throughout the Old Kingdom (pre-War Roumania). The Bucovina and the Dobrudja, the territory between the Bulgarian border and the Black Sea, also have their local specialities.


  On the whole it may be said that the food in Roumania is bound to tickle the palate of the English and American traveller, and no unpleasant surprises need be feared.


  As we have said, Roumania is the country for the adventurous tourist who enjoys the thrill of new discoveries.


  We may add that the English tourist may easily make his visit to Roumania pay. Wonderful laces and embroideries, wooden statuettes, ceramics of quaint design can be picked up in any town, and in practically any village, at low prices, while if the tourist cares to visit one of the many artists’ colonies in Transylvania he may purchase really good pictures by talented artists for a few shillings. One of these colonies is at Baia Mare, near the town of Satu Mare.


  Sport


  Football matches are held every Sunday in every town in Roumania, and the teams are sometimes quite good, even according to English standards.


  There is also a tennis club in every town, to which the English visitor will be welcomed with open arms.


  Fishing may be indulged in in all parts of Roumania, as there are many hundreds of rivers and lakes, great and small, where fish of various species abound. No special licence or permit is required.


  The most exciting Roumanian sport is undoubtedly bear hunting in the Carpathians. The local method is for the hunter to go out armed with nothing but a hunting knife and pit his strength and skill against the bear. The actual struggle looks remarkably like a boxing match, except that there is no referee and the combatants do not shake hands before the commencement of the match. However, the foreign visitor is not expected to follow the example of the local hunters and he may arm himself with a rifle.


  Deer stalking is another sport for which there are ample opportunities in Roumania.


  In the winter your assistance in hunting the wolf will be greatly appreciated.


  Perpetual Hospitality


  There are no clubs or associations in connection with hunting, but you can easily find out, in any Roumanian town, the name of the local celebrity who organises hunting parties. It will probably be a big landowner owning a few thousand acres of forest land, in addition to thousands of acres of farm land. If you approach him he will not only include you in his next hunting expedition, but will also try to keep you as a perpetual guest at his mansion.


  
    U.S.S.R


    by


    HUBERT GRIFFITH
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  U.S.S.R


  The Russian Adventure


  EIGHT or nine years ago, to go to the U.S.S.R., the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics—to be called hereinafter by the simpler word “Russia”—was an adventure of the utmost difficulty.


  There must have been many of the more adventurousminded people in England who, after the end of the War and up to 1928, would have liked to have taken their holidays there, or at least made a short trip there, “to have a look for themselves.”


  Everything that we heard about Russia in those days came to us through a mist of distortion and rumour. Lenin, whom most people in England heard of for the first time in 1917, was thought to be a passing adventurer who would probably fall from power in a few months. (I have myself heard this opinion from one of the most distinguished of English generals of the time.) Then it appeared that after a few more years Lenin was still there, at the head of his Soviet Government.


  Later, again, his place was taken by Stalin, a figure equally mysterious to us. He too seemed, at the end of more years, to be equally firmly seated in the saddle. Through all this time almost all the newspapers of almost all other countries of the world were prophesying the immediate downfall of the new form of government in Russia. They prophesied it, on an average, once in three months with regularity. As late as 1933 the editor of a great London newspaper uttered these notable words personally to me: “In a month’s time from now Russia will be on her knees to the rest of Europe. …”


  But what must have struck the ordinary man in the street (as opposed to great editors and great generals) as so funny—was that Russia, like a threatened man, seemed to be living long. The downfall was predicted from day to day. But the New Experiment in Russia seemed to be continuing in spite of all that was rumoured about it—and even, as far as unprejudiced facts instead of wild gossip could be collected, mysteriously to be growing rather stronger than rather weaker.


  Russia remained, in fact, a country of mystery. And many of the more enquiring people among us must have felt that it would be rather original and rather exciting, instead of going to Southend or Le Touquet or Broadstairs or Aix, to give up one year’s holiday of pure pleasure, and have one year’s holiday of pure interest instead—in other words, to slip across to the strange country named Russia and use their own eyes upon the subject.


  “Nation in Chains”


  It is true, of course, that even the most inexperienced novice did not flatter himself that he could see in a fortnight “all that was happening in Russia.” But men of greater experience, of other lands and other capitals, knew that by walking about the streets of Moscow even for a couple of weeks, they would know more about the country than if they had sat at home reading newspaper articles in their own arm-chairs. The rumours of its failure, and also sometimes of its success, had been equally fantastic. Was Russia really a “nation in chains”?—a nation where “no one had smiled since the Revolution”? Both these things had been said by newspapers and by rumour. Or was there really some gleam of hope and interest in the New Experiment? Even the shortest visit would help to dispel some of the illusions, and the risk was worth taking.


  Why was it that up to a few years ago almost nobody of moderate means had the chance to go and see Russian life—life as it was being lived by a hundred and sixty million or so Russian people?


  The reasons were many.


  In the first place, there was the question of the visa, a common formality in use in many countries of Europe to-day.


  The Soviet Government of those days had no particular time and no particular desire to grant visas to outside enquires. The motive is understandable. Russia was desperately busy, throughout the length and breadth of the land, in setting its own house in order after three years of what is now called the “Imperialist” war, and after another four years of foreign invasion. Everything had to be done, from building up village houses to building up chains of great industries. No factory with a contract to fulfil against time, no stokehold of a liner with a head of steam to raise in a hurry, likes to stand aside and explain its mechanism to enquirers, however amiable are the intentions of the enquirer.


  In the second place, if the Government had granted visas indiscriminately, and thus got quantities of visitors to Russia, it would not have known what to do with them.


  They would have had no particular place to live, no particular places to eat at, no particular prices fixed for the exchange of their pounds or francs or marks or dollars, and, most importantly, as but few of them could have spoken the language, no service of guides and travel-bureaux to take them to the places that they most wanted to see.


  Fairy Tales


  First things must come first. Good hotels, good restaurants, good interpreters and systems of motors available for hire are important amenities to a country that has time on its hands, and wants to give the best time possible to the stranger within the gate. But they are amenities and not essentials. Russia, after three years of desperate European war, and another four years of even more desperate foreign invasion, may be pardoned if it thought that a few million roofs on a few million village cottages, and a few thousand factories that should turn Russia into a modern country, were more important, for the moment, than inviting and extending hospitality to onlookers. There was little time or room for visitors, and that is the truth.


  Thirdly, there was the attitude that had been worked up in the rest of Europe about the conditions of modern Russia. The large majority of people in other countries had come to believe, through repeated reiteration, that Russia had fallen back into barbarism. It may seem incredible to recall it now, but before I personally took my first trip there in 1930 I was warned repeatedly by intelligent people (a) that I would be shot as soon as I landed, (b) that I would be arrested and sent to Siberia as soon as I landed, (c) that I would get no food, and so starve, (d) that I would get plenty of food, but that one meal in every three would be poisoned. I say it seems incredible now to hear these tales repeated. But they were all told to me. And they were all told to me in good faith, And they were all told to me by people who were otherwise well informed as a general rule. Looking back on it, the most incredible thing of all now seems to me that I did actually take my first trip to Russia in 1930 at all. …


  The fourth matter was that, years ago, though it was believed that it was difficult or impossible for “ordinary people” to get to Russia, it was admitted that it was possible for extraordinary “important” people to go there. It was accounted to be something like a “millionaire’s trip.” About the year 1928 or 1929 a great millionaire newspaper proprietor and the most famous living English novelist (Lord Beaverbrook and Arnold Bennett) braced themselves for the experience. They went with a special aeroplane and a specially selected staff of secretaries. Being a personal friend of Arnold Bennett, and having moreover a warm interest in Russia, I applied to be taken on the trip in any capacity whatsoever—as one of the secretaries, or in any other sort of job. I was assured by Arnold Bennett (who was always kindness itself to me) that the idea was impossible, that the trip was going to cost hundreds of pounds, and that every detail of its staff and secretariat had been planned weeks beforehand. As I was neither one of the leading newspaper-proprietors nor the most famous novelist of my generation, I had to acquiesce in this. Russia of those days was, roughly speaking, only accessible to the most important (and rich) people on the face of the earth.


  “Intourist”


  In 1929-30 came the change. Russia had, in the most important aspects of industrial developments, got on her feet again. The pace was still tremendous; but, in comparison to what had gone before, it was accounted as a breathing space. The Government of Russia had decided not only that it could afford to allow tourists into Russia but that it wanted tourists in modern Russia. It did not want only the millionaires or the “people of importance.” It wanted not only the visiting expert but the ordinary intelligently-enquiring man-in-the-street or even the man-in-the-street who wanted to come on a holiday.


  Prices were fixed, not only cheaper proportionately than Aix or Le Touquet, but cheaper proportionately than Southend or Broadstairs. Arrangements were fixed by which the sportsman, the pleasure-seeker and the holiday-marker, no less than the enquirer and the observer, were invited (and welcome) to visit the country.


  “Intourist,” the official State Travel Agency, was established in Bush House, Kingsway, in London, and in most other European capitals; and it slowly began to penetrate the British intellect that modern Russia was as likely a place for the visitor with his eyes about him as Paris, Rome, the Riviera or any other of his normal haunts.


  It is still an adventure to go to modern Russia. There is not once in the five times that I have been there since 1930 when I have not felt “Here again one is going to see something new. It may be good, it may be bad. It will probably be controversial. It will certainly be enlivening, astonishing, and grandiose.”


  I have been alone to Russia. I have also been with parties of tourists amounting in all to some hundreds. I do not think that there is one of these who on his (or her) return would not agree that, however much he (or she) had liked or disliked it, modern Russia was the most interesting country in the world for the visitor.


  Modern Arrangements


  The establishment of “Intourist,” the State Agency for Russian travel, with Government backing, has made an immense difference.


  In the first place it implics that the State, having invited visitors, takes pains to see to their comfort convenience and safety. The visa, which is regarded as a complete nuisance by some people, is in reality a two-edged weapon: if a State grants a visa to a visitor it not only means that the State collects a few shillings from him, but that it recognises that he comes with the State’s own permission, and that the State assumes a certain amount of responsibility for his welfare.


  It does not mean, however, that he is to be ceaselessly supervised by “guides,” interpreters, and general watch-dogs.


  Excellent Guides


  I can give my own experience of this to the intending visitor. Going for my first visit, not knowing the country, not knowing the language, and having no connections among residents there, I found that my very best plan was to cling to whatever guide was provided for me. They were invariably good interpreters. They were almost always intelligent people. And the plan on which they had been taught to do their work was an excellent one. They proposed expeditions to all that was interesting both in the old and the modern Russia—to old palaces, art collections and things that the Germans call “Sehenswürdigkeiten” (“things that must not be missed by any chance”), and also to the newer developments of factories, schools, crèches and manifestations of modern Russia in the full tide of its daily work. With them I saw in my first few weeks more than I had hoped to see, more than I would have thought it possible to see. They almost overdid it. If I asked to see one factory I was shown forty factories—partly as a result of their natural enthusiasm, partly so that I should not be able to say on my return to England, “Ah, they only showed me one factory. That, of course, was only a show place, preserved for the especial benefit of foreign visitors.”


  With all this, I repeat, I got a wider view of the country in my first few weeks of my first visit than I have ever had of any other country in a corresponding time. But I should also like to state—and this is of at least equal importance—that no visit with any guide was ever compulsory. One could either go with the guide, if one cared; or could go elsewhere if one cared.


  During my second, third, fourth and fifth visits, I by that time “knew the ropes”; I began to know my way about the cities of Leningrad and Moscow as well as I know my way about London and Paris; I had made many friends, acquaintances and contacts among the residents there—and on recent visits I have not troubled (nor seen) the excellent guides provided by “Intourist” for as much as weeks on end together.


  This last fact is worth emphasising, because it is still one of the least understood things about modern Russia. There are still rumours current on every hand (among people who have never been there) that “one is bear-led round the place,” that one is only taken to those places “that the Government want one to see,” and so forth. It is one of the most prevalent rumours about Russia, and one of the most difficult to dispel.


  Complete Freedom


  Nevertheless, I should like to repeat that of all the nonsensical rumours current about Russia it is one of the most nonsensical. In my time I have travelled long distances in Russia accompanied, when I chose to be accompanied, with guides and with fellow visitors. I have also travelled at other times all over Russia-in-Europe, from the Baltic to the Black Sea, from Stalingrad at the mouth of the Volga to the Polish border, without guides, interpreters and fellow visitors; I have bathed on the beaches of Yalta, the south coast resort, unattended by guides and without another Englishman within a hundred miles of me; and I have even sat for weeks in a Moscow hotel in the middle of winter, doing my daily work and seeing my friends, as unsupervised and unregarded as I would have been at any hotel in the Strand in London.


  To sum up this phase of the subject: My advice to anyone going for the first time to Russia on a short visit would be to use the assistance of the guides to the greatest possible extent. The choice of places that they take one to is enormous, and if one has a special or expert interest in any particular subject—education, medicine, art, and so forth—“Intourist” goes out of its way to meet one’s special requirements and to give one special facilities. You will see far more with “Intourist” and its guides than you would on your own.


  If you are going for the first time, even on a long visit, I again advise you to use the services of the guides for at least the first two or three weeks. They will give the visitor the “hang” of the place in half the time that he would take to acquire it on his own; and he will not afterwards, however long he stays, count the first weeks with them wasted.


  If the visitor is going on his second or third visit he will need no advice. He can tag on to the guides when he likes and if he likes—and he will probably find that they still have some interesting things to show him that he has missed the first time. But he needn’t fear that there will be any compulsion on him to go with them; and by now being on familiar territory, he will find himself as free to follow his own interests in his own way as he would be in any other capital in Europe.


  By the by, do I hear someone asking “Isn’t this rather perilous?—to go walking Russian towns and streets on one’s own?” I suppose it is true that the legend of the essential “dangerousness” of Russia dies very hard. Those who have not yet been there may be reassured on this important point: the visitor is as safe in a Russian town or a Russian village as he would be in his own country. Those who have already been there will need no reassuring.


  Prices


  The question of expense is an important one. The days of the Arnold Bennett visit and the “hundreds of pounds” necessary for the journey are gone years ago. But this sort of news percolates slowly; and it may probably still astonish some people to hear that the Russian trip—in regard to the distance to be covered and the value given—is as cheap as or cheaper than any trip in Europe.


  I say this quite advisedly, having travelled several times right across and up and down Europe, and having been five times to Russia.


  The price arranged by the authorities is an inclusive price, and ranges from £1 a day (in a category that is reasonably comfortable, and that I have often travelled in myself without experiencing unendurable hardship); through a category at £1 15s. a day, which included a fair amount of luxury; up to a category at £3 a day, which is grande luxe to a degree only necessary for sybarites.


  By this means of the inclusive price the visitor can know exactly what his holiday is going to cost him before he leaves London. If he is a hard-up student and wants to go for three weeks, he will put down his £21 before he leaves London, and can know that for that money he will be taken from London to Leningrad by the Soviet boat and that his boat-fare and the cost of his meals are included; that he can stay in a Leningrad hotel for as long a proportion of his holiday as he wants, and that his hotel bill and his meals are included; that he can then go the overnight journey to Moscow when he wishes, and that his train-fare is included; he can stay in Moscow, again with hotels and meals included; he can come back, when his time is up, to Leningrad and so by boat to London—and he can know that for all this time (unless for drink if he drinks, and tobacco if he smokes) he need not have put his hand in his pocket for a further sixpence.


  Absolutely Inclusive


  His Soviet visa will have been included in the price, and so will his conveyance about Leningrad and Moscow and their neighbourhoods in trams, charabancs or motorcars; likewise the entrance-fees to museums and galleries, and the services of guides and interpreters for the greater part of the day. (The guides are usually at his service in the mornings and evenings. If he is insatiable and wants extra attention in the afternoons, he will have to pay extra for it. In point of fact he will probably be glad enough to stroll about alone.)


  If he is doing it in a more expensive way and with greater luxury in his hotels, meals and train-accommodation, he can pay his £1 15s. a day before he leaves London—and again know that the price is equally inclusive. If he is one of the pampered darlings of the world and wants to do it on the grand scale, he can pay his £3, and have suites of rooms to himself in his hotel, and generally feel like a millionaire. (Incidentally I have eaten some of the best meals of my life in the great Moscow and Leningrad hotels—and not always when I was travelling in the most expensive category.)


  Now if these prices seem vaguely expensive to the inexperienced traveller, I would like him to compare them with certain other prices he would have to pay in Europe outside Russia if he were travelling anything like equivalent distances. In any continental holiday, if large distances have to be covered, the actual train fares and meals eaten in train restaurant-cars take up a very large proportion of the whole cost. (In the Russian journey, the student will notice that his inclusive £1 a day covers about 2,000 miles of sea-travel between London and Leningrad and back, and about 600 miles of train-journey between Leningrad and Moscow and back.)


  A Personal Instance


  I will give a personal instance of what I mean. A few summers ago I was spending a holiday in Russia, on the basis of the £1 15s.-a-day category. For this I had been to Leningrad and Moscow, then a tremendous journey right down to the south of Russia to bathe in the Crimean seaport of Yalta, thence to Sevastopol by boat, and then by train up to Kiev. In all this I had had some thousand of miles of travel, with hotels, meals and the rest of course included. I had been living and travelling large distances on £1 15s. a day. It then so happened that I had to get back to London quickly, and so could not spare the time to go up to Leningrad again and so home by the Soviet boat—all of which would again have been included in my daily £1 15s.


  Instead, I had to take the International train right across Europe from the Soviet border, from Shepetovka through Warsaw, Berlin, to the Hook of Holland, and so to London. This journey took three days. But it was a journey outside the Soviet border, and so I had to pay the usual international prices. The three days’ train fare, second class, cost me, without sleeping-cars, just under £10, and with sleeping-cars just under £12. I had to have meals for three days—meals are always expensive in international wagons-restaurants, and another £2 only just covered them.


  This implied that my three days’ European travel outside Russia, in precisely the same class and comfort that I had been having in Russia, had cost me £15—or the equivalent of £5 a day. It was a sad change after my former £1 15s.


  All the above figures of inclusive costs are referring to the spring, summer and autumn months, and not to mid-winter. The easiest, cheapest and (according to me) pleasantest route to Russia is by the Soviet boat, which sails from London Bridge once or twice a week, and takes one through the North Sea, through the Kiel Canal, and through the Baltic, straight to the docks in Leningrad. The boat is run (and well run) on the Soviet principle, and a five-day voyage in her makes in itself an interesting experience. The food is good. The North Sea and Baltic—though not rigidly guaranteed to be so by the Soviet Government—are usually fairly smooth in the summer. And if as it happens one has been working hard in England up to the last minute of departure for the holiday, the voyage, with its accompanying lounging and basking on deck, is a pleasant rest before the comparative strenuousness of one’s first tour in modern Russia. (Also, as I have mentioned, the official price of £1 to £3 a day, according to one’s cabin, comes into the inclusive trip, and makes the boat the cheapest means of getting there.)


  Quicker Routes


  Against the idea of the voyage is the fact that it takes more time—roughly five days as against less than three in the train, and only sixteen or seventeen flying-hours from London by air—and that during four winter months it is altogether unavailable, as the mouth of the River Neva, the entrance to the Port of Leningrad, is frozen solid with ice.


  If one wants to go to Russia in the months between late November and March or April, one has to go by one of the several overland train-routes, or by air. And alternatively, if one wants to go in the summer and one’s time is so short that a five-day boat voyage takes up too much of it, one again has to go by train or by air.


  During the recent winter, as the boat was unavailable through Leningrad harbour being frozen up, I went an amusing and rather unusual way to Russia. It consisted in taking a boat from Harwich to Esbjerg in Denmark—across Denmark by train to Copenhagen—from Copenhagen by train and ferry to Stockholm in Sweden—from Stockholm by boat to Abo in Finland (a harbour nearly, but not quite, frozen up with ice at that time of year)—from Abo by train to Helsingfors, and from Helsingfors again by train across the border to Leningrad. The fare itself, second class on trains and first class on boats, came to just under £10. It had the advantage of taking one through the three capitals of Denmark, Sweden and Finland, in each of which one could stay a day or two according to one’s convenience, but it also included the privilege of paying for one’s meals on trains and boats, and for one’s hotel accommodation wherever one made a break.


  Altogether, it was not a cheap way, but it was an interesting variant, and I found it well worth the money. The same route is, of course, equally available in the summer.


  A note should here be put in. I have dwelt upon the excessive cheapness of all travelling and essential services now provided by “Intourist” in Russia. Up to the beginning of the present year one could have included all services not provided by “Intourist.” In the last few years there have been shops called “Torgsin Stores” in all of the larger cities and in most of the smaller ones, where the traveller could buy his incidental requirements—tobacco, cigarettes, drinks of various sorts, soap and so forth—paying in his English money (or francs or marks or dollars) and getting a very full and fair exchange for them. Most things, such as cigarettes and drinks, were definitely cheap.


  Rate of Exchange


  Since the beginning of the present year a change has taken place in the currency regulations in Russia. Foreign money is no longer accepted unless it is exchanged into roubles; the Torgsin stores have been closed down; and the exchange value of the rouble has been fixed arbitrarily, if temporarily, at about 25 to the £1.


  It would take too long here to go into elaborate considerations of Government financial policy. The decisions are taken in the interest of a nation of about 180 million people, who are continually every year getting more goods and cheaper goods—and it would be slightly unreasonable to expect the policy of a whole country to be changed in order to allow a few hundred tourists to get cheap cigarettes. Nevertheless the matter is highly important to the individual tourist himself.


  It should be stated again, so that the intending visitor is in no doubt about it, that though “Intourist,” in exchange for his English money in England, will still provide him with all the essentials of his journey at a very cheap rate—his food, his fares, his hotels, his visa and his guides—he will find, for the present year at least, that the small “extras’ he may want to buy will come sometimes astonishingly expensive.


  Expensive Extras


  An instance. As he gets 25 roubles for his pound, he will have to reckon a rouble as about equal to 10d. But a packet of cigarettes in Russia costs anything from 2 roubles 50 kopeks to 5 roubles—i.e., anything from 2s. to 4s. If he wants to go out on his own and have a meal at a restaurant, he may find that a comparatively simple meal will cost him 7s. or 8s. A bottle of beer (and Russian beer is not particularly attractive to an English taste) will cost him about 1s. 8d. He will no doubt be surprised to find that hundreds of Russians around him are buying the cigarettes at 5 roubles a packet, and drinking the bottles of beer at 2 roubles, and that all the restaurants are crowded; and he will further work it out to himself that a rouble, for a Russian, is not a particularly expensive coin, certainly not as dear as his own 10d.—and in this he will be perfectly right. The exchange rate of 25 roubles to the £1 is, in fact, arbitrary. It may even be changed later. But for the moment it is a fact that he will have to keep in his consciousness—and, not liking it, he will have to lump it.


  He can console himself with one or two reflections. The first is that there is obviously no desire on the part of the Soviet Government to diddle him, since the Soviet Government is providing him, at a remarkably cheap rate, with all the essentials of his tour, and is only being unkind to him in the minor frivolities such as drink and cigarettes. Apart from these two things he has no real need to buy anything at all, and should reconcile himself to changing and spending as little extra money as possible.


  In the second place, he is in some ways freer than he was before the new regulations, when £1 had to be changed at the quite fantastic rate of only 8 or 9 roubles. With his £1 changed at the rate of 25 roubles, he will find certain things come reasonably cheap, telephones, cables, letters and city conveyances, and will be able to travel all over Moscow by motor-bus or the newly built Metro for the equivalent of a few pence. He will be able to eat in any restaurants that he likes—far away from guides and his fellow tourists—if he doesn’t mind paying a few shillings more than he would in England and is careful. (This last is really important. Up to this year, with the rouble at only eight to the £, the tourist was almost entirely confined for meals to the hotels where he was staying and where he got his meals from “Intourist” free. Now he can wander just as freely as his means permit.)


  Lastly, being well forewarned, he should take into the country as many cigarettes as he thinks he will need for his trip. Two hundred is the number officially allowed by the authorities, but it is probable that the Customs would wink at more than this if it were made plain that the tourist intended them for himself and not to sell them. And the question of an occasional drink—thought essential by some people, the writer among them? The only drink that is not dear for the tourist in Russia is vodka. Vodka costs about 10d. a glass—and a glass of vodka, if he is not accustomed to it, will get him quite a long way.


  I believe that I have given now, in a sketchy sort of way, most of the practical facts that it is advisable for a tourist to know before he goes to Russia. He can find extra and detailed information as to prices and routes in a dozen little booklets, garnished with good photographs, to be had for the asking at “Intourist” in Bush House, Kingsway, London, and at most travel agencies.


  Theatre Prices


  While still on the subject of prices I should like to add that theatre tickets, paid for at the rate of 25 roubles to £1, come out fairly dear. They are, to the visiting Englishman, almost as dear as the most exclusive West End theatre prices. The best stalls at an ordinary Moscow theatre will cost 8s. or 10s. For the opera or the ballet they can go as high as £1. It follows from this that all people who are particularly interested in the Russian theatre—and it is magnificent—should book their tour during the special Theatre Festival, held each year in the first weeks of September—for on this occasion all theatre tickets are included in the price of the tour.


  And if at the end of this, dear reader, you should ask me “Why go to Russia at all?” I would say “Wait a minute and let me suggest reasons to you”—as I will do in the remaining pages. But even before this I would like to give you a supplementary reason. When travelling in any modern international train across Europe, it is quite impossible on that train not to meet people who are on their way to Russia or who have just come back from Russia. One cannot escape it. It is in the air. The most alive and interested minds from every other country in Europe have made it their business, of recent years, to go and see what is “up” in Russia. They may have seen a lot, or not seen a lot (it will have depended on their own energy very largely). They may have liked it, or they may not have liked it. But they have considered it their duty as alive and interested minds to go there and have a look for themselves. And you, reader, if you have a mind that you consider alive and interested, will also think that it is your duty to go there and have a look for yourself.


  Opinions on Russia


  More good writing—and more nonsense—has been inspired by Russia than by any country in modern Europe.


  This is only to be expected. It is the newest experiment, and the only experiment of its kind, that is being carried out on the earth’s surface.


  The pages of some hundreds of contemporary newspapers have supplied the nonsense. In some cases it has been “good journalism”—something that should make the hair of its million readers stand on end with horror—always an agreeable sensation over the morning’s bacon. Sometimes it has been sheer lies and jugglery with facts—something that the news-editor of the paper in question knew to be untrue at the time of its publication, and that he blushed for (if news-editors have the power to blush) a few weeks afterwards. Sometimes it has been the considered expression of opinion of a person of the highest importance. (One does not forget that a world-famous English ex-Cabinet Minister recently gave it out as his opinion, in the public press, that the Russian people and the Russian Government were to be reckoned with as so many “baboons.” This must surely be the limit of polite assertiveness allowed of any public figure referring to the government of any nation not openly at War with his own.)


  Read These


  There has also been some of the best, best-informed, sincerest, and most brilliant writing. I am thinking at the moment of the books of Maurice Hindus, Red Bread, Humanity Uprooted, Broken Earth, and the others. They are the work of a man who was born and brought up as a Russian farmer’s son, who migrated to America as a young man, who writes Russian and English with equal power; and is one of the best interpreters (because one of the most intelligent and best informed) of modern Russia to the Western world.


  I am thinking of the articles and books of Louis Fischer, correspondent in Moscow for the last fourteen years of the New York Nation, and other papers. He, too, knows Russian like a native language and had had long years of experience of its native conditions.


  I am thinking of the books and dispatches of Walter Duranty, ex-Harrovian and correspondent of the stately New York Times. His books, Russia Reported and I Write As I Please, are not to be missed.


  I am also thinking of a much humbler book which I do not now guarantee to be even in circulation, Alexander Wicksteed’s Life Under the Soviets. I have a particular regard for it, for it was the first book that revealed modern Russia to me. Alexander Wicksteed was the son of a well-known English father who was a contemporary and friend of Bernard Shaw, and Alexander himself had served through the War as an English naval officer. But he was a natural and instinctive bohemian. Shortly after the War he went to Russia to “have a look for himself,” and stayed there and got a job there, because, in his own words, “It was the only country in the world where I could make a living by doing only three days’ work a week.” He got the job of teaching English and English phonetics at the University of Moscow.


  He wrote a little book about his experiences after he had been there seven or eight years. It was called Life Under the Soviets—and it was remarkable in that it avoided politics, and did really tell one everything that one wanted to know about Russian life—the price of sausages and the price of tea, what the restaurants looked like, and the manners of the travellers in the Moscow trams.


  Alexander Wicksteed


  It also told one fascinating stories. How a great trust had been formed in Moscow for “The Electrification of All the Russias.” And how, while the electrification of All the Russias was proceeding, the trust had not been able successfully to electrify its own front-door bell; and across the front-door of its head office was written the legend, “Please Knock Loudly! Bell Out of Order.” It also told how once his entire class at the University was late, and when he asked them why they were late the reply was they were late because they had been at the first meeting of a new “League for Punctuality Throughout Russia”! Only those who know Russia at its most characteristic will know how true and revealing this sort of story can be of the sort of life that was going on in the years immediately after the Revolution.


  His little book, in spite of its simplicity, or perhaps because of its simplicity, was a valuable and revealing one. It came at a time, some eight or nine years ago, when many English people, owing to a continuous press campaign of vilification, were seriously beginning to ask themselves, “Are the Russians human?” Wicksteed in his book supplied the answer that they were human, and often used to add in his private conversation, “all too human.” He told in his book about the daily life of streets, theatres, classes and factories. In spite of the chaos and poverty of the period, he filled me with an impatient desire to go to Russia, and if possible to meet the author.


  Two or three years later the chance came to go—and also to meet the author. I was walking up the crowded Tverskaia one day when a bearded figure passed us. He was wearing a cap with a shiny peak, as affected by many Russians, and he was wearing a battered overcoat that no English cabby, and hardly a Russian cabby even of those days, would have been seen dead in. My companion pointed him out as Alexander Wicksteed. He had become more Russian than the Russians. I had a further chance to meet him later, and to talk to him in his rooms (or room). He lived in a single room on the outskirts of Moscow, in what some people might have called squalor—he was incurably lazy, and only taught as many hours a week at the University as would give him immediate necessities, and the bottles of Caucasian wine that he loved to drink. He seemed perfectly happy. All the distinguished visitors to Moscow, such as Bernard Shaw, made a point of getting in touch with him, as his intimate knowledge not only of Moscow but of living as the Muscovites lived was unequalled. And his stories lifted veil after veil from Russian life.


  Unfailing Courtesy


  I will quote a last story from his book. It was published at a time when there was the rumour in England that it was actually unsafe for Englishmen to walk alone in Moscow streets. It was said that the English were “unpopular”—as, from what we had been saying in our newspapers, would not have been actually surprising. Wicksteed had been travelling in a Moscow tram, and had in ignorance committed some trifling breach of regulations—he had been smoking in the wrong part of the tram, or something of the sort. Instantly the conductor had pounced on him, and had tried to fine him a few roubles, as was in the conductor’s power to do. He had explained that he was an Englishman and had acted in ignorance. Instantly, he said, the whole crowded population of the tram had been up in arms against the conductor for daring to show discourtesy to the stranger within the gate! …


  I had occasion myself later to prove the essential truth of this story many times. Russians are not invariably courteous to one another—they can even be rude and aggressive—but never in five years’ experience have I known them to be anything but extraordinarily courteous and considerate to the stranger. Partly it is tradition. The language has always been difficult to learn, and they have had long training, beginning centuries before the Revolution, in helping the stranger who cannot make himself easily understood. It is partly a new attitude. Russians have some vague idea of what has been said about them outside their country in the last twenty years. And at least a large number of them are genuinely pleased and flattered that tourists and visitors from other countries have come some thousands of miles to see them and to learn some glimpse of the truth for themselves.


  Exaggeration


  I would like to mention that I, also, was once arrested by a policeman in Leningrad. It was at a time when the streets were filthy and muddy. Wishing to board a tram, I had dropped my cigarette into the gutter. Instantly a whistle blew, a policeman’s hand descended on my shoulder, and a crowd collected miraculously from nowhere. I had disobeyed a regulation; I had thrown a cigarette into the street, and not into the ash-can provided. The policeman had it in his power to fine me, instantaneously, to the extent of a shilling or two. It was my first visit to Russia, I stammeringly explained that I was an Englishman—and here again the affair passed off at once with a smile and a caution.


  The books mentioned have been more or less general books. There are by this time many hundreds of others, and many hundreds of books by specialists on different aspects, in Russia, of their own subjects.


  There can be a general rule in reading them—and that is to take all their extremer statements, whether of the utmost enthusiasm or of the utmost condemnation, with caution.


  There are writers who go to Russia and come back to write books condemning the whole system, lock, stock and barrel. Much of what they say may be true, but it is obviously impossible that the whole of it can be true. A government cannot last nearly twenty years, during which the standard of education, comfort and living circumstances of the great majority of its population has clearly improved, and still be a wholly bad government.


  Similarly, there are writers who go to Russia and come back to write books whole-heartedly praising the system—and over-praising the system—in all its branches and manifestations. To listen to them, or to read their books uncritically, is to be led to believe that the Soviet Union is already an earthly Paradise. Which is, of course, utterly absurd—and is not for an instant claimed by the more intelligent Soviet authorities themselves.


  Read Critically


  The thing stands to reason. At the time of the War and the Revolution, Russia was a more backward country than most other Europeans can well believe. Beneath an outward glitter and splendour, most of its arrangements were medieval. The French Ambassador to the last of the Tsars, M. Maurice Paléologue, keeps noting in his diaries of the 1914-17 period the following remark: “Russia to-day (1914) is not like France and England were twenty years ago, nor even a hundred years ago. It is like Europe before it had had the French Revolution, the Reformation and the Renaissance.” It was backward in many essential matters by long centuries. It is interesting that this remark was made, not by a wild revolutionary, but by a distinguished diplomat, a supporter of the old regime, and a personal friend of the Tsar. The point to be remembered is that not even a government of archangels could have transformed such conditions into an earthly paradise in the short twenty years they have had at their disposal.


  The moral is to read books, but to read them critically—and best of all to check them up by the personal experiences of one’s own eyes in the country.


  There are books to be had on all possible aspects of Russian life and endeavour. One thing may strike the reader as interesting, even before he has had the chance to check up with the use of his own eyes. It is this: that even in the books of the most absolute opponents of the regime it is usually admitted that there is something new and good. And even more interesting are the books written by the “non-political” experts on their various subjects. These are countless. Books have been written on Russian architecture, medicine and science in Russia, education, law, art, exploration, the financial system. … Many of these have been written by men who profess not the faintest interest in or knowledge of any political faith, either Conservatism or Communism. They have gone to Russia to see how their own particular job is done there. And the majority of them have come back very firmly impressed.


  Experts Impressed


  An instance that came to my own notice:—Some years ago I was travelling with a couple of young English doctors down the Volga on a steamer. Neither of them was a Communist, nor within measurable distance of being called a Communist. It was the early days of “Intourist” then, and the trip was not without its discomforts. The two young doctors who had come merely for a holiday were inclined to grumble at the discomforts—and, by a natural transition of ideas, to disapprove of everything that they saw in Russia.


  Arrived at the provincial town of Rostov-on-Don, it occurred to them to want to visit the local hospital. At first they were refused permission—as any casual strangers would be if they arrived in London and asked to be shown over St. George’s. However, after they had proved their medical qualifications, they were taken over. They came back from it as men who had seen wonders. They had been impressed with everything they saw, not only in comparison with Russian standards but in comparison with the highest London standards. Their attitude thereafter was the attitude that I have observed of so many other professional people. It was expressed by the saying, “Well, we’re not Communists, and we don’t know anything whatever about the good, or bad, effects of Communism on the mass of the people. It is not our line of country. But hospitals are our own line of country—and that hospital in the southern Russian town was, in our expert knowledge, being extremely well run.” (It will be observed, as of further interest, that the hospital was not a special institution, open to the inspection of tourists, and especially arranged to impress them. Ordinary tourists were not allowed near it; and the two young doctors had only been allowed over it after they had produced their medical qualifications.)


  When to go to Russia and What to See


  There is a natural assumption by a visitor planning a first visit that summer is the best time to go to Russia. This may be partly financial, as the boat service, which is on the whole the cheapest way of getting to Russia, is out of action during most of the winter. It may be also partly a natural dread of Russian cold.


  I personally have been in Russia in almost all seasons of the year except the spring. I have been in July, August, September, October and part of November (when the first snows were beginning to fall), and also, just recently, in the dead middle of the Moscow winter, in the months of January and February.


  There is much to be said for both the heat and the cold. Russia—surprisingly to many English people—is hot in the summer; Leningrad and Moscow are both usually a good deal hotter in the middle of the summer than are London and the English South Coast; and southern Russian resorts such as Yalta in the Crimea are as hot as the French Riviera. It is surprising to see children in the streets of Moscow and Leningrad running about in little more than bathing-slips and bathing-dresses—and getting burnt as brown from head to foot as little negroes. (To most English visitors this is a phase of Russian life that they had not reckoned on at all!)


  If the English visitor decides to go in the middle of the summer, he must certainly take his lightest clothes (with an overcoat or so for the boat voyage, as it is always chilly at sea in the evenings) and certainly also his bathing-dress. Bathing in summer in Russia assumes the proportions of a national pastime. The visitor can bathe (and find thousands bathing with him) in the Neva in Leningrad; in the Moscow River in Moscow; in the Volga during his boat-trip, if he gets as far; and in the blue Mediterranean-like waters of the Black Sea if he gets farther still to Sevastopol and Yalta.


  There are many advantages in going in the summer. The long, light evenings, the charming freedom in which one can sit about basking everywhere; the decks of Volga river-steamers; the almost tropical luxuriance of such southern Russian towns as Rostov-on-Don, with cactus plants and palm-trees growing in their public gardens. The visitor can get the sensations of the Riviera without going to the Riviera.


  But there is also the charm of mid-winter in Russia. I had often heard this talked about and described, but I did not know it until I tried it for myself recently. To begin with, so many people—or rather, so many thousands of people—now know Russia in the middle of the summer. By going in the middle of the winter, one is automatically undertaking something of an adventure—something that thousands of people have not already done. It is possible to stay in Moscow in the middle of the winter and feel that the nearest English visitor may not be within a few hundred miles of one. For some, this is a blessing; for some it is a curse. There are those who like to take their holidays gregariously; there are some who like to take them in the utmost solitude. Both sorts are catered for in modern Russia.


  The Climate


  The cold in the middle of winter does not turn out to be anything so intense in its effects as one had been told by one’s friends to expect. I had been warned, before going in January last, to take thick sets of woollen underclothes, such as I would never dream of wearing in London in winter. My Russian friends laughed at that. They explained that in winter in Russia the houses, theatres, shops and so forth were double-windowed and overheated; and that if one wore thick woollen underclothes one would be stifled.


  The advice of the Russian friends turned out to be perfectly correct in every detail. The clothes that I wore all the time indoors were the same that I would have worn in February in London—or even a little lighter. Russian houses in winter are as much overheated (to an English taste) as are Parisian or German ones. One does not need any scrap of extra clothing for them. In the streets it is a different matter. One needs a thicker overcoat and hat than one would ever need in London in the middle of winter, for the temperature can be 30 degrees below freezing on the Réaumur thermometer.


  But even here there were no disconcerting surprises in store for me. The temperature is cold—but it is a “dry” cold such as is unknown in London. It is bright and exhilarating. The snow is frozen so hard underfoot that it is dry and crisp, and not once did I need to wear even rubber galoshes. What I actually wore was a heavy English travelling overcoat (not a fur overcoat) and a fur cap that I bought in Finland for 5s. With these—the only additions to my ordinary winter London wear—I survived in Moscow without ever once letting the cold penetrate to me. (It is true that one morning I woke up with a chill, for I had been foolish enough to leave my window open at night, as no Russian would, and in the morning the thermometer registered 30 degrees of frost, and the very ink in the ink-well in the desk in my bedroom was frozen solid. But this was my fault, and not the fault of the Moscow climate.)


  On the whole I found that the gaiety of Moscow during that winter season; the brilliance of the air and the sun and the snow; the skating and the ski-ing; the glimpse of every child being pulled along on a little sledge, wrapped in a bundle of furs, instead of being pushed in a perambulator—the general sense of Moscow “rejoicing” in the season instead of being depressed by it—was so inspiriting that I count the winter visit as one of my most successful visits. The intending traveller might do worse than go to Moscow in winter on his first visit. The beauty of such places as the Kremlin under their winter blanket of snow is one of the few things in the world that is entirely indescribable. Or, if he has been in Russia in the summer already, he need not think that his education in Russia is half begun until he has seen it in the full tide of the winter season.


  Places to See


  This is more or less a personal record, and so I can only indicate one or two of the places that I have personally seen and found it well worth while to see. There may be—and probably are—many others.


  “Russia in Europe” (which is incidentally only a small part of the U.S.S.R.) is as large as the whole of the rest of Europe. What would be counted by us a large kingdom is accounted, by Russian standards, merely as a district or a province. The whole of the U.S.S.R. is about a sixth of the whole earth’s surface. No one living can have ever seen it all.


  Leningrad


  This is often the visitor’s point of arrival, and also often his point of departure. It is well worth studying for its own sake.


  It is one of the few “planned” cities that have ever been built. It was started by Peter the Great on an uninhabited swamp, because he thought that that was the correct strategic position in which to found a city. Consequently he had a clear hand from the beginning.


  We will not talk, at the moment, about the tens of thousands of serfs who were drafted, under conditions of slave-labour, to build its foundations and its palaces, nor of the many thousands of them who lost their lives in the process. This was under the old regime.


  What remains is a magnificent shell of a city, with long straight boulevards radiating out from the centre—an example of “town-planning” at its finest. In the bold sweep of the general design, the great buildings of the granite city by the Neva—the Admiralty, the War Office, the Winter Palace, the Holy Synod—are unsurpassable.


  There are also the palaces at what was once called “Tsarskoe-Selo” (“Tsar’s Village”) and is now called “Detskoe-Selo” (“Children’s Village”), a few miles outside the capital. It is half-an-hour’s run outside the main city across the flat Russian countryside. It contains one uninhabitable palace, the Catherine Palace, a monument almost as beautiful and almost as useless as Versailles. It also contains a smaller palace—merely a large country house—the Alexander Palace, that has the particular interest of being the favourite residence of the last Tsar, Nicholas II.


  A world of pre-revolutionary Russian history—the personal tastes and mental achievements of a long list of Tsars, from Paul I, through Alexander I, Nicholas I, Alexander II, Alexander III, and the last of the line himself, are contained within the walls of this house. It is a house that you must not avoid visiting. In its revelation of past and bygone Russian history it is a masterpiece. There are factories, schools, kindergartens, crèches, by the hundred, to be visited in Leningrad. They are all products of the new regime. But the small country house at Tsarskoe-Selo is an invaluable light on them, and on why they had to come into existence.


  There is also in the Hermitage Gallery in Leningrad the finest collection of Rembrandts in existence. There are also the vistas of long straight streets, lighted at nights like ballrooms. There is also the magic, indescribable and pervading, of wandering about the most foreign of all foreign cities—its squares, restaurants, cafés, theatres, and cinemas.


  Moscow


  Mr. A. P. Herbert chose to say in his Election Address, on the subject of agriculture, “I know nothing whatever about agriculture.”


  I have only been in Moscow five or six different times, at different seasons of the year, and I still know so little of all that is to be known of its vastness, complexity and varied interest, that I would prefer to echo his words, and say that I know nothing whatever about Moscow.


  Let us therefore stick to statistics. It is a city of about four million inhabitants, and the capital of the U.S.S.R., the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics. It used to contain sixteen hundred churches, and now only contains a few hundred. It has in it some of the oldest buildings in Europe—the Kremlin and its cathedrals—and some of the most modern. The fury of building activity in the last few years has been prodigious. It extends even underground. The new Moscow Metro (or Subway, or Underground) is incomparably the finest Metro in the world. It is the only one of its kind in which artistic considerations have been taken into account.


  Its Museum of Modern Western Art has a collection of Gauguins and Picassos, the like of which is to be found nowhere else in Europe.


  It is the centre of life for the Soviet Union—alike in its schools, theatres, children’s theatres, museums, modern buildings, sports grounds and fashion establishments (yes, the Soviet Union has fashion establishments, manicure parlours, and permanent-wave institutions).


  It is a city that, in its ancient splendours, is the nearest thing I have seen in Europe to Constantinople; and the nearest thing, in its modern improvements, that I can imagine to New York.


  Let us leave it at that. This essay is written mainly for the people who propose either sooner or later to go and see for themselves. Those who know Moscow already will not need it described. Those who do not know it yet will know a great deal more about it when they have been there a couple of days than I could ever tell them.


  The sports to be had in Moscow vary with the seasons. In the winter there is everything connected with ice and snow—skating, ice-hockey, ski-ing and tobogganing. In the summer one sees every sort of sport being practised—swimming in the open-air baths by the Moscow River, rowing on the Moscow River, and tennis, gymnastics, dancing, and riding.


  The Volga


  If one’s trip can extend to more than a fortnight or so actually within the Soviet borders, it is a pleasant plan to cover a larger area of country and to see the Volga.


  One leaves from Moscow and goes an overnight journey by train to Nijni-Novgorod (now rechristened Gorki). From there one gets on to a large river-steamer, and, if one’s time is short, goes up stream for a day or so, and then returns to Moscow, or, if one’s time is longer, goes a charming four-day voyage down the great river, passing Samara and Kazan and Saratov to Stalingrad. Thence one can make a round trip of it by going across country by train to the charming southern Russian town of Rostov-on-Don, staying there as long as one likes or has time for; and going thence by train to Kiev, and from Kiev either back to Leningrad and so by boat home to England, or from Kiev direct across the Polish border and so home through Warsaw and Berlin.


  One can by this means cover an immense amount of Russian country hundreds of miles away from its two main cities. It is a trip very well worth taking, and is still covered by the usual inclusive rate of payment. Rostov is a town that particularly appealed to me. It has a “southern” air about it—cactus growing in its public gardens and so forth—that is pleasing. Like all Russian towns it is being continually developed. It has recently been presented with a colossal theatre—or, rather, group of theatres. In the vast building there is a theatre capable of holding 2,500 people, a smaller theatre, and a couple of concert halls. I saw the beginnings of this grandiose scheme a few years ago. It was recently opened in triumph.


  Kiev


  Kiev deserves a word to itself. It is a marvellous town, both historically and pictorially. It was the capital of medieval Russia long before the ruling house moved up to Moscow. Its monastery, the Lavra, is the most celebrated in Russia.


  It is also a town of quite wonderful natural beauty, built on sheer hills looking down over the wide river Dneiper. It has lovely public gardens and wide boulevards lined with trees. It has a vast sports ground (and another one specially set aside for children) on which every conceivable sport seems to be practised both winter and summer.


  A few years ago, when I first got to know Kiev, there was a cloud hanging over it. The harvests in the Ukraine had been bad, and the conditions of life were reflected even in the shop-windows. The town remained lovely, but its poverty was pathetic.


  Visiting it a couple of years later the change was almost miraculous. Harvests had been good, the conditions in the Ukraine had become settled. The town, still with all its natural beauty, was bursting with life and energy. New buildings were going up everywhere. The cobble stones in the streets were being taken up and asphalt pavement substituted. The shops were full of goods—and not only “goods of necessity” such as clothes and food, but goods of frivolity, musical instruments, sporting paraphernalia, cameras and lip-stick. Bathing in the Dneiper, football (played in Russia as a summer sport), tennis, handball, volley-ball, and every other sort of game that can be played with a ball seemed to be pursued endlessly. The same was happening, only more so, when I returned again a year later.


  NOTE.—It is often claimed—by people who never go there—that it is impossible to see anything of Russia in a series of comparatively short holidays or visits. “One must have lived there years before one can speak with knowledge …”, etc. One has heard the phrase often. Of course, it would be very nice to live in Russia for years, and the longer one lived there the more one would know of it. But to imagine that one cannot see a very great deal on visits is to imagine nonsense. A particularly good way of getting genuine knowledge of how far the country is “progressing” or not, is to take care to go back to the same place after an interval of time on subsequent visits. The changes in a town that one knows, seen from year to year or after an interval of years, are often astonishing.


  The Crimea


  Another charming trip, which again takes a certain amount of time, is to go down to the Crimea, one of the great southern holiday resorts.


  One goes a thirty-six hour train journey southward from Moscow down to Sevastopol, passing Kharkov, which one can stop at if one likes. (Incidentally, I should mention that one is at perfect liberty to “break” the routes that I have suggested, or to go by any alternative route. If any particular town appeals to you more than another, you can set up your abode there if you so choose. If you want to prolong your stay in any of them you can do so, or if you want to prolong your stay in Russia generally.)


  From Sevastopol one needs a three-hour car drive across country to get to Yalta—a real pearl of a place, formerly a “fashionable” holiday resort figuring so frequently in the stories of Chekhov, and now a flourishing, popular one. It is a delicious place, rather reminiscent of the Riviera. Its shore faces south; there is bathing in a sea as blue as the Mediterranean; and horses can be hired for riding in the pine-clad hills that surround it. The vast white Summer Palace of the Tsars (now turned into a sanatorium for Soviet workers) is a few miles away from it along the coast. A mile or so inland is Chekhov’s own small country house, in which he lived and worked in the last years of his life.


  The climate of the place is enchanting. The main sports are sea-bathing, walking up and down the sea-front in the evening, and listening to open-air concerts in the public gardens.


  There is also, a few miles farther along the coast, a fine Children’s Camp for the holiday entertainment of the Young Pioneers. I am aware that the children who go there in the summer are to a large extent “picked” children. They are given the chance of going there as a reward of good school work, initiative, social spirit, and other qualities dear to the Soviet heart. But for all that, the camp is a masterpiece of its kind, alike in its cleanliness, its lovely situation between sea and hill, the spirit and discipline and health of its young inhabitants; and an evening of dancing and singing that I saw there is one of the loveliest of all my memories of modern Russia.


  I would also mention that the camp is not run as a “show place” to impress foreign visitors. Very few visitors get as far as Yalta. Very few of those who get as far as Yalta get as far as the camp. It is not included in any official itinerary, and a car has to be hired to take one over a good many miles of mountain country before arriving there. I seem to remember that the extra charge for this is about £1.


  This is worth notice, for there is a general impression among many people that anything good in modern Russia is done simply as advertisement and a show-off to tourists. This Pioneer Camp—one of the finest exhibitions of child training that I have ever seen—is placed in an almost inaccessible position for the ordinary tourist, and he has to pay quite reasonably highly for the privilege of seeing it.


  From Yalta, to vary the monotony of trains, one can take a large and comfortable steamer along the Black Sea coast to Odessa, itself a city worth seeing; and from Odessa one can get a train to Kiev and so to the Polish border, or alternatively back to Moscow or Leningrad.


  The Caucasus


  To go to the Caucasus, with its mountains and its pleasure and health resorts, is a slightly longer journey than to go to the Crimea. I can give no detailed information about it, as I have not yet been there myself. Those who have had the time to go there, tell me that it is a trip well worth making.


  The Soviet Theatre


  The question of the theatre in Russia, and the immense part that it plays in modern Soviet life, has been dealt with in some detail in a book called Playtime in Russia. The book was compiled by some of the leading dramatic critics of London, Mr. Baughan of the News Chronicle, Mr. Wilson of the Star, and Mr. Geoffrey Whitworth of the British Drama League; by Mrs. Ashley Dukes of the London Ballet Club; by Dr. Henitz Unger, the well-known conductor, as regards music in the Soviet Union; by Miss Ethel Mannin on the subject of Children and Children’s Theatres; by Mr. Huntly Carter on the Soviet Cinema; and by myself.


  The general agreement of opinion among the London experts—not one of whom was a Communist, and several of whom were extremely the reverse—was that the theatre in modern Russia is “alive” to an extent undreamt of in any other country in Europe at the moment.


  I will quote two passages. The first from Mr. Baughan. “Nothing astonished me more in my visit to the Union than the fact that it can turn aside in its gigantic task of creation and reconstruction to encourage the arts and, above all, to foster the cult of the theatre. There is some superb sanity and vision in a nation which, struggling with economic difficulties and social problems and confronted at many times by enemies on many borders, can do this without interruption.” From Mrs. Ashley Dukes, herself a Russian, with knowledge of pre-revolutionary Russia. “What nonsense to talk of the bleak ugliness of the Soviet regime! No one who has been there can fail to appreciate their love and understanding of beauty in all its forms.”


  Most of these opinions were formed when we were all of us together at the Moscow Theatre Festival of 1934. Recently I went to a long series of theatres when I was alone in Moscow in February, and there was no question of a particular Festival “staged” for the benefit of foreign visitors.


  The theatres everywhere were packed every night. The repertory included five Shakespeare plays, another English classic, “The Spanish Curate” of Fletcher, a play made out of the Pickwick Papers, and a play by Shaw, as the English contribution alone. It also included classic plays from Germany and France; many Russian classics of the Ostrovsky-Gogol-Chekhov period; and countless modern Soviet plays, one of them, in my estimation (Afinogenov’s “Dalekoe”), a masterpiece. I am speaking on my own expert subject at the moment, knowing well the theatres of Paris and Berlin, and having been a dramatic critic in the London theatre for the past fifteen years—and I can say, without any fear of contradiction, that the present Moscow stage, in its range and variety, is superior to the stage of any other capital in the world.


  Some Obvious Reasons


  These, then, are some of the more obvious reasons for going to Russia: It has every sort of climate, from the Arctic to the sub-tropical. It has countless places of interest and beauty to see—the cities of Leningrad, Moscow, Kiev and Rostov, the stately Volga, the Crimea and the Caucasus are only a few of them. The pageant of the wide Russian “steppe” itself is something new and interesting to English eyes. It is a trip that is as cheap as, or cheaper than, any other trip in Europe. And it has the doubled interest afforded by no other country—side by side with its magnificent monuments of a vanished pasts it has a teeming wealth of new creations, born of the new life of the present—its new buildings, new flats, hospitals, schools, crèches, theatres, factories, extending to the grandiose schemes of whole new cities, its Dnieprostroys and its Magnetogorsks.


  The idler, on pleasure bent, can go to Russia for a holiday, and can have a charming one. The professional man, be he scientist, architect, doctor, lawyer, engineer, artist or actor, can go there with the heightened interest of seeing how his own specialised activity is being handled under the Soviet regime.
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  TURKEY


  The Land of many Civilisations


  No country in the world presents, perhaps, more interesting associations to the geographer, the historian, and the antiquary than Turkey. It is no exaggeration to say that there is scarcely a spot of ground, however small, throughout this extensive peninsula, which does not contain some relic of antiquity, or is not more or less connected with that history, which through an uninterrupted period of more than thirty centuries, records the most stirring events in the destinies of the human race, and during which time this country attracted the attention of the world as the battlefield of powerful nations.


  As children we once read of the dazzling deeds of the Amazons, of Gyges and of how he, a simple shepherd, became a mighty king. We learnt of Croesus and Midas, and of the fatal golden touch. It was here in Asia Minor that these legendary events took place.


  As early as 675 B.C. a tribe of Greeks known as the Megarians founded a colony on the Thracian Bosphorus. From this humble beginning sprung Constantinople, that famous city which, in the years to come, was to outshine Rome in beauty and magnificence and for the possession of which the leading powers of the world were to engage in savage warfare.


  Nine hundred and fifty years after the first Greek settler had established himself on one of the green, rolling hills overlooking the dream-like loveliness of the Bosphorus, the Christian Constantine, advancing at the head of his mighty fleet, wrested the city from the hands of his weak brother-in-law Linceus.


  There is a legend to the effect that Constantine, sleeping in his tent one night not long after the fall of the city, beheld, in a dream, the white-haired matron who was the titular genius of the city. Old and tottering, she appeared to him, her back bent with the burden of many years. Saddened by her plight, he held out his manly hand to her and lo, her eyes suddenly shone with the fire of many stars and the withered body rose, beautiful and strong, a picture of virile youth. Constantine, the early Christian, the superstitious Roman, read in this dream God’s command ordering him to build a new city on the ruins of the old. He at once placed himself at the head of a brilliant procession and, lance in hand, rode over hill and valley tracing the outlines of Constantinople, now known as Istanbul. Within a hundred years of that memorable day the capital of the Eastern Roman Empire boasted of one circus, one capitol, two theatres, eight public and one hundred and fifty-three private baths, and eight aqueducts.


  With the dawn of Mohammedanism in the East the power of the Byzantine empire, already weakened by luxury, intrigue, religious dissension, oppression, and vice, began to crumble, and eventually the Ottoman Turks obtained control of the country and Sultan Mehmet, better known as the Conqueror, ascended the throne in 1451. Three years later he captured Istanbul and put an end to the Byzantine empire.


  Foremost among the nations of the earth was this new and powerful empire which, for centuries, flourished on three continents and the boundaries of which at one time stretched from the sunny shores of Africa in the south to the gates of Vienna in the north.


  “Sick Man” Revives


  But as the years fled the Ottoman empire in turn weakened and waned until, in the nineteenth century, it was looked upon by European statesmen as the Sick Man of Europe. Then came the World War, the Gallipoli campaign, the loss of Syria, Jerusalem and Irak. It was then that that man of destiny, Kemal Ataturk, arose and, from the sad remnants of a weary nation, recruited an army of men and women of all ages and stations which he suffused with his own burning patriotism and led on to a startling victory. Then was a new nation born, powerful, virile, progressive, a new republic founded through which foreigner and Turk alike may travel unarmed and unafraid, safe to enjoy in peace and civilisation the beauty of the country with its sunny climate and countless monuments which tell in a language more eloquent than words of civilisations now long since dead.


  The above historical account would be of little interest to the casual traveller who to-day visits Turkey were it not for the fact that each of the many civilisations that flourished and died in this territory have left strikingly interesting traces.


  But do not think that Turkey is a “museum country” in the sense that its historical monuments and other relics are of purely academic interest. There is nothing of any importance in Turkey that the visitor might not enjoy as—shall we say—a show, apart from historical associations. And most “monuments” are part of the atmosphere.


  The domes and minarets of Constantinople are Constantinople, just as the modern buildings that have risen everywhere in this glamorous city, its busy traffic, and the conspicuous absence of fezes, are part and parcel of the Istanbul of to-day.


  Folk Art


  Even the Efkaf museum in Istanbul is part of the life of Turkey, with its unique collection of Mohammedan art. Here you will find hand-woven rugs of intricate design, costumes fashioned hundreds of years ago, articles of decorated leather. But the extraordinary collection of illuminated manuscripts and rare books is undoubtedly the most interesting exhibit of all. The gold foil, the brilliant colours, the black ink are as bright and as definite to-day as they were when first applied to the parchment hundreds of years ago. This gold foil never dims. In spite of science it is impossible now to obtain the same perfect result. The knowledge of this art was a family secret, jealously guarded, which, for many a generation, was handed down from father to son. With the passing of these families the art of applying gold leaf to parchment also passed away and was forgotten.


  The most perfect collection of oriental china, collected from all over the continent of Asia, is to be found at the Top Kapu (Seraglio) palace. Here, too, we find the Persian Shah’s throne of massive gold set with rubies of extraordinary size. And, on the various shelves, we may admire diamonds, emeralds, sapphires so perfect, so large, so rare that, their worth exceeding the buying capacity of individuals and governments, they must remain without monetary value. A “show” worth seeing.


  The People


  From the palace treasury we will pass on through the garden, along the winding paths, to the harem. Here, the guide will inform us, once lived and plotted and loved the most beautiful women of all times. The gloomy rooms still ring with the laughter, the shadowed walls still drip with the tears of blue-eyed Circassians, ebonyhaired Arab maidens, tall, strong Bulgarians, and the captured beauties of Europe. And passing thence back into the garden we come to a pond filled with sparkling water into which, during the Period of Lilies, strong-limbed maidens dived and, in the ruddy light caused by a thousand candles attached to the shells of living tortoises, sought the gold coins which a watching sultan had, in sport, cast away.


  These are only a few of the “sights” of Istanbul and perhaps not the most important. The most important things in Istanbul are the Turks who, in spite of all the intensive westernisation they have undergone in recent years, have remained true to their national characteristic and are all the more interesting on that account. You will learn to know them as you roam about in the streets of the city, or sit in the cafés, or visit a real Turkish bath, some of which are so deep underground that as you descend you may wonder whether you will ever return to the surface alive.


  I may leave you to get acquainted with the Turks in your own way and to discover the breath-taking scenic beauties of the Bosphorus, the picturesqueness of your surroundings wherever you go.


  The climate in Istanbul, and all along the shores of the Marmora Sea, is ideal practically all the year round, though in Turkey as a whole the climate varies so much from district to district that it would satisfy any requirement, even that of an Eskimo.


  In the circumstances you can indulge within a hundred mile radius of Istanbul in a variety of sports ranging from the more individual games of tennis and golf to swimming, rowing, sailing, yachting, fishing, hiking, riding, driving, camping, hunting, and, in winter, ski-ing.


  The sea of Marmora, which, in reality, is a beautiful inland lake of incomparable blue connected with the Black Sea and the Mediterranean by two narrow strips of water, forms an ideal yachting ground, and the many bays encourage rowing and canoeing. Small boats can be rented by the hour at reasonable rates and the many islands and beaches afford excellent bathing facilities at a ridiculously low figure.


  Fishing


  But specially interesting to the sportsman is the art of fishing. The tax is low—approximately 10s. (British) a year. The waters of the Bosphorus and the Marmora contain a large variety of fish of all sizes. Here one may catch various kinds of mackerel ranging from 6 inches to 3 feet, red mullet, dab, sole, turbot, sea trout, ray, swallow fish, sunfish, sardine, sturgeon, tunny, and swordfish. Lobster, crab, shrimp, crawfish, oyster and mussel abound in these waters. Swordfish and tunny weighing from 800 lb. to 1,000 lb. are not uncommon, the average weight being around 650 lb. Another point in favour of the fisherman is the entire absence of man-eating sharks which, off the Florida coast, often destroy the catch before it is hauled on board. Many of these fish are migratory and travel from the Black Sea down through the Bosphorus and the Marmora to the Mediterranean. Millions of fish must, at certain seasons, therefore pass through a strip of water which, in places, measures less than half a mile in width. It is possible on such occasions to catch within an hour as many as forty 3-foot mackerel.


  There is a fish measuring from 6 to 24 inches in length which in Turkish is called lufair and which resembles in shape and colour a silver trout. Its flesh is considered a rare delicacy and it can only be caught during the months of August, September and October. It possesses all the fighting characteristics of the trout and is difficult to catch because, its mouth being delicate, the hook can easily be torn out if the line is hauled in too rapidly. On the other hand, if the fisherman is too slow the fish will quickly free itself. The lufair will not strike during the day and can only be caught on quiet, moonlit nights. Coupled to the thrill of fishing you have all the loveliness, all the exotic beauty of the Bosphorus as it lies asleep. Here and there along the shore a few yellow lights. Above and in the misty, silver-grey of the water we see the moon. The old houses, the old yalis, white and ghostly in the dim light, rise out of the massive shadows. Stretched across the colourless sky there rises a solitary pine. Then, from afar, we hear the voice of a fisherman, melancholy and high-pitched, reciting some forgotten song of Asia as, out on the sea, he broils his catch over a charcoal brasier and quaffs down the white, transparent rakki.


  The vicinity of Istanbul also abounds in game. The price of a hunting licence is also 10s. All tourists are allowed to import five hundred rounds of ammunition providing they are also equipped with a shot gun. Permission for the introduction of rifles of heavier calibre to be used in the pursuit of big game can be obtained by applying to the Turkish Embassy. Hunting permits can be obtained directly through one of the travel agencies placed in Turkey or by personal application upon arrival. The hunting season extends from September 1 to March 15 inclusive.


  Shooting


  Quail, red and grey partridge, silver pheasant, wild duck and goose, woodcock and snipe abound in the region of Istanbul. Wild boar, deer, rabbit, hare and gazelle also are plentiful in this district. Bears are found throughout Asia Minor and, in the hinterland of Izmir (Smyrna), Antalya and the Taurus mountains, fallow deer, elk, mountain sheep, leopard, grey wolf, fox, ibex, mountain goat, lynx, and in the mountains of the east, close to the Persian border, an occasional tiger.


  Boar are so plentiful in Turkey that the Mohammedan peasants who do not eat pork but must protect their fields from the ravages of these creatures are obliged to shoot them down on sight. Nor is the hunting season in this case limited to six and a half months, but open all the year round. In spite of all these factors the boar thrive and are just as numerous as ever.


  The white villas set off against a sea of dazzling blue, and the cool green pine trees of the Prince Islands, situated in the Marmora within a few miles of the city of Istanbul, make an ideal summer resort. Here one can engage in fishing, swimming, picnicking, painting, and dancing. A fee of approximately £4 sterling per season (six months) will entitle the tourist to play tennis on one of the numerous courts.


  Picturesque Festival


  A special feature of the islands, on which no motor vehicle is allowed to circulate, are the organised or impromptu donkey tours and races. In the early part of summer is staged what is known as “the Battle of the Flowers,” when many carts drawn by horses or oxen and decorated with multi-hued flowers parade up and down the streets as the prettiest society girls of Istanbul fling bouquets to the cheering multitudes and laughingly dodge the fragrant missiles tossed back in jest. Then there are boat races and swimming and water-polo meets and, along the quays, casinos where, day and night, one may sit or dance and, listening to soft music, watch the silent beauty of the sea at sunset or the white misty beams which travel earthward from the moon. And, later in the season, towards the end of summer, up in Luna Park 50,000 spectators follow, spellbound, the intricate movements and the gay, colourful costumes of the peasants of six nations as the latter dance at the opening of the Balkan Festival with the happy carelessness of youth against a background divinely blue interspersed with the dark green of the many pines.


  Cooler yet but not so active is the Bosphorus, once undoubtedly the most lovely spot in the world. Along its shores white yalis, built overhanging the water, remind us of days forever gone when proud pashas sailed along in their slender caiques and slim, mysterious girls walked silently along the Sweet Waters of Asia, their oval faces covered with a veil. The Bosphorus is beautiful; beautiful and rather sad. All around us lie the broken remnants of a past once fraught with feasting and moonlight and the tears of sad, captive women.


  Men of all nations, of all times, and of all creeds have struggled and died for the possession of Istanbul because of its important position, its ideal climate, and its unusual beauty. And, having in turn struggled and won, had but one aim, namely to make the city of Istanbul the most beautiful spot on the earth. And so it is indeed. One look at Istanbul with its domes and minarets outlined against a sunset which, in itself, is different from all other sunsets, will convince the visitor standing on the shores of Harem of this fact. Or, for that matter, the tourist may stand on the parapets of Selimiye, or at Eyub on the Golden Horn, or on top of Chamlidja. Almost any spot will do. The only thing essential is that the visitor should come and view the surroundings for himself for no description, no matter how detailed, can be adequate where brush and words alike are bound to fail. To try to portray the unusual beauty of Istanbul would be as useless as trying to describe the delicate scent and the colourful charm of a rose to one who has never seen or smelled such a flower.


  As regards the usual amenities—hotels, restaurants, etc.—you will have gathered from what has been said about the life of Istanbul that the city has the usual modern establishments, ranging from the luxury to the medium class. Any travel agency in Istanbul itself, or in London, will advise you on the subject.


  Angora


  But although Istanbul is the loveliest city in Turkey, Angora, the capital, is well worth a visit. You can reach it by the express from Haydar Pasha. At Angora, too, we will find classic statues and an ancient temple and the remnants of an old castle perched high above the town. But these old monuments are of little importance when compared to the work that is going on day and night everywhere. Here the foundations of a new nation are being laid, a new civilisation adapted to the people and the climate is being created. Here is being planned the education of the peasant and urban masses, the network of railways which will soon be completed, the many modern factories. Here, again, we find institutions of higher learning, provided with the most up-to-date equipment and methods, where young girls and earnest, bright-eyed boys are taught the requirements of the nation which soon they will inherit. Of the greatest interest to the sociologist and the educator are the Ghazi and the agricultural institutes, and the Ismet Pasha Institute for Women. For those who desire to see a new civilisation, a new country, a new city in the process of creation, a visit to Angora is imperative.


  There are many other places you will enjoy visiting. You can take the ferry at Galata and sail over the blue sea of Marmora to the opposite shore of the Gulf of Izmit, and thence travel by bus over a fine asphalt road to Yalova, the Bath of Byzantine days. It is an entirely novel sensation to enter the old building, intact in spite of the passing years, and to take a bath in the very same pond where, in days gone by, countless Byzantine emperors and their wives sported and laughed and listened to poetry or music as they washed away their ills in the warm mineral water which gushes from the earth.


  Brussa


  But 40 miles removed from Yalova is Brussa, that ancient capital of the Ottoman Turks, green, fertile, overshadowed by the majesty of Ulu Dag, once Mount Olympus. We drive up the mountain and, from our point of vantage, view the wide expanse beneath our feet which stretches until it meets the dreamy beauty of a purple sea, and through the distance, dim and mist-wrapped, we behold the Green Mosque and Nicaea and the pale islands which seem devoid of all support. Here again, as in a dream, we see the glint of armour against an azure blue, hear the battle cry of Crusader and Turk and the savage crash of steel on steel. Having looked we may, if we feel so inclined, mount another 1,000 feet until we reach the hotel and the ski-ing grounds above and, glancing over the top of the white clouds, contemplate the exotic silhouette of Istanbul some 80 miles away.


  Set in the wall at either side of the main entrance to the Green Mosque in Brussa are two short columns of dark green marble. Either one of these columns will spin on its axis at the slightest touch. The great Turkish architect inserted those columns when he built the mosque several centuries ago in order to be able to detect immediately any possible sinking of the structure.


  There is a museum in Brussa rich in old relics of pre-Ottoman days, but then in Brussa antique statues are as common as pebbles on a beach.


  Less than a day’s trip by sea will carry us from Istanbul to Chanakkale, better known to the Western world as the Dardanelles or the Hellespont. Here a narrow strip of water flowing between Europe and Asia connects the Sea of Marmora and the Aegean. On the little peninsula of Gelibolu (Gallipoli) was fought one of the most terrible campaigns in history. Every inch of ground, every stone and rock drips with the best blood of Turkey, England, Australia, New Zealand, and France. The surrounding seas are clogged with the remnants of many a proud vessel. Here, on the European shore, we see Anzac Cove where young men landed only to be mown down by the machine-gun fire they were not afraid to face.


  Troy


  Then, preferably taking the legendary route followed by Byron and Haliburton alike in their swim across the straits, we may move over into Asia and visit that spot of ground which, to the ancients, was known as Troy. Troy! The magical name that has inspired countless poets from the days of Homer down through Marlowe and Poe to modern times! When the dusk of twilight has settled over the earth and the stars have appeared faint and very far away, we may stand there on the brown soil and dream of that immortal woman whose name the years have surrounded with a halo of glowing passion.


  And then we can walk along the plains of Troy to the spot, half-way between Simoeis and Scamander, where, we are told by the ancient poets, the gods of antiquity descended from Olympus and engaged in sporting contests with human beings.


  It is not at all surprising that they should have done so. Turkey was irresistible even to the gods.


  Is it unreasonable to assume that she will prove irresistible to you?
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    INTRODUCTION


    by ANDRÉ MAUROIS

  


  Advice to Foreigners visiting England


  You are going to live in a country which you will like, because of its greatness, and which will like you, because of your simplicity. Beware of trying to conquer it by shock tactics. Amongst the English everything is done slowly and discreetly, and in the fullness of time you will be given things that you never asked for. Nevertheless, to avoid causing shocks, you must observe certain formal rules; England will give you plenty of liberty in the greater things, so long as you observe the usages in the lesser. Being like yourself a foreigner, I feel ill-equipped to describe their customs for you; but I shall tell you what I have noticed.


  You will be arriving in London for the Season. For that you must go into strict training. I know men who have explored Central Asia, gone through wars, and fought elections, but could not stand up to a London Season. For two months you won’t sit down to table alone, you’ll be talking from morning till night, you’ll write thirty letters a day, you’ll be telephoning and dancing and philosophising—all in an unaccustomed and freakish climate, with sudden east winds to upset your Continental liver, and long days of warm mist, with thunderstorms circling over London in murky clouds pierced by a harsh sun. That price you will pay, for playing your part in one of the most brilliant spectacles in the world.


  Will you play it well? Yes—if you play conscientiously. England will expect of you, not brilliance, but precision. Punctuality there is more than a habit; it is a vice. If you are asked to dine at half-past eight, that means in London half-past eight, and not eight twenty-nine or eight thirty-one: still less, as in Paris, quarter-past nine. Within a few seconds you will see the cars drive up and the drawing-room filled, as in those plays of Labiche or Augier where the stage-direction runs “Enter the Guests.” Even in the country, after long journeys, everybody is punctual. I have seen a Frenchman arriving at a remote country house, after a whole morning on the road, two minutes late for his invitation for half-past one. His hostess addressed him kindly but sternly: “We were beginning to be anxious.…”


  How do the English manage this? How do they allow for the inevitable traffic delays in the heart of London? It is my belief that they give themselves an ample margin of time, and just wait if they are early. They tell the chauffeur to drive round two or three streets until the exact moment. If they are on foot they walk up and down the pavement. The servants are living chronometers. A guest who rings the bell at twenty-seven minutes past $$$-8 is kept waiting for a moment, receives a chilling look from the butler, and inconveniences his hostess, who has not quite finished dressing. At eight twenty-eight, in the mansions of Belgravia, the footmen unroll the druggets down the steps and take up their stance behind the partly opened doors.


  The corollary is that nobody waits for the latecomer. After five minutes it is assumed that they have either forgotten or died. Otherwise they would be punctual. I once completely forgot a luncheon engagement, and next day, in great embarrassment, I went to apologise to my hostess.


  “At any rate,” I said, “I hope you didn’t wait?”


  “Wait!” she exclaimed in surprise. “Why, I never wait for anybody!”


  Next to punctuality, the most dangerous of English vices, and one that will cause most suffering to your lazy flesh, is letter-writing. I do not mean correspondence between friends; still less do I mean sentimental correspondence; both of these compensate with lovely delights for the trouble they cause. I mean the exchange of social letters. Here all human relationships are maintained by hand-written letters. You are invited to dine by letter, and you accept or decline by letter. If you have been prevented from going to an afternoon party (albeit three hundred other people went), you must write a letter. If you yourself entertain, the next day will bring you more letters, saying how pleasant it was, and if your courtesy is perfect you in your turn will reply that, if the evening was agreeable, it was because your correspondent was there. It is endless.


  I have seen one English woman, during a visit to the country (a charming and cheerful person too!), sitting on the lawn in the midst of numerous friends, writing scores of letters on her knee. All around her were amusing people, playing games, and eating and drinking. But she, imperturbable, abstracted, wafted by the magic of custom into the dreamlike planes of Politeness, was finishing her letters.


  “And now,” I asked her in the evening, “how long will you be free?”


  “Till to-morrow,” she answered.


  One of London’s most brilliant hostesses, by superhuman toil, has contrived a swift, looping handwriting which looks like a Persian manuscript and the plan of a scenic railway. It is delightful, but illegible, and one has to have it translated by telephone. But the law has been observed, the letter written. Another has trained a secretary to imitate her writing—a reprehensible evasion and not without its risks.


  Conversation, too, has rigid rules. General conversation at table during dinner is exceptional: a phenomenon which has been explained to me as due to the naturally low pitch of English voices, which do not carry very far. I should attribute it rather to a dislike of all affectation. To attract general attention to oneself is improper. A hundred years ago, when Lady Holland heard Lord Macaulay holding forth, to admirable effect but at too great length, she called her butler and whispered: “Go round the table and tell Lord Macaulay from me that that’s quite enough.”


  The rule is that you must deal out your conversation more or less equally between your two neighbours. Two or three times during dinner you will notice an automatic swinging of heads, to this side or that, which will deprive you of your interlocutor, sometimes, even in the middle of a sentence. Don’t be upset! Turn your own head and you will find a fresh partner already awaiting you.


  What should you talk about? Anything at all—provided you don’t ask personal questions, or show too keen an interest in literature or the arts; provided that you avoid pedantry and disguise any personal distinction under a mask of humour; and provided, above all, that you do nothing to draw your neighbour “out of his depth.” If he loses his footing, the blunder is yours. If he is as good a swimmer as you, lead him on gently and cautiously, and be careful always to leave him a chance to swim, if he so wishes, towards the warm, safe shallows under the bank. Above all, don’t talk to authors about their books, nor to cabinet ministers about their politics. Not that the English dislike flattery more than any other people, but here it must be more dexterous and cryptic.


  This code, however, would not hold in that small set, intelligent and rather exclusive, which is conveniently labelled “Bloomsbury” although it exists as much in parts of Chelsea or Mayfair. Conversation in these circles is a continuous flow of epigram, and reveals at every turn an incredible and universal erudition. But here too the English sense of shame in intellectualism is betrayed by the extreme swiftness of the exchange and its veiled allusiveness. They seem to wish to apologise for the sparkle of their wit by the obscurity of their expression.


  After dinner you will suddenly see your hostess rise. That is the moment for the ladies to withdraw. The men remain alone, long enough to smoke a cigar. And you would like to know what happens then? Nothing mysterious. The port and brandy are circulated, but hardly touched. The host moves round to sit beside his chief guests, tells stories, makes himself generally agreeable. I apologise for saying it, but this is certainly the moment when the men in this country are at their most interesting: the moment too when great matters are dealt with in brief asides. The politics of England and of Europe have more than once been transformed by a few murmured passages between two men who have turned their chairs towards each other at the end of a table.


  It is in the country, and at week-ends, that you will catch the true essence of English life. These great houses, cut off from the outer world by parks that are counties in themselves, are beginning to disappear. It is a pity: England was made in them. You will arrive on Saturday about tea-time. Do not come too soon. The week-end would be exhausting if one did not arrange moments of repose for oneself. Make it clear at once, and firmly, that you don’t come down for breakfast. Seek refuge for part of the day in the library. You will in any case be left perfectly free. The charm of these visits is in the unforced intimacy.


  And also in the perfection of the servants. Shaw and Barrie have found amusement in showing the exalted station held in the scale of mankind by the English butler. They have not exaggerated. The best of them are geniuses, with gifts of magic. They know everything, arrange everything, control everything, and all sotto voce, without emphasis, occasionally with the ghost of a smile. Servants here love their vocation and believe in the hierarchy over which they keep guard. Miss Sackville-West, in The Edwardians, has described the order of precedence in the servants’ hall: it is stricter than that which prevails above-stairs.


  Do not imagine that there is something terrifying about your face if, as you approach your bedroom, you see the startled housemaids fleeing like a flight of doves. It is a strange rule that these efficient and silent vestals should never be met face to face. A complex strategy of corridors and screens enables them, in this country where guests spend little time in their rooms, to carry out their work as if, like Wells’s invisible man, they were transparent creatures of the void. I have been told of an aged nobleman who would be out of temper all day long if he caught sight of a fleeing petticoat in the distance.


  What about love? It is the fashion among the younger generation to regard love-making as a pleasant form of sport, and to keep it free of all sentimental converse. “I am not the conventional lover,” all the stage heroines here seem to say. What they mean is that their convention is different. Passion is suspect: “If you’re going to take this seriously, we mustn’t see any more of each other.” This cynicism is a passing fashion. Marriage is made delightful by the sight of old English couples, and you will also find in London liaisons of old standing, cemented by long habit and silently respected.


  For in England durability is the most important element in success. No public tires of a new celebrity more quickly than the New York public; none is more loyal than the London public. To be a constant feature in the life of the place is reason enough to be loved there. Sarah Bernhardt was worshipped in London to her dying day. Yvonne Printemps will reign likewise if she has the sense to come over every year. A lady was singing the praises of an old Frenchman who had lived for many years in London. “We’re very fond of him,” she added; “his English is so bad that for forty years nobody has ever understood a single remark he’s made. But he’s become one of us.” Become one of them yourself. This will be your first Season in London; and in thirty years’ time you will be beginning to understand this simple, baffling, noble country.


  


  
    LONDON


    By L. RÁSKAY

  


  TRAVELLERS coming to London from abroad—from any part of the world—will most probably arrive at one of the three newest of London’s many railway stations. If you land from an ocean liner at Southampton the boat-train will bring you to Waterloo station, if from a cross-Channel steamer at Dover, Folkestone or one of the other Channel ports you will find yourself an hour and a half or two hours later at Victoria station, while if you land at Harwich you will receive your first glimpse of London at Liverpool Street station.


  But at whichever of these stations you arrive, you will find yourself practically in the heart of London. Even Waterloo station, which lies south of the Thames, in that vast portion of the city to which the average foreign visitor only strays by some extraordinary coincidence, is only a few minutes’ journey from the centre of London, despite the fact that London has comparatively few bridges, and even some of these are in course of construction or reconstruction. If you are fortunate enough to arrive in fine weather you may even obtain, from the bridge by which you choose to cross, a fine view of the Thames Embankment, which has been developed on rather magnificent lines during the past hundred years.


  Victoria Station


  More favourably situated than Waterloo is Victoria station, north of the Thames. The moment you leave its vast glass-covered hall you will find yourself in the centre of things—the Houses of Parliament, the Royal Palaces, the exclusive diplomatic quarter of Belgravia, and many other world-famous places are only at a stone’s throw from this important centre of international travel.


  Liverpool Street station borders on the City of London proper, and it may give you a thrill to know that, for instance, the Stock Exchange and the Bank of England, which constitute the pulse of world economy, are within comfortable walking distance from this station.


  However, you will probably have other things to think about on arrival.


  The stations themselves are not so impressive as the foreign visitor might expect. The English are very proud of Waterloo station, which is the biggest railway station in Great Britain and which, after repeated reconstructions and extensions, was completed in its present form in the year 1921, and deals with hundreds of trains per day. Nevertheless the external appearance of this station is by no means overwhelming. The same applies, with even greater force, to Victoria and Liverpool Street stations. However, Victoria station will be thirty years old in 1938, and considering that up till 1908 this famous station was a very modest building with a boarded roof, its present size and appearance cannot fail to impress, particularly when you know that it cost £2,000,000 to build.


  Liverpool Street Station


  Liverpool Street station, when it was built in 1875, was the biggest and finest railway station in London, but to-day it only serves as another example of the transitory nature of mere glory.


  At all three stations the Continental visitor will probably be surprised at the manner in which vehicles—both private cars and taxis—drive up close to the platforms, though American visitors will see nothing extraordinary in this.


  For the rest, London’s smoke-filled railway stations are not sufficiently inviting to cause the traveller to stay in them longer than necessary, although some of them, like Waterloo and Victoria, have news cinemas for the convenience of travellers waiting for trains.


  The railway porters are scrupulously honest, and it would not even occur to them to take advantage of travellers. You will be quite safe in asking the porter who has assisted you what you owe him—he will be sure to tell you the correct charge. On the other hand, railway porters are of little use as a source of information, first because they are by nature uncommunicative and do not see why they should do other people’s work (every Main Line station has its Continental Inquiry Office), and, secondly, because you would probably not understand them, in spite of the fact that they are all Anglo-Saxons and most of them are convinced that they speak perfect English. Railway porters, taxi-drivers and bus and tram conductors sometimes speak Cockney—the London dialect—with regard to whose musical qualities opinions are sharply divided.


  Passports


  As a rule the traveller on arrival in London has nothing further to do with passport and customs examinations, as these unpleasant but necessary formalities are carried out at the port of arrival. As compared with most Continental countries, the foreign visitor’s entry into England is a complicated affair. Citizens of the United States of America experience little difficulty, but Continental visitors cannot help noting on arrival that they have come to an island whose inhabitants are under the impression that they must protect themselves against the intrusion of undesirable elements. Travellers of former centuries also complained of their unfriendly reception in England. All the travel books of the eighteenth century—e.g., those of Andreas Reim, De Esaussure and Sophie von Laroche—complain, either bitterly or in humorous vein, of the ruthless methods of the customs authorities at Dover. The passport and customs examinations are carried out no less strictly to-day, but the traveller is treated with every courtesy and, unless he gives cause for suspicion, he is accorded a friendly reception.


  Customs


  It should be noted, however, that even the little “harmless” irregularities which may be overlooked elsewhere, cannot be attempted with impunity in England. The traveller who is going to London on business should not tell the Immigration Officer, who has full authority to grant or refuse him permission to land, that he is going there as a tourist. Such statements are carefully checked in England, and trouble is bound to follow sooner than the untruthful visitor expects.


  The same applies to the customs authorities. The customs officials are far more generous than travellers would expect, but they do insist on truthfulness. A bottle of liqueur for private use, or a box of your favourite cigars, as well as many another dutiable article, will be passed without the least difficulty, provided you frankly declare them, but the least concealment may prove a bitterly expensive game.


  The foreign visitor cannot help observing, immediately on his arrival in England, the Englishman’s fundamental attitude towards his fellow men, namely, that everybody is honest until he is proved dishonest; but in the latter case the dishonest one is denied all further credence.


  It must be admitted that these matters are taken somewhat less seriously on the Continent. Harmless little irregularities, playful attempts at smuggling, are engaged in as a sort of sport; but England, the home of sport, frowns at this particular variety.


  However, as we have said, the traveller who has arrived in London without mishap has all these things behind him, and is now intent on finding suitable accommodation.


  Hotels


  Two generations ago London was anything but a tourist centre, and was in no way equipped for an influx of foreign visitors. At a time when Paris, Vienna and several other big European cities already had many good hotels, London hardly possessed suitable accommodation for travellers. It was only in the eighteen-sixties that the building of hotels was begun. Some of the first luxury hotels survive to this day, such as the Great Western Hotel, which adjoins Paddington station, and has recently experienced a further process of rejuvenation, and the dignified Langham Hotel, close to Oxford Circus, which is a favourite resort of the musical world. Indeed the railway companies have done a great deal of pioneer work in connection with the English hotel industry. Thus, for instance, the building of Charing Cross Hotel, at Charing Cross station, close to Trafalgar Square, which until the end of the nineteenth century was counted among London’s most exclusive hotels, was an important step forward in the provision of adequate accommodation for visitors to London.


  To-day, of course, not only has the deficiency been made good, but it is undoubtedly correct to say that no city in the world has better or more numerous and varied possibilities in the way of accommodation to offer than London. In addition to hotels of various types and grades, there are countless old-style boarding-houses and an increasingly large number of modern service flat establishments. In recent years a number of apartment houses, after the American model, have been erected and, of course, apartments are also available in private houses, though this form of accommodation plays a far less important rôle in London than in Continental cities.


  Prices


  It would be impossible for me to give a complete list of hotels here, or even a selection, and all I can do is to offer the foreign visitor a few useful hints.


  Before setting out in search of accommodation the visitor must settle three questions in his own mind, the first and most important being how much he intends to spend. The second question is, which part of London will suit his purpose best, while the third question relates to his requirements in the way of accommodation, service, etc.


  With regard to prices, there is practically no limit in the upward direction. A suite at one of the big luxury hotels may cost anything from £10 per day. In the downward direction the cheapest hotel room capable of satisfying modest requirements, which I have been able to discover in the course of my peregrinations around London, costs 4s. 6d. per day—but at this price the visitor must not be too exacting. At 5s. 6d. comfortable rooms with every convenience may be had at the colossal but simple Hotel Royal in Russell Square, quite near to the centre of London and its theatreland. This price does not include breakfast. However, the average price at middle-class hotels, with breakfast, is on a somewhat higher scale, and varies between 8s. 6d. and £1 per day.


  Although there are hotels in almost every part of London, there are a number of hotel districts, each with a character of its own. The most exclusive of these is in and around Mayfair, once a purely aristocratic district which used to contain, and to some extent still contains, the town houses of aristocratic families. It was only after the war that a considerable number of these historic houses disappeared, in order to make room for luxury hotels and vast blocks of luxury flats. This development is still continuing in Mayfair, but although the character of the district has necessarily altered in consequence, its incomparable air of distinction still remains.


  Luxury Hotels


  Mayfair, in contrast to other districts, has clearly defined boundaries, and is bounded, on the one hand by Park Lane and Bond Street, and on the other by Piccadilly and Oxford Street. The names of these thoroughfares, which must sound familiar even to those who have never visited London, show that Mayfair, in the true sense of the term, lies in the heart of London. Mayfair is, so to speak, in Hyde Park, yet quite close to the best and most famous shopping centres, and not too far from theatreland, either.


  Most of London’s luxury hotels are situated in Mayfair. The Dorchester Hotel and Grosvenor House are both in Park Lane, overlooking Hyde Park. Other hotels of the same type are Claridge’s, the Berkeley, the Mayfair, and the Park Lane Hotel. If we are to classify we must include in the same category the Ritz Hotel, the Carlton, and the Hyde Park and Savoy Hotels. All these are hotels of an international character, equipped with every luxury and serving the requirements of wealthy visitors from all over the world.


  It would be almost impossible to give a definite grading within this top class, as the visitor may prefer this or that hotel for reasons unconnected with actual quality, where quality is a common feature. However, perhaps it is possible to indicate certain differences which, though barely perceptible to the uninitiated, nevertheless exist.


  The most luxurious of all London hotels is undoubtedly the Dorchester, which is patronised particularly by wealthy Americans, but also favoured by foreign royalties visiting London. Indian maharajahs when in London invariably stay at the Dorchester. Many of the most brilliant society functions also take place here, and smart society gathers for afternoon tea in the lounge, as well as for dinner and supper in the restaurant, with its Midnight Cabaret. The Dorchester is also unique among London hotels in that it has a small open-air restaurant. The Dorchester belongs to the Gordon Hotel Company, and was built in 1929 at a cost of £1,750,000. Prices range from 30s. per day.


  Claridge’s


  Many people, particularly members of the aristocracy, declare that there is only one hotel for them, and that is Claridge’s, which, they hold, is one of the three best hotels in the world. Claridge’s can look back on a past of exactly 130 years, though it only achieved world fame far more recently under the management of Mr. Claridge, a famous pioneer of the hotel industry. To-day Claridge’s belongs to the same concern as the Berkeley and the Savoy, but retains its own distinctive character.


  It is the most exclusive of London hotels, comparatively small, and, in addition, comparatively hidden, as though to show that the establishment has no use for chance patronage. Although it would be an exaggeration to say that it is impossible to obtain accommodation at Claridge’s without a special recommendation, it is nevertheless a fact that this hotel, which has no single rooms but only suites, pursues a strongly selective policy. Afternoon tea at Claridge’s is a favourite social rendezvous, but dinner time is reserved mainly for visitors staying at the hotel, or for those who wish to spend their evening in dignified peace.


  Nearest to Claridge’s as regards character is the Berkeley Hotel, on the corner of Piccadilly and Berkeley Street, the interior of which was entirely reconstructed and soundproofed by the latest methods in 1936. Here, too, a strong social differentiation is observable, but whereas Claridge’s is almost entirely international, the Berkeley is distinctly English in tone. The restaurant is independent of the hotel, and is famous both for its cuisine and its entertainment programmes. As a concession to the trend of the times, two inexpensive sections have been added to the very exclusive, and correspondingly expensive, restaurant.


  Prices at all these hotels, and also at the following, are approximately on the same level.


  The eight-storey building of the Ritz Hotel, which is built somewhat after the French style, dominates one of the finest corners in Piccadilly, and is also in the front rank. On one side its windows overlook the busy Piccadilly, and on the other the restful Green Park. Under its colonnade there is a number of exclusive shops.


  The Ritz and the Carlton


  The importance of the Ritz in the social life of London is evidenced by the fact that members of the Royal Family have frequently dined there or attended the entertainment programme. In particular, ex-King Edward VIII and his friends, as well as the Duke of Kent, were practically regular patrons of the Ritz.


  In the same class, though situated outside Mayfair, is the Carlton, a quiet, distinctly conservative hotel built in 1839, which refuses to make the least concession to the new style of hotel entertainment, and caters particularly for those who appreciate quiet comfort in dignified surroundings. Many famous statesmen and diplomats have stayed at the Carlton. The hotel is within a few hundred yards of Piccadilly Circus, but takes its tone not from the noise and movement of the latter but rather from the quiet and exclusive Pall Mall.


  The May Fair Hotel, which occupies the site of the historic Devonshire House, has an atmosphere of up-to-date elegance. Grosvenor House, whose architecture has provoked a great deal of criticism, also occupies an historic site, that of the former town house of the Dukes of Westminster. Many English people regard it as “too American,” and, indeed, Grosvenor House represents a transition between a block of luxurious service flats and an hotel. Its dances and midnight cabarets are also attended by the “cream” of Society.


  The Hyde Park Hotel, Knightsbridge, is very beautifully situated amid wide stretches of lawn in Hyde Park. Its tall towers are visible for miles, and are one of London’s landmarks. The Hyde Park Hotel is a very quiet establishment, without any entertainment programme, and is particularly favoured by diplomats, owing to its nearness to the diplomatic quarter in Belgrave Square. The building was erected in 1890, originally as London’s first block of service flats, and was converted into an hotel in 1900.


  Rendezvous of Artists


  The Savoy Hotel, situated between the busy Strand and the Thames Embankment, has a character of its own. It is undoubtedly the busiest, most animated, most international of London hotels; the constant movement and the Babel of tongues in its lounge are without parallel. The Savoy, opened in 1889, was the first luxury hotel in London, and its standard of luxury, unheard of elsewhere in those days, made it famous all over the world. It was the first hotel to install a separate bathroom for every room. Naturally, during its nearly fifty years of existence, the Savoy has undergone many changes, and its general character has also altered. To-day it is somewhat less expensive than the other great luxury hotels, and rooms may be had from £1 per day. Also it has acquired an artistic atmosphere, authors, actors and film people having chosen it as their rendezvous. It is no particular exaggeration to say that those who wish to make a career in the theatrical or film world in England must stay at, or at least frequent, the Savoy. The Savoy Grill and Restaurant are each evening crowded with people who count in these fields, and ordinary mortals may admire their favourite stars in the flesh, while at the same time enjoying the excellent international cuisine of the hotel.


  The modern Mayfair hotels also include the Park Lane Hotel and the Hotel Splendide, which are situated close to each other in Piccadilly.


  This does not by any means exhaust the number of Mayfair hotels. There is quite a number of small and what might be called old-fashioned hotels, which are no less distinguished than the gorgeous caravan-serais. These hotels have a purely English character, with open fireplaces in the public rooms and a strong personal note. They have regular patrons who remain faithful to them for decades and hand this loyalty down to their descendants. Perhaps the most typical of these hotels is Brown’s Hotel in Dover Street, where the present King of Greece lived during his exile. Batt’s Hotel, situated close by, is similar in character.


  The big hotels of somewhat greater age than the luxury hotels mentioned above include, in addition to the Langham Hotel, to which we have already referred, the Victoria Hotel in Northumberland Avenue (its neighbour, the Metropole, was closed down in 1936, after a long and worthy career), and the Grosvenor Hotel near Victoria station. At these hotels rooms may be had from 12s. 6d. per day.


  Other first-class hotels are the Washington in Mayfair and the Waldorf in Aldwych, near the Strand.


  Popular Hotels


  The chain of hotels run by the largest catering concern in the world, J. Lyons & Co. Ltd., would require a separate chapter to themselves. They are not so “smart” as the luxury hotels, nor do they afford what is called a “good address,” but they offer the same comfort, we might almost say the same luxury, as the luxury hotels at half the price or even less. Thus, if you can emancipate yourself from the snobbery implied by insistence on a “good address,” which is, to be frank, still rampant in England, you will receive at these hotels everything that you expect from a perfectly organised and managed first-class hotel.


  These hotels provide for the middle class a standard of accommodation which was formerly only available to the privileged classes. The two older establishments of this type are the Regent Palace Hotel near Piccadilly Circus, and the Strand Palace Hotel in the Strand, while the newest is the Cumberland Hotel at Marble Arch. All these are standardised hotels with a standardised service and an impersonal note which attracts some people and repels others. The visitor is enabled to lose himself in the multitude, but he can never rid himself of the feeling that he is only one of the multitude.


  However, the most important thing is the fact that single rooms, with bathroom and an ample breakfast, may be had at the Regent Palace and Strand Palace Hotels for 9s. 6d. As both hotels have restaurant services corresponding to this basic price, visitors desiring modern comfort, and having no social obligations involving the choice of a particular class of hotel, may enjoy their stay in London at a comparatively low cost.


  The Cumberland Hotel, whose palatial white building was completed in 1933, dominates, together with the Regal Cinema, the whole of Marble Arch. It is one of the largest hotels in London, and each of its 1,000 rooms has a separate bathroom attached. Rooms, with a very ample breakfast, may be had—when they are available, which is rather rarely—at the low price of 11s. 6d.


  Every railway station in London, and particularly Victoria, is surrounded by a large number of cheap and expensive hotels without any distinctive character. This type of hotel caters mainly for travellers who come to London for a short stay.


  The hotel district centring in Russell Square, and extending from Kingsway, along Southampton Row, and down to Euston Station, contains hundreds of hotels to suit all pockets, but the dominant characteristic is what is usually described as “middle-class.” To mention only a few of these hotels, there is the big Imperial Hotel, which is in great favour with parties on a conducted tour; the Russell Hotel, which is only slightly smaller; Bonnington’s Temperance Hotel (where no alcoholic drink is served); the Royal, already referred to; and countless others.


  The Personal Note


  No matter how many London hotels one enumerates, one discovers again and again that it is impossible to offer more than a very incomplete idea of the available accommodation, and the writer repeatedly remembers other hotels which for one reason or another must not be omitted. There is, for instance, the Royal Palace Hotel in Kensington High Street. It adjoins a street running along Kensington Gardens which is still known—and still aptly—as the Street of Millionaires. This street has imparted some of its dignified exclusiveness and opulence to the hotel, whose English cuisine is world famous, and where many prominent English families accommodate their guests. The Royal Palace Hotel is also frequently the scene of brilliant receptions at weddings and similar events.


  Two hotels that are much favoured by foreign, as well as by English visitors, are the Rubens and the Rembrandt, both of which are favourably situated. The Rubens is right opposite the Royal Palace, while the Rembrandt occupies a corner site opposite Brompton Oratory. Rooms at these hotels may be had from 12s. 6d. per day, and they are eminently suitable for a longer stay. Another hotel of a similar type is Goring’s Hotel, between Buckingham Palace and Victoria station—a very good address, so good that many foreign diplomats make use of this hotel, particularly if they wish to be economical.


  Family Hotels


  These few hints bring us to the vast group of the most typical growth in London’s jungle of hotels, namely, the family and residential hotels. Whereas London’s luxury hotels offer practically the same, with certain insignificant variations, as similar hotels in any other part of the world, these family hotels are so characteristically English that one is tempted to advise visitors desiring to gain a real knowledge of England to make use of one of these establishments. Of course the visitor must be prepared to make certain sacrifices in return for this insight into the English mentality, including his sense of personal freedom, and in the majority of cases he must also make concessions in the matter of personal comfort.


  The English are far, far less interested in the private lives of their fellow men than other peoples—they are not communicative, and do not welcome personal confidences. This is one of the unwritten laws of the family hotel, where the Victorian mode of life continues unchanged, and those who infringe these laws become painfully conspicuous and, in fact, “impossible.”


  Visitors staying at a family hotel must adapt themselves to the mode of life and standard of conduct of the retired army officers and Colonial civil servants, and the amazingly numerous host of old ladies who inhabit these establishments.


  Small and Family Hotels


  These small hotels are not made for gay adventures, nor even for loud conversation, and the visitor must be content of an evening to sit quietly and decorously in front of the fireplace or to take part in a game of bridge, or perhaps—where the other inmates are even more conservative—in a game of whist.


  Further, the visitor must be satisfied with a very average and not particularly attractive English cuisine, and must not have any special requirements in this respect.


  Here and there, as a concession to modernity, a family hotel has central heating, and running hot and cold water is taken for granted everywhere; but the rooms in most cases are furnished in such an old-fashioned style that the modern traveller is bound to find them uncomfortable, though they accord with the inmates’ ideal of comfort.


  Naturally these remarks are not meant to apply to all family hotels, without exception. Indeed there is a large number of family hotels in London which, though of long standing, have completely adapted themselves to the style and spirit of the twentieth century. At the same time there are others where the landlady who, in contrast to her Continental sister, is rather dour and forbidding, exercises a strict and unlimited power over her patrons.


  Streets of Family Hotels


  In some parts of London these establishments occupy entire streets. They are generally to be found in the vicinity of exclusive residential districts, and the best of them are situated around Hyde Park. To the north of Hyde Park the world of family and residential hotels begins at Lancaster Gate and stretches along the Park as far as Notting Hill Gate. Some of the streets radiating from here, particularly around Lancaster Gate, contain an unbroken chain of this type of hotel.


  The position is somewhat similar on the other side of the Park, where an increasing number of new “hotel islands” rise among the quiet residential streets. Thus, for instance, Queen’s Gate, a magnificent wide thoroughfare, has assumed the character of an hotel street. Its comfortable Victorian houses have changed but little, either externally or internally, but they have nevertheless been converted into family hotels.


  Boarding Houses


  The farther one goes from the centre of the city—Queen’s Gate is already at a considerable distance from Piccadilly—the simpler, and cheaper, the family hotels become.


  Further hotel quarters on the south side of the Park lie around Gloucester Road and, farther out, in Earl’s Court.


  The difference between the family hotel and the boarding-house, so frequently described in novels and represented on the stage, is so negligible that the two types of hotels almost merge into one. The thoroughly English boarding-house with its precisely regulated meal times and the landlady presiding at table, is steadily losing in popularity. On the one hand the younger generation of English people now demand greater freedom of movement and, on the other hand, London is rapidly developing into a great tourist centre, and even though English caterers refuse to adapt themselves to the foreign visitor, but expect him to adapt himself to English customs, the Continental and American influence is steadily gaining ground.


  There are many inexpensive boarding-houses in Bays-water, which is easily accessible, and is situated behind Bayswater Road; but the real home of the English boarding-house is in Bloomsbury, where it originated owing to the nearness of the district to King’s College, a number of High Schools, and the British Museum. These educational and cultural establishments have attracted to the district students from the country, as well as from India, the Dominions, the Colonies and foreign countries, and it is only natural that the concentration of so many ambitious, but mostly impecunious young men should have led to the development in the vicinity of the type of inexpensive hotel represented by the boarding-house.


  Bloomsbury, which is situated between New Oxford Street, Euston Road, Southampton Row and Tottenham Court Road, is very central, in that it constitutes a connecting link, so to speak, between the City and the West End.


  Bloomsbury has a pronouncedly intellectual and at the same time international atmosphere; Gower Street, for instance, contains a large number of boarding-houses inhabited exclusively by foreign students, including students belonging to the coloured races. Charlotte Street, within a few minutes’ walk from Gower Street, contains a number of comparatively inexpensive German, Italian and French restaurants.


  The Y.M.C.A.


  The headquarters of the Y.M.C.A. (Young Men’s Christian Association), built in 1908 in the somewhat too ornate late Victorian style, is also in the Bloomsbury district, in Great Russell Street. This building, in addition to gymnasiums, swimming-baths and public rooms of all kinds, also contains 200 bedrooms for young men. However, the demand for these is naturally so keen that applications for bedrooms must be made several months ahead. A similar establishment for young women is situated nearby.


  The great temperance hotels are also in Bloomsbury. Some of these have more than 200 rooms. The intellectual character of the district is emphasised, among other features, by the names of these hotels, some of which are taken from the works of the English classics, such as the Ivanhoe and the Kenilworth.


  As to the question of price it is possible to obtain bed and breakfast at a boarding-house for as little as 25s. per week. Prices for board residence range, roughly, from two and a half to five guineas per week, although a person of modest requirements may obtain a room and full board at 35s. or £2. At the family hotels prices are somewhat higher. Nearly everywhere there are extras for heating, and sometimes even for lighting, as the rooms are mostly heated and lighted by gas or electricity from a penny or a shilling slot meter. Many of the smaller boarding-houses are entirely lighted from meters.


  Other Typical Districts


  During our search for accommodation we have visited several typical London districts, and it will be interesting to visit a few more though these may be of less importance to the foreign visitor from the utilitarian viewpoint.


  As we have said, Mayfair, in spite of all the changes it has undergone, still leads in point of distinction. To be living in Mayfair is such a recommendation that in recent years even the stables of the former aristocratic houses have been converted into flats. The mews, as these stable streets are called, are rather narrow and airless, but the flats are generally furnished in a most luxurious manner. Ownership of a mews flat in Mayfair lends distinction to the owner.


  Changes in Mayfair—Belgravia


  Many Mayfair streets are gradually losing their residential character and are changing into shopping and office streets, a fact which would formerly have been regarded as impossible. It should be remembered that it was only eighteen years ago that the first shop was opened in Curzon Street, and this intrusion of commerce almost caused a revolution among the exclusive denizens of Mayfair. To-day there are already countless fashion, antique and other shops in and around Berkeley Square and Grosvenor Square, though it must be admitted that as regards exclusiveness and price-levels these shops worthily uphold the reputation of Mayfair.


  Mayfair now also has colossal blocks of luxury flats, where tenants may pay anything up to two thousand a year, or more, for a flat. Even private houses belonging to members of the Royal Family have been acquired by builders of luxury flats. Brook House, Park Lane and Lansdowne House in Berkeley Square, are typical of these luxury flat buildings.


  Similar to Mayfair in exclusiveness is Belgravia, a district situated, roughly, between Hyde Park Corner and Victoria Station. Belgravia consists of only a few streets and squares. It provides typical examples of the private square, a miniature park set between rows of houses, which is only accessible to the inhabitants of these houses. Bloomsbury also possesses several such squares.


  The distinction Belgravia enjoys is all the more interesting because the district is little more than a hundred years old. All its houses were built in the first decade of the nineteenth century on a reclaimed swamp. The majestic residences of Belgravia are characterised by a peculiar uniformity that is almost tedious, and its atmosphere of dignified reserve is not relieved by a single shop. Nearly all the embassies and legations are in Belgravia, and the Duke of Kent also resides here. There are neither hotels nor boarding-houses in this district.


  Regent’s Park


  Other exclusive residential districts are the centrally situated Portman Square, and the Regent’s Park district. The latter was designed by Nash for the aristocracy, but was in spite of its incomparable situation rather neglected for a long time. To-day the district is experiencing a great revival and is one of the best and most expensive residential districts.


  Kensington and Bayswater, as well as Hampstead, which is far more distant from the centre of the city, are the residential districts of the well-to-do middle class. It should be noted here that London’s residential districts are but rarely so uniform in character as Mayfair or Belgravia. In Kensington, Bayswater and Hampstead there are working-class streets that are no better than slums side by side with the best residential streets.


  Chelsea


  London’s Montmartre, Chelsea (though in its almost provincial quietness and remoteness it bears little similarity to the bustle and animation of the artistic quarter of Paris), is experiencing a new revival. Chelsea, which adjoins Belgravia, and is bounded on one side by the Thames, was in the nineteenth century a favourite artistic quarter, and is now becoming so once more. Its enchanting little houses are being modernised one after the other, and modern blocks of flats are also being erected in the district.


  In the vicinity of Baker Street, which runs from Oxford Street to Regent’s Park, and is, therefore, very central, many blocks of flatlets have been erected in recent years, offering the newest type of accommodation to visitors. Such buildings also exist in plenty in Hampstead, Bayswater and Kensington. They have nothing in common with the boarding-house, but are, on the contrary, designed to give the visitor the feeling that he is living in a flat of his own. The flats consist of one or two rooms, which are mostly small, but are furnished in an up-to-date manner, and ensure complete privacy. A characteristic feature are the bed-sitting rooms with their convertible bed-settees, built-in wardrobes and, in most cases, built-in wash-basins. These flatlets can be rented with or without breakfast. Residents are only restricted in so far as it is incumbent on everyone to show consideration for other residents.


  Flatlet Rents


  Rents for flatlets range from 30s. to £4 per week. Hundreds of suitable addresses may be found in the classified advertisements of the London dailies, particularly the Daily Telegraph, The Times and Morning Post. Information concerning less expensive accommodation may be found in the advertisement columns of the Evening Standard, and even more so in Dalton’s Weekly, a paper devoted exclusively to such matters. However, the latter can only be of use to those possessing a fairly good knowledge of London. Another method of obtaining accommodation is to apply to one of the estate agents whose addresses will be found at the head of the classified advertisements. In some districts furnished flats are advertised in showcases outside shops.


  In recent years flatlet houses on the grand scale have been erected in London, the best known of these being the Mount Royal in Oxford Street, where a kitchenette and bathroom are attached to each bedroom. The rent, without breakfast, is £3 15s. A still smarter establishment of the same type is Chesham Place, in the Belgravia district, where the rent for such a flatlet is at least £4 10s. per week. The St. Regis, in Piccadilly, is still more luxurious, and still more expensive, but here the residents may enjoy the advantages of a cocktail bar, gymnasiums, a Turkish bath, television sets, etc.


  Furnished Flats


  The above information will be of little use to those who require even more, and wish to rent a completely furnished flat in London. Flat hunting is such an individual matter that the best advice may prove useless. Generally speaking, however, apart from the Coronation period, furnished flats at all prices and standards of comfort are not difficult to find in London, though flats furnished after the modern style are rather rare. At all events, those who can afford it may have the best that London has to offer, as even members of the nobility sometimes let their houses, including the domestic staff, for various periods during their absence from London. Information concerning such opportunities may be found in the advertisement columns of The Times, or from one of the many reliable house agents.


  An average furnished flat, consisting of two rooms, would cost at least £3 10s. per week, apart from extras, which may be not inconsiderable. Visitors should exercise the greatest caution when renting a furnished flat, as some professional letters demand unreasonable damages for repairs or breakages on the expiration of the tenancy.


  If we add that excellent accommodation can also be obtained in the environment of London, as, for instance, in Richmond and other towns along the Thames, as well as in country mansions converted into hotels, and at hundreds of hotels at the seaside resort of Brighton, which is an hour’s journey from London, with a half-hourly direct train service—we shall have given the visitor all the information on the question of accommodation which it is in our power to give within the limitations imposed upon us.


  In conclusion, one more piece of advice: particularly if you intend to make a long stay in London, devote every attention to the question of accommodation—see that you make it into a home. When in England you can only feel happy if you live like the English, and the English spend their lives not in the street or in cafés, but in their homes.


  THE SIGHTS


  The sights of London? Why, every school child knows them. The sights of the English capital have become household words throughout the world, and one almost feels that it is superfluous to enumerate them.


  There is the majestic St. Paul’s Cathedral, with its vast dome, and with the tombs of many famous generals, admirals and statesmen, evoking memories of such historic figures as Lord Kitchener, the Duke of Wellington, Lord Roberts, Nelson and many others. And when you have had enough of martial figures, you may visit the tombs of more gentle figures of the past in the Crypt, such as those of Turner, Millais and Leighton. However, you are not likely to tarry long within the walls of this masterpiece of Sir Christopher Wren—its vastness makes the visitor feel lonely, whereas from a judiciously selected corner in the street the exterior of the church presents a magnificent and enjoyable spectacle. Naturally the position is very different during one of those gorgeously stage-managed events that take place at St. Paul’s, such as the procession and service in connection with King George V’s Jubilee, or an important wedding, or a State funeral.


  Westminster Abbey


  Very different from St. Paul’s is Westminster Abbey, another world-famous church, in whose nooks and corners the visitor will experience many moods and surprises, and where he will find himself walking, in the true sense of the term, through English history. This church was, in reality, never begun and never finished; it is the result of twelve centuries of growth, nearly every English monarch having contributed something to its development. Edward the Confessor, a thousand years ago, no less than King George V in our own time, gave his loving attention to this church. For a thousand years all the Kings of England have been crowned at Westminster Abbey and, until the nineteenth century, also buried there.


  George I was the last King of England to be laid to rest in this church; all his successors on the throne have been buried in the Chapel at Windsor Castle.


  It is only natural, and at the same time beautiful and symbolic, that Westminster Abbey, representing the nation’s history in stone, should also have become the English Pantheon. Prominent figures in the world of politics, literature, science and music have either been buried in the Abbey or, if they were buried elsewhere, like Shakespeare and Milton, they are commemorated by a statue in the church. A long line of poets and authors, from Chaucer down to Thomas Hardy and Rudyard Kipling, and through Dickens, Tennyson and Browning are buried in the Abbey. The stone images of great philosophers and immortal composers look down on the visitor, and great empire builders, the creators of the British Empire, stand sentinel through the ages. And amidst all the great men whose names are inscribed in the history of humanity there lies, in its moving simplicity, the grave of the Unknown Warrior. Divine Service in this church is incomparably impressive. The ageless significance of Westminster Abbey will be thrown into relief once more this year, when, in May, the ancient and gorgeous ceremony of the Coronation takes place at the church.


  The Houses of Parliament


  Close to the Abbey stands another embodiment of English history, the Houses of Parliament. This magnificent building on the Thames Embankment has become one of London’s most important landmarks, despite the fact that it is of comparatively recent origin. There is very little left of Westminster Palace, originally the seat of the Kings of England. Centuries of decay was followed by the conflagration in 1834 that completed the work of destruction. Only Westminster Hall, a wonderful structure, remains, though it now has a new roof.


  Westminster Hall has played a most important part in British History. It was here that Charles I was sentenced to death. It was here that Cromwell was proclaimed Lord Protector. It was here that the late King George V lay in state, surrounded by the sorrow of a whole nation. Twenty-six years earlier King Edward VII also lay in state at Westminster Hall.


  Despite the comparatively recent origin of the Houses of Parliament, they nevertheless embody an age-old tradition, handed down from distant centuries. The political life of the English people has undergone many changes in the course of time, but Parliament, this wonderful framework which foreigners always regard with amazement and awe, has remained immutable. In the House of Lords the Lord Chancellor still sits on the Woolsack, just as the Speaker’s procession—of mediæval origin—still takes place in the House of Commons, when the Speaker, in his wig and robes, accompanied by the Chaplain, proceeds in solemn procession to prayers.


  English Parliamentary life has many peculiarities which can only be sensed, but not understood or explained, in the course of a brief visit. Naturally the foreign visitor can only see a portion, and that a small portion, of the Houses of Parliament. In the House of Commons he will, no doubt, be surprised to find how small the actual Chamber is as compared with the vast bulk of the building, with space for little more than one-half of the 630 Members of Parliament, so that at particularly important sittings many Members must sit in the Gallery.


  Big Ben


  The finest view of the Houses of Parliament may be obtained from the opposite bank of the Thames where, after crossing Westminster Bridge, the 900 feet long frontage may be admired in suitable perspective. From here it is also possible to see to the best advantage the 300 feet high main tower, which contains the world’s biggest and most accurate clock, known as Big Ben. Big Ben has four dials of 21 feet diameter, and its bell weighs 13 tons. Wireless broadcasting has made the chimes of Big Ben known all over the world, and it is a strange feeling to hear at close quarters these sounds, after having heard them from vast distances.


  The Tower


  At one time the area between Westminster Palace and the Tower of London comprised the whole of London. To-day these two principal “sights” of London seem to be very close to each other, although a walk from one to the other along the Thames takes a good hour.


  In the past, Westminster Palace and the Tower of London played equally important parts in English history, but at present the Houses of Parliament are still a living reality, while the Tower is only an historic monument, and is only of interest as a show-place. A visit to the Tower brings us into the shadow of ten centuries. The building was begun in 1078 by William the Conqueror, and was later continued by other kings. Its vast bulk of grey stone has retained something of the magnificent aloofness of history despite the fact that it is now surrounded by the noise and bustle of the greatest commercial centre in the world.


  Past and Present


  How eventful and bloody its past was, is known to all who possess even a slight knowledge of English history. There were times when the Tower served as a Royal Palace, and there were times when it served as the prison and place of execution of kings. It was here that Anne Boleyn was executed, here that the tragic young princes were kept prisoners, here that Queen Elizabeth passed through a period of suffering prior to ascending the throne. Catherine Howard, one of the victims of Henry VIII went to her death at the Tower, and also Thomas More, the recently canonised great figure of the Roman Catholic Church. To-day the Tower has become so much of a museum that it requires an effort of the imagination to recall the bloody figures of these and others who died there, such as the Earl of Essex, Sir Walter Raleigh and Lady Jane Grey.


  The Crown Jewels, the great and complete collection of weapons, and the Bloody Tower, attract hundreds of thousands of visitors each year. Some of them probably fail to notice that even this grim relic of mediæval London has assumed a thoroughly friendly character. The families of the Beefeaters, who still wear their Tudor uniform, live in comfortable flats with idyllic gardens within the Tower, while there is a verdant park along the Thames, where, on the very spot where centuries ago the unfortunate prisoners of the Tower were dragged to the block, hundreds of workers from neighbouring factories and offices consume their sandwiches during the lunch hour.


  As you will inevitably visit the Tower of London, you must not miss the opportunity to admire the mechanism of Tower Bridge, which was built in 1868 at a cost of £500,000. This bridge, built by the Corporation of the City of London, connects the two banks of the Thames without interfering with Thames shipping, in that it can be raised to allow ships to pass beneath it. However, many visitors will be even more interested in the view of London that can be obtained in both directions from Tower Bridge, and perhaps even more so from London Bridge, farther west, which affords a comprehensive view of old and modern London.


  THE MUSEUMS


  The British Museum


  The British Museum, in Bloomsbury, is not a museum in the ordinary sense, but a whole world in itself, which the visitors may explore for weeks, and even months. In addition to the most extensive library in the world, and the second largest reading room, the British Museum contains Assyrian, Egyptian and Greco-Roman museums, and a collection of manuscripts which has supplied the material for thousands of scientific works, and which embodies practically the entire cultural work of humanity in the course of the centuries.


  It is impossible to “do” the British Museum, just as it is impossible to describe it; the visitor will be well advised to select a particular portion for inspection, lest his visit to the British Museum prove to be a waste of time and effort, instead of a worth-while experience. If you wish to take away with you at least some of the immense wealth of the British Museum which, by the way, was opened as a very modest little museum in 1759, you cannot do better than purchase the illustrated catalogues and coloured postcards of the various collections, which are probably the most complete publications of the kind.


  The British Museum is in a perpetual state of development, with new sections being added at frequent intervals. The individual collections have reached such a state of completeness and perfection that the various sections are probably without rival anywhere else in the world. It should be noted that, in spite of the many millions of pounds spent on the British Museum—obtained from donations, lotteries or public collections—admission is entirely free.


  Other Museums


  The numerous other London museums can only be indicated here.


  There is so much variety in the aspect of London, and the city possesses such enormous political and economic importance, that it is only too easy to forget that it is beyond doubt also the greatest museum city in the world. The ingenuous traveller who faithfully carries out the programme laid down for him by his Baedecker in this respect is in grave danger of making himself into a physical and mental wreck within a short time. For human receptivity is limited, and the treasures of London’s museums are unlimited.


  In our opinion travellers at every railway station, except perhaps in small towns possessing only one museum, ought to be confronted with a warning notice: “Beware of excessive visits to museums!” And this applies most particularly to London. For it must be remembered that London’s museums have not been created for the benefit of foreign visitors who spend a few days or weeks in London. They are, on the one hand, treasures of a great Empire, and, on the other hand, they serve an important educational purpose to the youth of England.


  Go Steady


  The visitor can make no greater mistake than to attempt to “gobble up” all the immense riches of the London museums within a short time. There is a whole district in London, around the Exhibition Road in South Kensington, which may correctly be described as a museum district. The architecture of the museum palaces in this neighbourhood betrays the lack of taste of the late Victorian period almost as much as the famous, or rather notorious, Albert Memorial, the clumsy memorial raised to Queen Victoria’s Consort in Kensington Gardens close by. Peculiarly enough the name of this refined and artistically minded Prince is associated with other ugly memorials, such as the Albert Hall which is situated near the museum quarter. The Albert Hall, which has a seating capacity of up to 8,000 people, and which is frequently the scene of big balls, concerts and other performances, has provided artistic enjoyment for millions of people, but no one afflicted with good taste can derive pleasure from its architecture.


  Victoria and Albert Museum


  The vast Victoria and Albert Museum also bears distinct traces of the bad taste of its period, but it is easy to forget its architectural flaws when you are enjoying the endless treasures of this museum. To describe its contents would exhaust both the writer and the reader almost as much as if they tried to see everything. The museum contains a large number of individual collections, each of which would be sufficient to constitute a separate museum. The vast halls are packed with the products of the industrial art of the whole world, and all the nations are represented by the best they have produced from antiquity down to the present day. Jewels and furniture, pottery and textiles, costumes and masks, ivory carvings, wrought silver and gold, Italian sculptures, whole streets of shops representing the commerce of past centuries, form an apparently endless spectacle, and when the visitor thinks he has seen most of it he may find himself only at the beginning. There are people who visit the Victoria and Albert Museum once or twice every week of their lives, and are after decades still not in a position to say that they have seen everything. How, then, could a visitor to London who has only a limited amount of time at his disposal for the purpose undertake the task of “doing” everything? The visitor cannot do better than select a small section that appeals to him most, and enjoy the immense wealth stored in this mightiest of treasure-houses through a small portion of it.


  The Victoria and Albert Museum must not be omitted from your programme; but there are other museums in South Kensington among which you may make a choice according to your particular interests or predilections. If you are interested in natural history, there is the Natural History Museum; if technical development is close to your heart, you will be attracted to the Science Museum; lovers of the Far East can revel in the exhibits of the India Museum. The latest accretion to the museum district is the Geological Museum, which was transferred from Jermyn Street only a few years ago.


  Imperial Institute


  There is one museum, the Imperial Institute, that could only exist in London. The Institute, with its vast collections, embodies the greatness of the British Empire. It represents the life and work of all the countries and nations in the five continents that are united in one vast commonwealth under the British Crown.


  The Imperial War Museum, which was originally in this district, has been transferred to a new home in Lambeth Road, south of the Thames. The museum is also a memorial of the Great War.


  Other Museums


  But this by no means exhausts the number of London’s museums. The purpose of the United Services Museum and the Naval Museum in Greenwich is sufficiently described by their names. Then there are a few museums, like the Wallace Collection in Manchester Square and the Soane Museum in Lincoln’s Inn which, with their collections of pictures and art treasures, are among the most attractive of London’s multitude of museums owing to their private and intimate character. These collections have been left in their original environment where they had been accumulated by their artistically minded owners.


  In contrast to these patrician houses of Old London, the Horniman Museum, which is situated in Forest Hill, rather far from the centre of London, makes an impression of modernity. This museum is devoted to exhibits relating to Natural History, particularly Anthropology and Zoology and, in addition, to the arts and crafts of primitive peoples. The Ken Wood Museum, which lies hidden in Hampstead Heath, was the private residence of Lord Iveagh, and was, together with its art treasures, including some fine portraits by English painters of the nineteenth century, presented to the nation, like the other private museums mentioned above.


  Guildhall Museum


  The history of London is represented in the collections of the Guildhall, in the City, and the London Museum. The latter is housed in a fine building, which was formerly known as Lancaster House, and was purchased by the first Lord Leverhulme and presented to the nation.


  No other city in the world can boast of anything like the generosity of the citizens of London, where voluntary donations and foundations have in many cases relieved the State of expensive tasks. The London Museum, whose most interesting treasures include a collection of Coronation robes, and a touching collection of toys, is unique among London museums, in that its lovely rooms are sometimes used for State functions and first-class concerts of chamber music. As the visitor will be sure to be wandering about in the vicinity of St. James’s Palace he should not omit to pay at least a brief visit to the London Museum which gives such a vivid picture of London’s past.


  National Gallery


  Among the picture galleries, the leading place belongs to the National Gallery in Trafalgar Square, which with its collections of English, Dutch and Italian masters, is one of the most complete picture galleries in existence.


  The Tate Gallery, Millbank, is one of the finest collections of modern paintings, though the word “modern” must here be given a wide interpretation, since the chief treasures of the Tate Gallery are the works of the great English masters of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries.


  If your time is not too short you should pay at least a hasty visit to the National Portrait Gallery in Trafalgar Square. The many hundreds of pictures in the Gallery are naturally not uniform as regard artistic merit. Portraits by immortal artists hang side by side with the work of long-forgotten painters who were at one time in the fashion. However, artistic enjoyment may, perhaps, not be the principal object of a visit to the Gallery, which would also be justified by the fact that the multitude of faces looking down from the walls represent the spirit of England’s past, for the men and women immortalised here have shaped English history.


  If you are keen on museums you will easily discover many more, in addition to the above. There is Dickens’ House (48, Doughty Street, W.C.1) for those who are interested in relics of Charles Dickens; the home of Dr. Johnson, compiler of the famous English dictionary, in Gough Square, Fleet Street, for those who wish to pay homage to his memory; while lovers of Keats may care to visit the Keats Museum in Hampstead; and there are many other similar museums.


  The Real London


  However, having seen all this, or only a portion of it, and having, in addition, “done” such important London sights as the two Royal Palaces, Buckingham Palace and St. James’s Palace, you may leave London with the proud knowledge of having done very well indeed—yet you will have learnt nothing whatever about London.


  It would almost amount to blasphemy to dismiss London’s museums with a cynical remark. That is not our intention; but we do emphasise that London’s museums are not London. In spite of their inexhaustible riches the museums are only a small fraction of the multitude of factors that constitute the character of London, that peculiar individual character which sometimes strikes one as old, remote, lost in the past, and sometimes as full of life and freshness and fascinating youth. London is not the sort of city that receives the stranger with a friendly embrace and makes an effort to conquer him. On the contrary it is a city that everyone must learn to conquer for himself. The stranger must work his way to the spirit of London. London has nothing in common with the idyllic towns of the south or east, nor does it possess the well-ordered harmony of the towns of the north; it is not a city with which the stranger would fall in love at first sight. Its climate alone is sufficient to oppress some newcomers.


  Although London fogs are not so bad as they are painted, and foggy days for some insufficiently explained reason are becoming increasingly rare, the damp air, charged with the smoke of factory chimneys and the moisture rising from the sea, nevertheless produced a depressing effect on the foreign visitor during the first few days of his stay. Many foreigners complain that on arrival in London they feel so tired that they would best like to go to bed and sleep; but as soon as the visitor becomes somewhat acclimatised the unexpected happens, and he begins to like the much-maligned climate of London.


  Love of London


  Londoners whom fate has led to sunny climes, to countries where the sky is always blue, long to go back to their grey city. London’s climate breeds a capacity to overcome obstacles, and an irrepressible optimism. A really wet, rainy day will not deter any true Londoner from moving about in the street as usual, or even from going for a week-end ramble. Besides, the Londoner is always hopeful. The weather changes continually, and a rainy morning may be followed by a sudden burst of glorious sunshine which, in turn, may give way a few minutes or a few hours later to thunder-clouds. In London the weather changes not daily, but hourly.


  The true Londoner has so adapted himself to the climate of his city that a raincoat is sufficient to see him through all the four seasons, and he hardly ever feels the need of a heavy overcoat. It is probably due to the unreliability of the weather that, apart from negligible exceptions, there is such a regrettable lack of open-air cafés and restaurants in London, though the Englishman’s love of seclusion may be a contributory factor. To Londoners the street is an avenue of communication, and not a place of amusement. They spend the greater part of their lives between four walls which is also why London, unlike other big cities, has no corso or promenade. The Londoner uses the street to go somewhere, not to take a walk.


  Naturally all this only applies to town life, or rather to life in the town, but otherwise open-air exercise is, perhaps, nowhere quite so popular as in England, the home of all sport. Millions of people who, in the town, make haste to reach their destination while away hours in the open, watching games of cricket, tennis, football, golf, etc. All this is too well known to require reiterating, but our picture of London would be incomplete without mention of this other side of the life of Londoners.


  Indeed, those who wish to experience London must get to know as many aspects of it as possible. In this connection a conducted tour around London has its uses. There are many travel agencies in Trafalgar Square who run such tours day and night. It is advisable to join in such a tour before the visitor sets out on his independent exploration of the city, because even the superficial impression gained in the course of the tour gives a certain sense of familiarity, so that the visitor ceases to be oppressed by the vastness of London or confused by its variety.


  Traffic


  However, the visitor may also make an independent tour by utilising the bus services. Nowhere in the world does the bus play such a colossal rôle as in London. The big red buses of the London Passenger Transport Board, which administers the whole of London’s means of public transport, are a characteristic feature of the street scene, particularly in such main thoroughfares as Oxford Street, Regent Street, the Strand, Piccadilly, etc.


  During the rush hours one must possess the phlegmatic temperament of the English in order to rely on the buses for, despite all the traffic reforms that have been introduced, London’s traffic problem is still unsolved, and will probably always remain so.


  Even a hundred years ago contemporary writers complained of unavoidable traffic hold-ups at a time when the motor-car had not even been dreamt of. The position is naturally far worse to-day when the traffic is a thousand times heavier than a century ago, whereas many of the most important London thoroughfares have not been widened at all. However, the slowness of the traffic, which is usually a source of justifiable annoyance to a professional person who is in a hurry, may be an advantage to the visitor whose sole object is to see the city.


  Tour Through London


  At Piccadilly Circus—after having duly inspected the underground shop-windows—you may take an underground or tube train (which runs in a tunnel) to Paddington station, and thereby learn that London’s complete network of underground railways presents a fairly rapid means of communication. Then you may take a No. 15 bus for the return journey, booking right through to the City, with the pleasant feeling that you will see a good slice of London for the small sum of 5d.


  Oxford Street


  At Marble Arch you will catch a glimpse of Hyde Park, and particularly of the open-air speakers’ corner, to which we will refer in greater detail later; and you will also see the magnificent big buildings which have arisen at this point during the past few years, as well as the Marble Arch itself, which really belongs elsewhere, but continues its spoilt career with charming illogicality here.


  Oxford Street, which starts at Marble Arch, is one of London’s most important shopping centres, with magnificent but comparatively inexpensive stores, where even the “small man” can afford to make his purchases. Not far from Marble Arch, in Oxford Street, is the vast and palatial department store of Selfridge’s, whose lavish decorations on the outside of the building on national occasions, such as a Royal Jubilee or a Coronation, attracts millions of spectators. The founder and chief shareholder, Mr. Gordon Selfridge, is an American who has made his store an important and famous landmark without which London could no longer be imagined. If you have no shopping to do you may be satisfied with this fleeting impression of Oxford Street. The most striking features of this street—its long lines of shop-fronts and its apparently almost chaotic traffic—can be sufficiently enjoyed from a bus, though you are bound to pass through Oxford Street again and again, whether you want to or not.


  However, you must pay a longer visit to Bond Street, the most famous side street of Oxford Street. Even if your budget does not allow you to buy anything you will later remember with a certain pride that you have been to Bond Street, which still remains the embodiment of quality, elegance and wealth. In the late afternoon, and before tea-time, which is at 4 o’clock in London and not at 5 as people on the Continent believe, it is possible to see some of the richest people in the world en masse, so to speak. You can see dozens of Rolls-Royces and Daimlers and, what is more, many of the people—particularly women—about whom you can otherwise only read of in the papers. The same elegance is the dominant note of the pedestrian traffic, which proceeds rather slowly in this surprisingly narrow street.


  Regent Street


  Oxford Circus, as well as Regent Street, into which our bus now turns was entirely rebuilt some years ago. A considerable portion of the present Regent Street was built after the war. Oxford Circus, from which the two most important streets of London’s West End radiate, has the advantage of being one of the most important traffic centres in the capital.


  Whereas Oxford Street is mainly a “women’s street,” Regent Street, a somewhat smarter shopping centre, is more mixed and caters both for men and women. The large-scale rebuilding that was carried out here was sharply criticised by lovers of Old London who regretted the disappearance of the individual character of this famous street, which was changed into a boulevard, such as any other big city could possess. However, the commercial activity of Regent Street could not be reconciled with sentiment.


  Piccadilly Circus


  Piccadilly Circus surprises the visitor mainly by the fact that it is far smaller than one would imagine, in view of its fame. Though Piccadilly Circus is the very nerve centre of the gigantic city it only awakens to its full glory after nightfall, when an endless stream of cars flows around the statue of Eros in an attempt to find their way into the various streets of London’s amusement centre. Most of the London theatres, many of the palatial cinemas, variety theatres, and other places of amusement are grouped around Piccadilly Circus. Its dazzlingly illuminated buildings are covered with glittering electric signs. London, which even in its centre sometimes appears provincial, shows the visitor all the more strikingly at Piccadilly Circus that it is, nevertheless, the greatest city in the world.


  Trafalgar Square


  The bus now takes us through another wide shopping street to Trafalgar Square, another important square in the heart of London. If one is more or less justified in asserting that in Piccadilly Circus the specifically London character of the place is submerged in the general “big city” atmosphere, the same cannot be said of Trafalgar Square which could not exist anywhere else except in London. It is not sufficient to enjoy the sight of over-fed pigeons calmly perambulating and feeding from the hands of little children, amid the thunder of passing traffic, at the foot of the 180 feet high Nelson Column; or to be impressed by the fact that the magnificent collections of the National Gallery and the National Portrait Gallery are housed close by. The visitor must know that he is not only in the heart of London, but also in the heart of the greatest Empire of modern times. In and around Trafalgar Square are the buildings of the various Dominions, such as the imposing South Africa House and, on the other side of the Square, Malaya House. Australia House, and the Houses of India, Canada, New Zealand, Rhodesia, British Columbia, etc., are all near by. And, since the Houses of the Dominions and Colonies generally have shop-windows exhibiting the products of the countries concerned, Trafalgar Square and its neighbourhood may be said to be the shop-window of the world. Aptly enough the offices of the most important shipping companies in the world, as well as those of the various European railway systems and the travel bureaux of nearly every foreign country, are grouped around Trafalgar Square.


  From here, too, radiates Whitehall, from where the British Empire is governed, and The Mall, the beautiful street of the Royal Palaces, from where the Crown exerts its unifying force.


  Trafalgar Square also possesses another peculiarity. Late at night it shows the seamy side of the life of London. It is here that the destitute of the gigantic city congregate in order to obtain shelter at the 200 years’ old St. Martin’s Church, or to line up pitiably for the gift of a warm cup of tea from the “Silver Lady.”


  Wealth and Misery


  It is no mere coincidence that power and destitution should meet in Trafalgar Square. Wealth and misery, gaiety and wretchedness, are nowhere such near neighbours as in London. In the shadow of proud palaces you will find slums; in Hyde Park care-free idleness meets with the wretchedness of enforced idleness.


  These contrasts are only tolerable here on account of the calm, balanced temperament of the British people. The poor are even capable of being genuinely glad, without envy, at the happiness of the rich. Whenever there is an aristocratic wedding at one of the fashionable churches, with all the luxury such an event involves, hundreds of people watch the proceedings from a respectful distance with shining eyes and wave their hands in congratulation, though many of them have little to expect from life for themselves.


  The Strand


  Rightly or wrongly the Strand is London’s most famous street. Formerly it lay at the back of mighty palaces whose frontages overlooked the Thames. Very little of that period survives, and the last remnant, the Adelphi, has recently been pulled down in order to make way for business offices. The Strand is not a beautiful street, but, somehow, though in a less dignified manner than Trafalgar Square it gives one the sensation of contact with the whole world. This impression is due not only to the fact that the Houses of the several Dominions and Colonies are situated here, but also to the colourful and animated scene which the street presents both by day and during the night. One always meets in the Strand people who have evidently just arrived from, or are preparing to go to, another Continent.


  The Strand is one of the great approaches to London proper, that is to say, the City of London, where the most up-to-date commerce is coupled with immutable medieval tradition. The nature, significance and peculiarities of the City of London almost provide material for a separate science. The ordinary mortal from another country who, leaving the modern atmosphere of Aldwych and Kingsway, suddenly finds himself on the threshold of Fleet Street, cannot realize what it means to pass through the nonexistent gate of the City of London. The actual gate was moved to another place long ago, and there is only a pillar to remind you of its existence and, incidentally, to interfere with the traffic. But the City of London takes no official notice of the absence of the gate. This point is the beginning of a separate world, with its own administration, its own police, and in some respects with its own laws.


  Small Permanent Population


  In past centuries the City was the most densely populated residential district in the agglomeration from which Greater London evolved. To-day it has very few permanent inhabitants, and its population is decreasing year by year. The few thousand people who still live in the City are lost in the human sea of 8½ million people. In 1921 the population of the City was about 14,000; by 1936 it had fallen to about 10,000, and the great majority are caretakers, watchmen and the like at the countless business houses that are to be found within the old limits of the City.


  Though the City only occupies a total of 677 acres, only a fraction of Greater London’s area of 433,455 acres, it still remains the most important portion of the greatest city in the world, and no King or Parliament would dare to infringe its privileges.


  King Must Not Enter


  It is a remarkable thing that these privileges should still be respected in this modern age. The King himself must not enter the City without the permission of the Lord Mayor. Uniformed soldiers are banned from this area, and the Metropolitan Police must not interfere in the work of the City Police.


  The Lord Mayor of this square mile, whose population is smaller than that of many a small country town, nevertheless bears one of the most important offices in the whole Empire, and is surrounded with regal pomp.


  The Lord Mayor as an individual, is of no personal importance, and after his year of office he returns to comparative obscurity among his fellow citizens. But so long as he is at the head of the City Corporation, so long as he is entitled to have the golden sceptre of the autonomous City carried before him, he is one of the most prominent public figures in Great Britain. He is the embodiment of all the great qualities of those whom he represents, and is honoured accordingly.


  The Lord Mayor


  The Lord Mayor is elected each year from among the Aldermen—the “City Fathers”—and must be a member of one of the ancient Livery Companies or trade guilds which, with very few exceptions, are of no economic importance, but are nevertheless representative corporations of the citizens, and even princes of the blood consider it an honour to belong to them.


  The Lord Mayors of the City are nearly always wealthy bankers or merchants who have retired from business and have the time for the immense duties of representation imposed upon them by their office. The Lord Mayor, during his year of office, must attend many hundreds of functions, most of them in connection with charitable objects. He is also the Chief Magistrate of the City, its military commander, and also Admiral of the Thames.


  An Expensive Dignity


  All these offices are taken very seriously by the State authorities. For instance, when the Lord Mayor visits a warship, he is received with the same ceremonial as a real Admiral.


  Although the office of Lord Mayor is intrinsically democratic, in that it can be, and has been, attained by men who had started at the bottom of the ladder, it is undemocratic in practice, because none but a rich man can bear the cost. In spite of the immense expenditure of the City, the Lord Mayor’s salary in no way corresponds to the expenses of his year of office, so that when he retires, usually with a title, he leaves the Mansion House, his official residence, many thousands of pounds the poorer. The famous Lord Mayor’s Banquet at the Guildhall, and the Lord Mayor’s Show, both held at the Lord Mayor’s inauguration, are only two of the events that involve a drain on the Lord Mayor’s purse.


  A Jungle of Stone


  The City of London has so many peculiarities that it would be difficult to enumerate them all. Even its aspect is different from any other urban district in the world. On the whole, the lay-out of the City has remained unchanged for centuries, although many new business palaces have arisen, and continue to arise, in the narrow streets, which are sometimes completely choked with traffic. And above this jungle of buildings rise, here and there, the graceful steeples of the churches built by the great architect, Sir Christopher Wren, who once elaborated a daring plan to change the face of the City, but was prevented from carrying it out by the greed and shortsightedness of vested interests.


  The City of London has for centuries been the undisputed economic centre of the British Empire, and may also be described as the economic centre of the world, although in recent years the Wall Street district, in New York, a rather unequal rival to the City, has made claims in that direction.


  The Press


  It is only natural that the youngest World Power, the Press, should have its headquarters within the boundaries of the City. Fleet Street, which in spite of its many modern buildings, has retained its peculiar antiquated character, in strange contrast with its feverish activity, houses not only the big organs of the London Press, but also the offices of newspapers from all over the world. The Dominions and Colonies, as well as foreign countries, maintain here their Press Bureaux, Telegraph Agencies, etc. But Fleet Street is to-day more than the name of a thoroughfare—it has become a concept; it is the centre of a “newspaper world” which extends to the many ancient courts, alleys and hidden corners in the vicinity, encroaching more and more on the complex of streets between Fleet Street and the Thames Embankment. Further enormous new buildings are now in course of construction in and around Fleet Street. Of the existing newspaper palaces the dignified white building of the Daily Telegraph and, in strange contrast with it, the black glass palace of the Daily Express are the most impressive.


  But apart from its connection with the Press, Fleet Street and its environment has sufficiently interesting sights to detain the visitor for several days. Right at the beginning of Fleet Street, at Temple Bar, are the Law Courts, built in the Gothic style, which occupies the site of some 400 houses cleared to make way for it. There are 23 courts and 1,100 other rooms in the vast building. It is interesting to watch the proceedings in one of the courts, and to observe the peculiar ceremonial associated with the administration of justice in England. The public are admitted without any special application. But even if you have no time to sit in one of the courts, you can stand in front of the Law Courts for a few minutes and watch the barristers, in their wigs and gowns, threading their way through the incessant traffic.


  The Law Courts—the Inns of Court


  But nowhere are the contrasts and variety of London more strikingly apparent than in the vicinity of the Law Courts. If you pass through the modest and almost hidden entrance of the Temple, you will find yourself in one of the secluded Inns of Court, the High Schools of English Law. Suddenly, you will be out of the big city, and in the middle of the idyllic peace of a monastery garden. Indeed, the atmosphere does derive from a monastery, for this site was once occupied by the monastery, of the Knights Templars, and only became associated with the Law in the 14th century. London does not possess many ancient landmarks, for everything that stood in the way of modern progress has been ruthlessly swept away; but the secluded and self-contained Temple has been preserved unaltered in its medieval form. Its courts, halls, residences, and its wonderfully well-preserved 12th century church, hold so many impressions and surprises for the visitor at every turn that a visit to the Temple becomes unforgettable. Indeed, Temple Inn is one of the most worth-while “sights” in the world. To mention only a few of its historical and other interesting associations—William Shakespeare performed in its Hall; Dr. Johnson, Oliver Goldsmith, Thackeray, and other famous men lived in the Temple; and many world-famous lawyers, including Lord Reading, Lord Oxford and others had their chambers here.


  Gray’s Inn—Lincoln’s Inn


  Naturally, everything in the Temple is designed for the convenience of lawyers, from the charming little bookshop where they can browse undisturbed among dusty law books, to the shop of the famous wigmaker, where barristers and judges order their wigs to-day, just as their predecessors did centuries ago; and from the Hall where the disciples of the Law gather for their meals—ceremonial or otherwise—to the tennis courts on the Embankment side, laid amidst flower beds which further enhance the peculiar charm of the Temple.


  Gray’s Inn, another of the Inns of Court, is no less charming; Lincoln’s Inn, on the other hand, has been somewhat disfigured by a few unsuccessful imitations of its lovely Tudor buildings.


  The buildings of Fleet Street screen a whole maze of courts and alleys. For instance, if, after visiting London’s oldest inn, “Ye Olde Cheshire Cheese”, you pass through Wine Office Court, you will find yourself in a bewildering maze of streets, whose buildings present nothing remarkable but which give a true picture of Old London.


  Deserted at Night


  It will be clear even from these few hints that Fleet Street and its environment comprise one of the most interesting parts of London. However, in order to appreciate the atmosphere and contrasts of this area, it is best to visit Fleet Street on a weekday. This equally applies to the rest of the City, whose true character can only be observed during working hours. From 7 p.m. from Monday till Friday, and from 12 midday on Saturday, the whole of the City rapidly loses its two million temporary inhabitants and assumes the character of a quiet provincial town on a Sunday afternoon. Naturally, the newspaper offices never cease their activities, but otherwise the streets are deserted, so that the City policemen on their beats must indeed feel lonely. Where only an hour ago hundreds of thousands of people filled the pavements, or were picking their way dangerously through dense motor traffic, it is now not unsafe to stand in the middle of the road and read a newspaper.


  Back to the Bus


  The reader may now comment with justified irony on the writer’s forgetfulness and ask what has happened to the bus with which we have travelled thus far? Well, the writer can do no other than admit that, unable to resist the temptations of Fleet Street, he has left the bus at this point. This will enable him to pay attention to many a thing which he might otherwise have forgotten, and which will undoubtedly be of interest to the foreign visitor. For instance, there is the venerable building of the most venerated newspaper in the world, The Times, and the headquarters of the various other newspapers, only three of which we have mentioned so far. Fleet Street sends many millions of newspapers every day not only all over Great Britain, but also all over the world. There is the Socialist Daily Herald with a circulation of two million copies per day. The Daily Express has a similarly vast circulation, while the Daily Mail, chief organ of the Rothermere group of publications, which is Nationalist in tendency, sells a mere 1,800,000 copies per day. The Liberal and pacifist News Chronicle has a circulation of 1,300,000, while all three of the politically most influential papers, The Times, Daily Telegraph and Morning Post, have far smaller circulations. The latter papers all support the present National Government, though they are otherwise completely independent of it (like all independent newspapers in England), and in spite of their small circulations they have become no less characteristic of and integral to English life than, for instance, Parliament or Oxford University.


  The illustrated papers, Daily Mirror and Daily Sketch have educated millions of women to the habit of newspaper reading. The great Sunday papers, like the News of the World (circulation 3,000,000), The People, Sunday Express, Sunday Referee, Sunday Dispatch, Reynolds, Sunday Chronicle, Empire News and Sunday Graphic, provide weekend entertainment for all classes of the British people, while the Observer and the Sunday Times cater exclusively for the educated classes. This enumeration of the organs of London’s daily and weekly Press is not so superfluous as it might appear, for if there is anything that is typical of London it is the intellectual and spiritual forces reflected in these publications, which issue from a maze of mean streets into the whole world.


  The World of Money


  Let us now once more board our No. 15 bus and proceed further into the City. It will take us through the busy Ludgate Circus, which boasts the only traffic tower in London, and past St. Paul’s Cathedral, into the realm of Money. The peculiar mentality of the English people, which enables them to adapt themselves to the requirements of a modern age while still clinging to tradition, is manifested here also. The old private banks that started in their various patrician houses in this part of the City, have developed into large concerns with interests embracing the whole world, yet the have remained loyal to the old, narrow streets. In Lombard Street, Threadneedle Street, Lothbury, Cornhill, Poultry, and the surrounding streets—nearly all so narrow and haphazardly laid out that it is sometimes difficult to know which is which—more financial power is concentrated in one small area than anywhere else in the world.


  The Bank of England


  This area contains the financial institutions which, by their vastness, importance and stability, have become concepts. There is the Bank of England, which is now being re-built. Its underground vaults, where England’s gold reserve is guarded, will be one of the modern wonders of the world. But while the engineers are applying the most marvellous devices known to science and technology, a military guard is posted each evening in the Bank, for no other possible reason than that this has been done for centuries past.


  The Fate of Top Hats


  But in one respect at least the City has changed. Formerly stockbrokers—stock-broking is a gentlemanly profession in England—used to go to work wearing top hats. They have now almost completely emancipated themselves from this rule, though a few old gentlemen still consider it a disgrace to appear at their offices in ordinary hats. However, bank messengers have remained faithful to the old tradition, and still wear top hats and, in many cases, a special uniform. The messengers of the Bank of England in their mauve liveries and top hats are rather picturesque. Apart from the departure from top hats, the dignity of City life is maintained by the fact that City workers generally wear dark suits.


  If you expect to see the same stormy scenes round the London Stock Exchange as at the Bourses of other countries, you are bound to be disappointed. The national character of the English precludes emotionalism even when millions of pounds are at stake. After the official closing hour members of the Stock Exchange continue to do business in the street,—“on the kerb”—but even here their conduct is no less quiet and reserved than if they were in one of the exclusive clubs.


  Lloyd’s


  Some traditional names in the City are misleading. For instance, the Royal Exchange, Cornhill, which can look back on a history of five centuries, has nothing to do with Stock Exchange business. Since 1720 it has been the head office of an insurance company. The Stock Exchange itself is hemmed in by blocks of offices and courts, so that the visitor would not notice it. Its present home is totally inadequate, and a new building will probably be erected on a site already secured by the Stock Exchange Company.


  The London Stock Exchange originated in a coffee house, like Lloyd’s, the world-famous insurance concern, which was given a new home in 1928 in Leadenhall Street. However, members of Lloyd’s and insurance agents still learn about a shipping disaster by the tolling of the bell of the “Lutania,” a ship that was wrecked in the distant past.


  The Big Five


  In the enormous hall at Lloyd’s insurances relating to property in all parts of the world are offered to the underwriters and underwritten by them. There are countless anecdotes illustrating the varied nature of the insurance business that can be transacted at Lloyd’s, and there is an almost proverbial saying that “You can insure anything at Lloyd’s.”


  “Baltic Exchange” is another misleading name. It is the designation of the great commodity exchange in St. Mary Axe, and has no more to do with the Baltic Sea than with any other.


  Crowded into a small area in the vicinity of the Stock Exchange and the Bank of England are the head offices of the most important English banks, and the London branches of foreign banks. Naturally, the head offices of the “Big Five,” the five leading English Banks—Midland Bank, Barclays, Lloyds, Westminster, National Provincial—are also here. The paid-up share capital of these banks varies between £9 and £16 millions, with a reserve capital of approximately equal amount. The deposits held by any of the “Big Five” exceeds those of even the biggest American banks. For instance, the Midland Bank, which has 2136 branches, holds deposits, amounting to nearly £500 millions, whereas the National City Bank of New York, which is the leading American bank, only holds £350 millions.


  The Mansion House and Guildhall


  This area also contains, in addition to many old private banks which have been in the same family for centuries, banks with such exotic names as the Bank of Taiwan, Bank of Baroda, Banco di Chile, Bank of Nova Scotia, and many others. The presence of all these banks in London clearly shows that the City of London is indeed the financial centre of the world.


  The Lord Mayor “rules” this realm from the Mansion House and the Guildhall.


  The former, which is the Lord Mayor’s official residence, is opposite the Bank of England, and was built in the classic style in 1740. The most interesting part of the Mansion House is the gorgeous Egyptian Hall, where the sumptuous banquets take place. The ballroom impresses mainly by its vastness.


  The Guildhall, former headquarters of the City Guilds, is by far the more interesting of the two buildings, although it has shared the fate of most of London’s historical buildings, being damaged by fires and other disasters, so that little of the original 15th century building remains. Nevertheless, the Guildhall is a very mine of information concerning both the past and the present of London. The Guildhall Library was founded in the 15th century, and contains, among others, a number of first editions of Shakespeare, as well as the oldest maps of London. In its Picture Gallery there are too many pictures by forgotten academic painters, but the historical pictures are still worth seeing. In particular, the pictures of Old London are unique in their perfection.


  The watch collection, housed in a small room, is worth visiting.


  The Banquet Hall also has an impressive historical note, and provides a worthy background to the great ceremonial events of the City of London. It is here that the election of the Lord Mayor takes place, and it is also here that the Lord Mayor’s Banquet takes place, when the most prominent people in the public life of England, sometimes including Royal Princes are entertained by the Lord Mayor to a traditional dinner, which is eaten from gold plate.


  The East End


  The reader may be disappointed to find that we are dealing with the East End, and the once notorious Whitechapel in a few lines only, but, then, Whitechapel is no longer a mysterious district associated with the “romance” of crime, but simply a poor district. Perhaps the most surprising thing about it is the fact that it is so close to the financial quarter. True, Whitechapel Road, Mile End Road, and the surrounding streets strike a somewhat strange and peculiar note, owing to their preponderantly foreign population, but the bustling activity of Eastern Jews can be observed far better in the ghettos of East European cities than in London, while as to the mode of life of the Chinese, the Chinese quarters of American cities offer a more striking impression than Limehouse, London’s China Town.


  Nothing Sinister


  We also know that Whitechapel at one time used to have taverns at which the visitor could derive a thrill from the wild behaviour of seafarers. But these are mostly things of the past. The whole district has been converted to middle class respectability, and the foreigners have adapted themselves to the English sense of mental and physical tidiness. What remains of the former sinister glamour has been preserved for the benefit of tourists, and the reader will lose nothing by “giving it a miss.” At most, if you have nothing better to do on a Sunday morning, you may care to visit Petticoat Lane. The Jewish Street market, in this narrow street, with its noise and movement, presents a striking contrast to the peace of the rest of London.


  The Docks


  In the process of destroying the visitor’s illusions, we must also mention the London Docks. Not that the Port of London is not the mightiest, most magnificent and most striking in Europe. It is all that, and more—the warehouse of the world. But the whole character and lay-out of the Port is such that it cannot be regarded as a “sight”. There is no comparison between it and the ports of Hamburg, Rotterdam or Marseilles.


  A walk round the London Docks would be of little use, for if you wish to see everything you would have to tramp somewhere about 60 to 70 miles. The area administered by the Port of London Authority runs along the Thames from Teddington to the Sea, and covers 4246 acres. The estimated weekly arrivals and sailings involve the movements of 5,000 ships. The value of the turnover in goods amounted, in 1934, to £470 millions, which means that a third of the entire overseas trade of the United Kingdom passes through the London Docks.


  How to see the Docks


  As the Thames has many turnings in the Port Area, it is not possible to obtain a comprehensive view from any one point, except from the air, and then only in clear weather. The London Docks, the largest of which is the Royal Victoria and Albert Dock, are the clearing houses of every imaginable kind of commodity from all parts of the world. Ivory and marble, rubber and perfume, tea and fruit, chilled meat and tobacco, wool and wheat, and many other articles of commerce pass constantly through the London Docks, and the quantities are so huge that it is difficult to mention them in one breath.


  Naturally, the individual docks, which you can visit by special permission, present much that is interesting even if only because they afford an insight into the whole technique of world commerce. However, since the individual Docks lie behind gigantic walls, and are situated at long intervals from each other, the purely optical impression is not so overwhelming as one would expect from a knowledge of what is happening behind those walls.


  Thus we think the best advice we can give our readers, except those who have special interests in this connection, that they should reserve an afternoon for one of the tours round the Docks organised by the Port of London Authority itself. Such a tour provides a fair impression of the Docks without undue fatigue.


  Back to the West end—Soho


  And now we will take a big jump to Soho, a very different district, which has nothing in common with the Port of London except that it, too, is international. Soho is one of the most peculiar parts of London. It lies in the heart of the city, between Oxford Street and Shaftesbury Avenue, only a few dozen yards from Piccadilly Circus, yet, in contrast to Whitechapel, which has already lost a great deal of its exotic atmosphere, Soho retains its foreign character. The origin of the name Soho is a debatable question, but according to a most prevalent view it is a contraction of the hunting cry “So-ho!”, which was used formerly, when the area lay in a hunting district.


  In a sense, hunting is still a favourite sport in Soho, only it is the police who are hunting for shady characters, who live in dark tenements and engage in such queer occupations as the white slave traffic. The secrets of Soho are generally aired in the Press when a particularly sensational crime is committed there, such as the recent murder of “Red Max.”


  Soho is also the district where gay gentlemen in search of light adventure can always be sure of finding a partner, though the visitor is advised to receive with due caution the invitations of strange young women to a night club or any similar place. However, in spite of its exciting and some what mysterious atmosphere, it would be a mistake to regard Soho as the haunt of criminals. On the contrary, if you wish to make your stay in London really pleasant, you cannot avoid Soho.


  The restaurants of this district, which offers very considerable culinary variety, are dealt with elsewhere, and we will only observe here that the narrow streets of Soho, like Dean Street, Greek Street, Frith Street, and Old Compton Street, contain restaurants representing every country, from Hungary to China, and from Spain to India, that has any culinary speciality to offer. However, the Italian cuisine has the biggest representation, the majority of the permanent population being Italian. The French come next, with some typically French restaurants. The negroes are also well represented and at night, when the rest of the city is already alseep, their clubs provide many a sensation.


  St. James’s and Pall Mall


  Incidentally, at one period during its eventful past Soho had its exclusive residential parts, such as Soho Square, where the great architect, Adams, built a number of beautiful dwelling houses. Unfortunately, the sites of these houses are, one after the other, sold for commercial purposes, and the Adams’ houses are gradually disappearing.


  If Soho is the restless, untidy, an un-English pole of London, the quiet, exclusive and typically English quarter round St. James’s and Pall Mall may be regarded as the opposite pole. The distance from Soho to St. James’s is no more than a quarter of an hour’s walk, but this is sufficient to transport one into a different world, even a different age. London, in contrast to Paris, which is reputed to be a “feminine” city, is regarded as a distinctly “masculine” city. This impression, which one gathers from a professional aspect in other parts, such as the City, is strikingly confirmed in “Clubland,” as St. James’s is known. Everything here exists for men, and men only, particularly for the species which no one has yet succeeded in defining satisfactorily, that is to say, the English gentleman.


  Clubland


  It is for him that the strikingly simple, old-fashioned shops exist, where the best bowler hats, the best umbrellas and the most aromatic tobaccos are sold, and which obstinately defy the modern vogue of publicity. It is no exaggeration to say that in some of these shops strangers are served only reluctantly; the shopkeepers like to reserve their treasures for regular customers. On the other hand, the legend that a stranger is not served at all without a recommendation is only a legend.


  The best English clubs, into whose peculiar life the stranger can only obtain an insight if specially invited, are ranged along St. James’s and Pall Mall. Indeed, he would find it difficult to enjoy the glorious relaxation of utter boredom that reigns in these clubs, unless he is a born clubman. The unwritten rules of the club, which are far more important than its written statutes, must pass into one’s very blood before it is possible to adapt oneself to the atmosphere of the club. Quick movements, loud talk, uninvited attempts to start a conversation, are all taboo. The comfortable, and mostly somewhat worn, armchairs are occupied by isolated men, young and old, about whom it is difficult to say whether they are reading the Times, or thinking, or sleeping.


  Exclusive Clubs


  Probably the most typical of these clubs in Pall Mall is the Athenæum, whose members are church dignitaries, prominent scientists, conservative authors, etc., and enrolment to which is only possible after years of waiting, even when the would-be member possesses all the necessary qualifications.


  In addition to the purely social clubs, like the approximately 200 years old Boodle’s and Brook’s, both in St. James’s Street, there are clubs with a political note, such as the exclusive Carlton Club in Pall Mall, which is the rendezvous of true-blue conservatives. There are also clubs based on a professional classification, clubs for officers of the Army and Navy, for graduates of Oxford and Cambridge Universities, etc. At the St. James’s Club foreign diplomats foregather and meet their British confreres. Somewhat less exclusive, and therefore also more modern, is the Royal Automobile Club, which has a magnificient swimming pool. The foreign visitor will find it easiest to obtain admission to this Club.


  Women Excluded


  Visitors to London who must be content with an external view of the clubs—which means the majority of them—may find it interesting to walk, slowly and deliberately as befits the district, along St. James’s Street and Pall Mall, and observe the characteristic types of English clubmen on their way to their real home. (To the real clubman his own house is only a dormitory). It is also possible to gather something about the atmosphere of the clubs by the naughty device of looking in through the windows.


  Women are either completely excluded, from or only admitted on very special occasions, to these citadels of the English gentleman. The women’s clubs, the best known of which are the Lyceum and the Forum, strike a far more sociable note, but are far less important than the clubs of the stronger sex.


  It is due to a logical development that “Clubland” is in the immediate vicinity of Whitehall, the centre of government, for a considerable proportion of the club memberships is recruited from the Government services—the Army, Navy and Civil Service.


  The Royal Palaces


  The Government offices at Whitehall, are situated not far from the two Royal Residences, Buckingham and St. James’s Palaces. Curiously enough, St. James’s Palace is symbolically still the Royal Residence, although it has never been so since the reign of Queen Victoria, except during the ten months’ reign of Edward VIII, who kept his “bachelor apartments” in a wing of the Palace.


  King George VI is at the time of writing still living at York House, Piccadilly, but is shortly moving to his official residence at Buckingham Palace, which is the actual centre of court life, though foreign ambassadors are still being accredited to St. James’s. However, the levees take place at St. James’s.


  The Changing of the Guard


  The latter Palace occupies the site of an old hospital, and was originally built by Henry VIII as a hunting lodge. Buckingham Palace, which is bigger and more modern, was once the property of the Dukes of Buckingham, from whom George III purchased it.


  However, even the older Palace presents little of historical interest. Indeed, there is not much left of the original building.


  Neither of the two palaces is very representative, and those who wish to see the regal splendour will more probably find it at Windsor Castle or Hampton Court. These are more easily accessible to visitors than the two Palaces in London, for although St. James’s is open to the public on rare occasions, in ordinary circumstances it is no less inaccessible than Buckingham Palace. Nevertheless, the two Palaces attract many visitors each day, particularly during the picturesque ceremony of the Changing of the Guard, which takes place at midday.


  If the visitor is lucky, he may arrive in front of one of the Palaces during a State event of some importance, when he may see statesmen and others in court dress, foreign diplomats in their richly embroidered coats, and, of course, the glittering uniforms of the various regiments and arms—generally, the sort of pageantry that can only be seen in London.


  Debutantes


  But perhaps the visitor may find it still more interesting to watch the arrival of debutantes—young women of a certain social class who have reached an age when they are “brought out”—for one of the Courts. At such a time hundreds of cars may be waiting for admission outside Buckingham Palace, each containing a debutante wearing the prescribed dress, probably with an ostrich feather in her hair, and an older lady who is to introduce her to the King and Queen.


  This waiting period affords the public a glimpse of the life of the “upper classes,” but it also affords the said “upper classes” a little publicity, which they undoubtedly welcome.


  Whitehall


  Those visitors who, beyond seeing museum pieces and ancient monuments, wish to grasp the essence and meaning of the capital of a world empire, will probably find the key to the problem in Whitehall, the comparatively short street leading from Trafalgar Square to Parliament Street. The Monarchy in Great Britain, with its constitutionally restricted power, has retained all the pomp and splendour of feudal times, and everything connected with the Court is decorative, brilliant, impersonally majestic—and the British people will have it so. On the other hand, the dominant note of the British Government, which actually wields the power of the British Empire, is a contrasting simplicity, expressive of the realities of democratic, industrious England. Nowhere is this more apparent than in Whitehall, where the whole power of the British Empire is concentrated.


  We quite understand the tourist who regards with awed surprise the two living equestrian statues posted in the improbably narrow gateways of the Horse Guards Parade, the two guardsmen who, in their helmets and red coats, sit on their horses motionless for hours. The Changing of the Guard, which takes place at 11 a.m. on weekdays, and 10 a.m. on Sundays, is also a remarkable show. By the way, the two sentries are not purely decorative; they are also there to guard the two gateways, which lead to the parade ground where, on the King’s birthday, the colourful ceremony of the Trooping of the Colour is held. None but privileged personages, whose names appear on a special list kept by the Lord Chamberlain, may use these gateways. Thus all this, though actually in Whitehall, still belongs to the Royal side of London.


  No. 10 Downing Street


  But a few hundred yards further along Whitehall is a small and far from impressive street called Downing Street. This street contains but few houses, but those few represent Great Britain. It is always a pleasure to conduct a foreign visitor to Downing Street, point out No. 10 to him, and watch the amazed expression on his face. The building looks so simple, so unassuming, and, from the outside at any rate, so small, that it is difficult to realise that this is the official residence of the Prime Minister of Great Britain. Nor is there any indication to that effect on the door. The name plate only says, “First Lord of the Treasury,” though that is the traditional designation of the Premier. There is no uniformed doorkeeper, or a guard of honour, or even a policeman.


  No. 11 Downing Street


  There is a cheerful looking bell on the door which almost seems to invite one to ring. It has often been suggested that the Prime Minister should receive a more impressive residence, but nothing has come of it so far. No. 10 Downing Street, which was originally built for a very different purpose, has been made into a symbol by the great figures of British parliamentary democracy who directed the destinies of their country from this house, and it will probably remain so in the future.


  The next house, No. 11, is no less simple. It is the residence of the Chancellor of the Exchequer; or England’s Minister of Finance. The closeness of the two official residences may have been a coincidence at first, but it has proved extremely useful, as Chancellors of the Exchequer have frequently succeeded to the Premiership, and in such cases the cost of moving has not been very considerable. No. 11, also contains the offices of the Whips, or parliamentary chiefs of the government party, whose task it is to see that the Government should always have the necessary voting strength in the House.


  The whole of the opposite side of Downing Street is occupied by the Foreign Office, from where England’s foreign policy is directed.


  Royal United Services Museum


  All the other Ministries are situated close-by, in more or less beautiful buildings, some of which, particularly those of recent origin, may be described as palaces. The face of Whitehall would have changed in the near future, had the Government decided to carry out the project for re-building it.


  The Whitehall which gave its name to the street, was once part of the Royal Palace of Westminster, which was built in 1622, and burned down 70 years later. Only the great Banquet Hall escaped destruction, and to-day constitutes the finest part of the Royal United Services Museum. The most interesting exhibits at the Museum are the reconstruction of historical events, such as the Battle of Trafalgar, the Indian Rebellion, and even the Battle of the Somme in the Great War.


  There are many other things in Whitehall that provide an impulse to the imagination. There is the huge building of the Admiralty, with its wireless mast. The Admiralty is in constant touch by radio with all ships of the navy, in whatever part of the world they may be.


  The Cenotaph


  In the middle of Whitehall, in solitary dignity and simplicity, stands the Cenotaph, a national memorial to those who fell in the War. There are always a few wreaths at the foot of this memorial. All men passing it raise their hats in homage to the dead. On the 11th November, on Armistice Day, a memorial service accompanied by military ceremonial is held at the Cenotaph. The King is usually present.


  And Scotland Yard, known at least by name to all readers of newspapers and detective stories, is also in Whitehall. London’s police headquarters, which, curiously enough, was built on a site originally reserved for an Opera House, takes its name from the small street in which it stands. But beyond a certain illusion which the name and fame of Scotland Yard has probably engendered in the visitor’s mind, there is nothing impressive about the building itself. It is a sombre, almost ramshackle building overcrowded with offices, and is rather small.


  Army Recruiting


  But now that we are here, there is something really interesting that we must not miss. Opposite Scotland Yard is the recruiting headquarters of the British Army. The countless coloured posters with which the walls are plastered, some of them depicting the attractions of military service with the aid of humorous drawings, and the peculiar competition that is apparent between the different sections of the Army, are most illuminating as regards the organisation of a non-conscript army. This friendly method of recruiting creates a strange impression, particularly on those who come from conscription countries.


  At the far end of Whitehall, the visitor faces the magnificent building of the Houses of Parliament, the highest expression of English public life.


  A few hundred yards from the centre of government is the peace and beauty of St. James’s Park, with its trees, flower beds and pond, a jewel of nature set amidst, and affording a comprehensive view of royal, military and political England. There is a little bridge in St. James’s Park, from which everything can be seen in perspective—and perspective lends enchantment even to that which is not beautiful in a close view. Viewed from here, Buckingham Palace, the outlines of the government offices, the slender towers of Westminster Palace, blend into a fascinating harmony, all the more fascinating because it has not been planned, but has developed accidentally, like a natural miracle.


  The Parks


  And this brings us once more to another world, the world of London’s parks. In other cities the parks are laid out artificially, as a spot of colour amidst a jungle of walls, without a life of their own, and with their character determined by the surrounding district. In London, which has more open spaces than any other city, the parks are nothing but a piece of nature preserved in the original state. Perhaps this is only possible in England, where the whole countryside looks like one vast park. In order to create a park, it is only necessary to fence round a piece of the countryside.


  Hyde Park


  That such open spaces have been preserved in the middle of the vast city, shows the wisdom of Londoners, whose heart is always in the country, and who have thus created for themselves the possiblity of returning to nature every now and then, even if only for a few minutes.


  Each of London’s parks has a different aspect. The most important in the life of London, is Hyde Park, which covers an area of 360 acres, and extends from Park Lane to Kensington Gardens, an adjacent park. As these two parks are contiguous, there is an apparently endless stretch of green in the middle of the city, which determines the character of London almost as much as its streets and squares.


  Hyde Park, which naturally has many beautiful and picturesque corners, is the resort of both the rich and mighty and the utterly destitute. Religion, politics, love and sport live together in peace in this vast area. For instance Rotten Row is only a few hundred yards from Marble Arch, but they represent two different worlds.


  Speakers’ Corner


  The Marble Arch corner of Hyde Park is the meeting place of those who have nothing to gain and nothing to lose. This is the famous and unique spot where open-air speakers, without special permission or interference from the police, hold impromptu meetings, at which they propound their views on any subject they happen to be interested in, from religion to morals and politics, and from a personal grievance to the value of roast frog’s legs as a cure for rheumatism. Representatives of every imaginable sect erect their platforms and hoist their banners here, proclaiming their message as the only cure for the ills of humanity.


  Jews and Negroes air their wrongs here; fanatical Communists preach Red Revolution against the Fascists dictators of the world, or demand assistance for the Spanish Government, their hoarse cries mingling with the shrill oratory of Fascist and anti-Socialist agitators who preach a contrary gospel. Nature cures or the epoch-making virtues of a new method of shorthand, are proclaimed with the same fiery enthusiasm as the teachings of the Buddha. Sometimes as many as forty or fifty speakers orate simultaneously, shouting themselves hoarse, answering questions, or arguing with hecklers. Anywhere else in the world this battle of words would degenerate into a battle of fists, and even knives, but here an almost parliamentary decorum is observed, even during a clash between the bitterest opponents. Marble Arch provides an enjoyable daily show for the unemployed, the idlers, and also for foreigners who come here to improve their knowledge of the English language.


  Rotten Row


  Rotten Row, on the opposite side of the Park, and also of the social scale, is the rendezvous of the “cream” of London Society from early morning to noon. Politicians, wearing the appropriate costume, aristocrats and their ladies, ride here on choice horses. Everybody who is anybody is there, to say nothing of the nobodies. Rotten Row is a daily exhibition of riding fashions and horsemanship, just as it was a century ago, and probably will be a century hence.


  A short distance from Rotten Row is the Serpentine, a large pond with swans, rowing boats, and even an open-air swimming bath, which the English with unconscious humour call the “Lido”. Many London motorists stop their cars on the banks of the Serpentine and spend an hour or two in enjoyable idleness, ladies and gentlemen sitting in their closed cars and staring into nothingness as only Englishmen can.


  Hyde Park also has a pond for those who like to play with miniature sailing and motor boats. Here you can see grown men engaging in boat races with their model boats, or spending many days on end with mysterious experiments.


  In another corner there is a bowling green, where the ancient English game of bowls is played by men in appropriate uniform, consisting of a straw hat and rolled-up shirt sleeves. Football and miniature golf are also played in Hyde Park.


  Chairs


  You can walk in Hyde Park for three miles without returning to the same spot. The paths run between stretches of ever-green grass, and sometimes you can see flocks of sheep grazing over it, guarded by clever little sheep-dogs, just like in the heart of the country. The presence of the sheep is explained by the fact that sheep improve the land over which they graze by providing natural manure and also by stamping down the soil, and it is in accordance with an old tradition that Hyde Park is let for grazing. However, the presence of the sheep does not worry the thousands of people lying on the grass or sitting in deck chairs all over the Park.


  The green deck chairs are supplied to all the big London parks by the same concern. A twopenny ticket entitles visitors to the Park, to use any deck chair that happens to be free, and to change from one to another as often as he likes. The uncomfortable steel chairs are available on the same terms.


  “Pram Parade”


  In some parts of Hyde Park there is a “perambulator parade” every morning, when the younger generation of English Society are taken for their airing by English, Chinese and even Negro nurses, sometimes under the eyes of a proud mother. Latterly, Hyde Park has also been the scene of birthday parties. On such occasions a long table is laid in the open bearing, in addition to other good things, the inevitable birthday cake, decorated with the number of candles corresponding to the age of the child. It is here that Father and Mother, amid the envious glances of the little guests, hand over the mysterious box or bag containing their birthday presents.


  It is characteristic of the tact and good manners of the English that although all this takes place in public, it would never occur to passers-by to intrude upon the privacy of such a family event by any exhibition of curiosity.


  The Temple of Love


  Hyde Park reminds one of the idyllic pleasures of a seaside resort when, during the summer, the military band of the Guards is performing in the Music Pavilion, generally to a large audience reclining comfortably in deck chairs. Apart from their band, the Guards, with their bright red coats, provide an enlivening splash of colour to Hyde Park. At dusk they appear in their hundreds, attracting the admiring glances of the girls.


  For Hyde Park is also, so to speak, a Temple of Love. Here, “in the lap of nature” the modesty and reserve which is otherwise characteristic of the English, and which governs their conduct even between four walls, seems to lose its force, and after nightfall Cupid holds undisputed sway. The Hyde Park police, who have a separate station within the park, have a difficult task when, towards midnight, just before the gates are closed, they have to remind the courting couples of this fact.


  Yes, the most characteristic thing about Hyde Park is the fact that everyone here may do what he likes, without interference from others.


  Mirror of English Life


  Hyde Park is more than a park—it is a mirror of the whole of English life, by which the changes in its own life are determined; but fundamentally Hyde Park always remains the same—like England herself.


  We have dealt with Hyde Park in some detail not only because it holds so many novel impressions for the foreign visitor, but also because owing to its enormous size and central position it is bound to attract his especial interest, and, unfortunately, we have had to do this at the expense of the other big parks, with which we can only deal briefly. Unfortunately, because, as we have said, each of these parks has a character of its own, and is of immense importance to the population of the district in which it is situated.


  It is perhaps not generally known that London’s parks are, in a sense, graded according to “rank.” The most beautiful of them belong to the Crown, while others are administered by the city, and a large number, particularly of the newer parks, are under the authority of the London County Council, the body by which greater London is governed.


  Kensington Gardens


  Kensington Gardens is perhaps the most “royal” of the Royal Parks. Although is is contiguous to Hyde Park, it is subject to very different regulations from its great neighbour. As both Hyde Park and Kensington Gardens belong to the Crown, the special position of the latter is one of those mysteries of London that no one is able to penetrate completely. Probably the stricter regulations of Kensington Gardens date from the time when Kensington Palace was still a royal residence. The Palace was acquired by William III from the Earl of Nottingham, and was a favourite residence of many royal personages. William III, Queen Mary, Queen Anne, her Consort, Prince George of Denmark, and George II all died in this modest red brick building, and it was here that Queen Victoria was born.


  The Albert Memorial


  Not far from the Palace is the Albert Memorial, which we have already mentioned, and which was erected in 1872, at the express wish of Queen Victoria. The memorial cost £120,000, and took twenty years to complete.


  Whereas Hyde Park is a colourful, democratic place, Kensington Gardens breathes exclusiveness. This exclusiveness arises not from any special regulations, but solely from the peculiar sequestration of the social classes in England, which applies just as much in the downward as in the upward direction. Particularly in recent years, Kensington Gardens has acquired a considerable social importance, its tea house, which for many years had led a modest existence, having suddenly come into the fashion. English Society people have acquired the habit of having their tea, and even their lunch and dinner, at this open-air restaurant, thus bringing about a minor social revolution, for nowhere else in London is there any open-air restaurant of any importance. However, a further development of social activity in Kensington Gardens is rendered impossible by the strict regulations, which decree a comparatively early closing hour.


  Green Park—St. James’s Park


  There is a whole chain of parks in the area between Kensington Palace and Trafalgar Square, for in addition to Kensington Gardens and Hyde Park, there is, within a short distance from the busy Hyde Park Corner, the Green Park with its rural atmosphere, which is adjoined by St. James’s Park, a miracle of garden design. Its five-acre pond, its rock gardens and romantic corners give the impression of a well-tended private park.


  Regent’s Park


  The largest of London’s parks is Regent’s Park, which stretches from Marylebone Road to Primrose Hill, and is the recreation ground of an immense residential district. Its fields and flower beds cover an area of 553 acres. It includes the famous Zoological and Botanical Gardens. The former is one of the largest and best stocked zoos in the world, and is visited each year by hundreds of thousands of people. But the general character of Regent’s Park is determined at least to the same extent as its lay-out, by the symmetrical circle of aristocratic dwellings (built by Nash) which almost entirely encloses it.


  The attractions of Regent’s Park include the open-air Shakespearean performance given in summer, boating facilities on a natural river, and a number of cricket grounds, where the English practise with a touching application the great national game, which must forever remain a mystery to the foreign mentality.


  Hampstead Heath, a vast natural park, is in the centre of a good middle-class residential district, and is regarded by Londoners as the nearest excursion-resort where the illusion that they are in the country, far from the madding crowd of urban civilisation, is really possible. On August Bank Holiday Hampstead Heath is invaded by vast crowds of people for the traditional Bank Holiday Fair.


  Battersea Park and Victoria Park, and many other parks of various sizes, have the same importance for their respective districts, and although they are situated in working-class districts, they are no less carefully tended than the parks in the most exclusive districts.


  The Commons


  The so-called commons, vast stretches of grass-covered land which are the perpetual property of the community and must never be built upon, are a blessing to the children of London. The commons may be described with more justification as the lungs of London than the parks.


  Mention of Battersea Park, which is situated South of the Thames, may perhaps remind the reader that we have hardly mentioned this part of London. However, this omission is justified, for unless the visitor is interested in the industrial establishments of South London, or wishes to see the huge County Hall, the administrative headquarters of the London County Council, or Lambeth Palace, the London residence of the Archbishop of Canterbury, he will have nothing to do South of the Thames. At the same time as we have already mentioned when dealing with London’s museums, this part of the city also has a few interesting collections. Further, the visitor who wishes to gain an insight into the lives of the masses may like to visit such places as the Old Kent Road and the Elephant and Castle. The latter, incidentally, boasts the largest cinema in the whole of England.


  The Markets


  Talking about the life of the masses reminds us of London’s markets. The Caledonian Market, London’s “rag fair,” has become world famous. Markets are held twice a week, on Tuesdays and Fridays, and in addition to old clothes and sundry rejects of middle-class homes, it is still possible to find worth-while bargains in Caledonian Market. It has been and still remains, the happy hunting ground of collectors of every possible—and impossible—kind of thing, though it must be said that nowadays really valuable antiques find their way to Caledonian Market less and less frequently.


  Covent Garden


  In contrast with the decay that Caledonian Market represents, Covent Garden is the symbol of everything that is wholesome and fresh. Covent Garden is London’s central fruit and vegetable market, and is easily accessible from any part of the West End. The Market adjoins Covent Garden Opera House and, not unnaturally, many a paradoxical impression may be gathered here, particularly late at night, when the operatic performance comes to a close, and the Market is just beginning to bestir itself for next morning’s business.


  Covent Garden is the wholesale market, and presents nothing that could be called romantic, but it is nevertheless well worth visiting. Fruit and vegetables from practically every country in the world arrive here daily, and are massed in a colourful, fragrant array before being distributed all over England.


  In Whitechapel, Soho, and other parts, there are street markets, each of which reflects the character of the district. The colourfulness, movement and animation of these street markets contrast strongly with the dignified reserve of English business life in general.


  Billingsgate, Smithfield


  London has no central market hall, like, for instance, Paris, but each of the specialised wholesale markets is impressive in its own way. There is, for instance, Billingsgate, London’s chief fish market, and Smithfield, London’s meat market. Both are strikingly interesting, though not on account of any peculiarity of costume or romantic location, but solely on account of the colossal mass of the goods they handle as the larders of the biggest city in the world.


  London University


  We have endeavoured to guide the reader to some points of the labyrinth of London, but we are naturally unable to guide him everywhere, and there are many more interesting aspects of London that the visitor must discover for himself. For instance, London also has a University City which, though not so compact as the University districts of many other seats of learning, nevertheless occupies, by reason of the number and excellence of its Colleges, a leading place in the academic field even in the international sense. Then there are nooks and corners in London, sometimes close to the most modern thoroughfares, which have retained their rural character. Near Brompton Road and Campden Hill, as well as in Hammersmith and Hampstead, there are fascinating little cottages containing only two or three rooms, standing proudly in the very shadow of vast modern palaces. On the other hand there are also large country houses with park-like gardens in the middle of the city, and there are also slums reflecting the most revolting degree of destitution. And all this may be found side by side.


  THE CORONATION


  1937 is Coronation Year. This applies not only to London, or the British Empire, for the whole world will participate in this great event. As is known, the 12th of May was fixed as the date of his Coronation by the wish of Edward VIII. The calm and sensible solution of the constitutional crisis which led to the abdication of the former king, has made it possible to carry out the original Coronation programme with but few alterations, and even the date has not been changed. And during the anxious days of waiting for Edward VIII’s decision preparations for the great event were continued on the same scale as before, as though nothing had happened.


  Significance of Coronation


  This fact shows, on the one hand, the wonderful self-discipline of the British people, and, on the other hand, the firm hold which the institution of monarchy has on this country. The Coronation itself does not possess the same constitutional significance as in some other countries. The King of England is the rightful ruler of the Empire from the moment of his accession, when this is proclaimed amid traditional formalities, and the King takes the oath. Thus to-day the Coronation, apart from its religious significance, is mainly a symbolic and ceremonial act.


  It will be gathered from this that the real meaning of the Coronation centres not so much in the person of the King as in the ideal of monarchy. That is why it has been possible, without any particular complications, to transfer to King George VI. in the Coronation the role originally destined for his brother.


  World Interest


  Although the character of the world interest in the Coronation has changed; since the former king was far better known internationally than King George VI, it has lost nothing in intensity. On the contrary, the fact that the ceremony is now to include the crowning of a Queen, adds both attractiveness and splendour to the Coronation. The Peeresses, the wives of the Dukes, Earls, Viscounts and Barons will now have to wear, in addition to their ceremonial robes, the coronets corresponding to their respective ranks.


  In addition, the accession of George VI meant a return to tradition, so that the historical pomp of the Coronation will be fully maintained. Another circumstance which will add to the interest of the Coronation—and to the pleasure of the fortunate millions who will be in London at that date—concerns the past which the two young princesses, Princess Elizabeth and Princess Margaret Rose will play in the Coronation. Their participation in the historic pageantry will introduce a homely note into the proceedings. Further, it has been decided that, contrary to tradition, the Queen Mother, widow of the late King George V, shall be present at the Coronation of her son.


  In addition to the two English Queens, there will be a number of foreign royalties present, including, among others, Princess Juliana with her husband, Prince Bernhard von Lippe-Biesterfield, representing the Queen of Holland. Military delegations from all the British Dominions and Colonies, representatives of the Dominion Governments, and exotic princes, including the fabulously rich India Maharajahs, will provide a living illustration of the might and majesty of the British Empire.


  Although the principal event of Coronation year will naturally be the Coronation itself in Westminster Abbey, and the brilliant procession connected with it, there will be a long series of festivals and social events before and after the Coronation, which will keep London in festive array from the end of April until the late autumn.


  Jubilant Abandon


  None but those who know the mentality of the English masses can possibly realise to what extent the great event will effect the whole life of the city during those weeks and months. No people lead, in ordinary circumstances, a calmer and more ordered existence than the English, and—perhaps for that very reason—no people is capable of celebrating with such passionate enthusiasm, with such jubilant abandon, an important festive event. Although for reasons governed by etiquette, tradition and considerations of space, comparatively few people will be present at the ceremony itself and the receptions associated with it, the great masses of the British people will feel that they, too, are participating in the historic event which symbolises the greatness of their country.


  Even in the year 1935, during the Silver Jubilee of King George V, which was celebrated on a far more modest scale than will be the Coronation, the change in the aspect of London, as well as in the attitude of its population, was nothing less than miraculous. Quite apart from the individual events, there was the all-day and all-night procession of beflagged private cars, the endless stream of festive crowds through floodlit streets, and the jubilant mood of all classes of people, which for many days made London into the gayest city on earth. All this will be intensified a hundredfold during the Coronation period, and the Govermnent and municipal authorities, as well as the heads of private establishments of all kinds, have been feverishly preparing for months past to make a Mecca of joy during those weeks.


  Calendar of Functions


  In view of the multiplicity and variety of the events scheduled in London for the spring and summer, it would be impossible to compile a complete programme, and we give here only a list of the official events:


  May 5th and 6th Reception by Their Majesties at Buckingham Palace.


  
    
      	May 10th

      	Arrival of representatives, ambassadors, and deputations from the Dominions, Colonies and foreign countries. The same evening; a great State banquet in Buckingham Palace.
    


    
      	May 11th

      	Dominion Premiers, Indian representatives, and Colonial deputations will present to Their Majesties an address of homage. This will be followed by a lunch in honour of the Empire representatives. In the evening, Their Majesties, together with a number of other distinguished guests, will be entertained to dinner by the Duke of Gloucester, the King’s brother.
    


    
      	May 12th

      	The Date of the Coronation which, together with the associated events, will last from early morning till late at night.
    


    
      	May 13th

      	State banquet in Buckingham Palace.
    


    
      	May 14th

      	The King and Queen will be guests at a dinner given in their honour by Mr. Anthony Eden, the Foreign Secretary. The dinner will be followed by a ball at Buckingham Palace.
    


    
      	May 15th

      	Reception and departure of the foreign deputation.
    


    
      	May 19th

      	The King and Queen will drive in procession to the City, where they will be entertained to lunch by the Lord Mayor at the Guildhall.
    


    
      	May 30th

      	Naval review at Spithead, in which all the available units of the British Fleet, ships of Britain’s Merchant Fleet, and battleships of a number of foreign countries—France, Germany, Italy—will participate.
    


    
      	May 24th

      	Their Majesties will take part in an Empire Day Service at St. Paul’s Cathedral.
    


    
      	May 25th

      	Prime Minister’s dinner at 10, Downing Street, at which Their Majesties will be present.
    


    
      	May 26th

      	Birthday of Queen Mary. Ball at Buckingham Palace.
    


    
      	May 27th

      	Reception of the London County Council at County Hall, which Their Majesties will attend.
    


    
      	May 28th

      	Levee at St. James’s Palace, which will be attended by diplomats, high Government officials, judges, officers, etc.
    


    
      	June 9th

      	Official celebration of the King’s birthday. Trooping of the Colour at the Horse Guards Parade.
    


    
      	June 10th and 11th

      	Investiture. (Actual conferment of honours, such as knighthoods, etc.)
    


    
      	June 22nd

      	Another levee at St. James’s Palace. In the afternoon, garden-party at Buckingham Palace.
    


    
      	June 27th

      	Parade of ex-service men before the King.
    


    
      	July 1st

      	Reception at Buckingham Palace, at which debutantes will be introduced, as the previous two courts.
    


    
      	July 5th to 12th

      	Their Majesties will visit Scotland.
    


    
      	July 14th and 15th

      	Their Majesties will visit Wales.
    


    
      	July 22nd

      	Garden-party at Buckingham Palace.
    

  


  The above are only the official functions in which Their Majesties will participate. But, in addition, there will be an endless series of functions of various kinds, for the young and for the various social classes.


  However, the greatest show of the Coronation period will be the Procession to and from Westminster Abbey on the 12th of May. It will probably be the most brilliant spectacle of the present age. It is expected that the route of the procession will be lined by at least a million people. The vast majority will naturally have to be content with standing places, and, as usual in London, the crowds will occupy various points of vantage the previous evening, equipped with folding chairs, cushions, thermos flasks and food. They will be arriving throughout the night, and the scene along the route of the procession will be enlivened by the cries and chatter of hosts of street vendors offering programmes, emblems, sweets and other things. By the morning, when the troops of various regiments arrive in their gala uniforms to form a miles long cordon, the area between the Royal Palace and the Abbey will be one vast sea of gay and expectant humanity.


  The Stands


  For some 85,000 persons the Government is providing seats on wooden structures that are being erected along the whole route. Some of these seats will be reserved for members of the Diplomatic Corps, Members of Parliament and other official persons, while some thousands of them will be occupied by children. The remaining seats will be allotted to various organisations, but none will be sold to individuals.


  Other Accommodation


  Those who cannot be accommodated on the platforms and refuse to stand, can obtain seats in one of the buildings along the route. All the shops, restaurants and offices in the vicinity are making arrangements to accommodate spectators, and even the windows of private dwellings will be filled with spectators on the great day. Special concerns have been formed to sell such seats, in addition to the established travel agencies and theatre ticket bureaux. Offer of seats may be found in the advertising columns of the morning papers, like the Times, Daily Telegraph and Morning Post.


  With the approach of the great day prices are rising higher and higher, a considerable part of the accommodation having been bought up by speculators. It would be impossible to give any definite idea of the price of a seat, as there are enormous day to day fluctuations. However, it is certain that no seat can be obtained under £5, and even that would be on the fourth or fifth floor of a building at some distance from the procession route, affording only a bird’s-eye view of the procession. The highest price for a single seat is about £50, and it makes little difference that this includes breakfast and lunch.


  Some letters even provide alcoholic refreshment and facilities for listening in to the proceedings. Originally it was intended to televise the procession to the masses of people who could not see it. The plan was approved by Edward VIII, but has been cancelled after the accession of George VI.


  Some Prices


  A great many people form into parties, and rent jointly a room affording a good view of the procession. A balcony in Regent Street, with space for thirty people, and a room behind it, has been offered for £600. Two rooms with large windows at Charing Cross have been valued at £350. If you wish to acquire even a moderately good single seat, you must be prepared to pay anything from £15 to £25. However, before renting a seat you are advised to study the route carefully and, if possible, test the accommodation itself.


  The Procession


  The route of the procession will be as follows:


  To the Abbey:


  West and North Side of Victoria Memorial—The Mall—Admiralty Arch—South side of Trafalgar Square—Whitehall—East and South side of Parliament Square—Broad Sanctuary—West Entrance of the Abbey.


  From the Abbey:


  Broad Sanctuary—West—and North side of Parliament Square—Bridge Street—Victoria Embankment—Northumberland Avenue—South side of Trafalgar Square—Cockspur Street—Pall Mall—St. James’s Street—Piccadilly—West side of Piccadilly Circus—Regent Street—Oxford Circus—Oxford Street—Marble Arch, and through Centre Gate opposite into Hyde Park—East carriage road in Hyde Park—Hyde Park Corner—Constitution Hill—North, East and South side of Victoria Memorial—Buckingham Palace.


  London in Festive Garb


  Naturally, all these parts will be decorated, just as the whole of London will be in festive garb. Some Borough Councils have appointed special Commissions to make the street decorations as impressive and artistic as possible. Some individual streets, like Regent Street and Bond Street, have created their own organisations for the purpose. There is keen rivalry between the large hotels and department stores, each of which intends to make a striking contribution to the colourful scene.


  Brilliant Ceremony


  But the most brilliant and colourful show will naturally be at the Abbey itself. Owing to the limited accommodation in the ancient Church, only a comparatively small number of people, privileged by their rank or official capacity, will be present at the actual coronation. The number of seats available will be 7,700—700 more than at the Coronation of King George V.


  There will be about 1,500 peers and peeresses, all wearing the robes and coronets appropriate to their rank. A thousand seats have been reserved for Members of Parliament and their wives. Forty other categories will be represented, including the Dominion Governments, the Diplomatic Corps, baronets, the various Orders, Members of the Privy Council, Judges, Scientific bodies, Guilds, etc. It is hardly necessary to say that admission to the Abbey cannot be purchased with money. Also, the participants are commanded to attend and are not at liberty to stay away.


  The peers and peeresses will sit on chairs upholstered with gold embroidered blue velvet. Their Majesties will walk into the Church over the blue carpet, 173 feet long and 17 feet wide, woven in one piece. The floor of the actual scene of the Coronation, the so-called Coronation Theatre, of which the Sanctuary and Edward the Confessor’s Chapel forms part, will be covered with a specially made golden carpet. The big curtains at the entrance to the chapel will also be made of gold tissue.


  The privileged spectators in the Abbey will have to be in their places at 9 a.m., and will probably not leave the Church before 3 p.m. The ceremony itself will last from two and a half to three hours, and will be the same as that carried out at the Coronation of the Kings of England centuries ago. The rôle of the various dignitaries who are privileged to perform even a small act in the ceremony, such as handing the King his glove, or holding one of the insignia, has been determined by a special court, the co-called Court of Claims.


  Arrival at Abbey


  In front of the Abbey the King and Queen will be received by the Archbishop of Canterbury, the Archbishop of York and other Church dignitaries. The Princes and Princesses of the Royal Family, and the members of foreign Royal Families, will join the procession in front of the Abbey.


  The King will be crowned with the Crown of St. Edward, while a special crown is being made, which will be set with the finest diamonds in the world, including the famous Koh-i-Noor. The Coronation ceremony is full of symbolic details rooted in English history, in which various high dignitaries play an almost dramatic rôle. At the conclusion the tension of the spectator is relieved in the cry, “God Save the King.” The sounding of fanfares and the thunder of guns from the Tower will then proclaim to the world that King George VI and Queen Elizabeth have been crowned.


  Naturally, an event of this magnitude will attract thousands of visitors to London, but adequate arrangements have been made to make accommodation available whatever the number of visitors may be. Although the large hotels are all entirely sold out, there are still plenty of rooms to be had at the countless medium and small hotels and boarding houses. If all this should prove inefficient, than a central bureau will direct visitors to private houses with rooms to let.


  Floating Hotels


  Some ten thousand visitors will be accommodated in “floating hotels” on the Thames, fifteen big English and foreign steamers having secured berthing points between Greenwich and Gravesend and London Bridge. In addition to the English ships, there will be Dutch, Polish, American and Scandinavian vessels of a tonnage varying between fifteen and twenty thousands. Facilities will be provided to enable the visitors to reach the centre of the City at any time of the day or night. In addition to the large vessels, a number of yachts will also be stationed along the Thames.


  Train Hotels


  One of the English railway companies has equipped a “hotel train,” composed of fifty-two compartments with accommodation for eight passengers each. The train will be standing at a suburban station for a week, and will serve as a dormitory for the lucky 416 people. Special traffic arrangements have been made, and visitors will be able to stay at places 50 or 60 miles away without inconvenience, as fast trains between these places and the Capital will be available at short intervals.


  For weeks London, particularly at night, will present a magnificent spectacle. The authorities, in conjunction with large private concerns, have made arrangements to provide illumination on an unprecedented scale. The most imposing buildings will be floodlighted; the Thames Embankment, the Houses of Parliament, the Shell building, and many others, will be bathed in brilliant light, and will present a spectacle which alone would justify a visit to London.


  The Opera Season


  As we have said, the Coronation Season will extend far into the autumn, and all the usual spring and summer events will assume a special festive character, quite apart from the large number of events which will not be repeated.


  May will see the beginning of the International Opera Season at Covent Garden, one of the greatest attractions not only in the musical, but also in the social sense. In addition to Sir Thomas Beecham, the most famous foreign conductors will conduct; the greatest German, Italian and other foreign stars will sing; and the boxes and stalls will be occupied by members of the Royal Family, the aristocracy and foreign visitors, presenting a gorgeous scene that cannot be matched anywhere else in the world. The season will last till June 30th.


  Stratford


  Thousands of people will make a pilgrimage to Stratford-on-Avon, where, in the vicinity of the birthplace of William Shakespeare, the greatest dramatist of all time, a Festival Season of his plays will be given from May till September.


  The Mozart Festival begins on May 19th at Glynde-bourne, near Brighton. In the intimate atmosphere of an aristocratic country house musical performances of the highest perfection will be given.


  On July 1st begins, at the Covent Garden Opera House, the season of the world-famous Russian Ballet, which will last a whole month, and will bear a brilliant festive character similar to the opera season.


  Another Festival Play Season will take place in Malvern, Worcestershire, from July 26th till August 21st.


  The Theatres


  Naturally, all the London theatres are ready to participate in the Coronation Season in a worthy manner. C. B. Cochran, André Charlot and Ivor Novello all have Coronation Revues in preparation.


  The Overseas League for Coronation visitors has been founded to collaborate with the Royal Empire Society in entertaining overseas visitors. These bodies have appointed a Reception Committee, through which their good offices can be taken advantage of.


  On Tuesday, May 4th, Lord and Lady Londonderry will hold a great evening reception at the famous Londonderry House.


  On May 15th, the Duke and Duchess of Sutherland will give a garden-party at Sutton Place, near Guildford.


  On May 19th there will be a reception at the headquarters of the British Broadcasting Corporation in honour of 250 overseas visitors.


  On May 28th the members of the Zoological Society will give a dinner in the floodlighted Zoo.


  On May 29th Lord and Lady Salisbury will give a garden party in Hatfield.


  On June 3rd the Dean and Chapter of Westminster Abbey will offer a concert to overseas visitors, at which the new organ of the Abbey will be played.


  The date of a reception to be held by the Masters at Eton is not known at the time of going to press.


  Aldershot Tattoo


  Of the more usual events we can only mention the most important. The world-famous military display, the Aldershot Tattoo, will take place this year on a particularly festive scale. The proceedings will be rendered unique by searchlight effects. Thousands of soldiers of the various arms will participate in historical costume. The Tattoo will be given from June 9th to 12th, and from June 15th to 19th, and from July 1st to 3rd and from July 6th to 10th.


  This year the displays will be given as a Coronation Tattoo, with scenery representing Old London as the background. The content of the display will be homage to the newly crowned King and Emperor. The Tattoo will commence with a procession of the flags of the Dominions, Colonies and Possessions to pay homage to the national flag. The final scene will be a representation of the banners and life-guards of all the Kings of England, from William the Conqueror to George VI. Modern mechanised troops will also participate, side by side with scenes of Cromwell’s army, and of the battles of the Duke of Wellington. Among the many musical performances included in the Tattoo, the visitor will perhaps be most interested in the “pipe band” of the Highlanders.


  About 7,000 soldiers will participate in the individual scenes, the size of the natural stage being 11 acres. There will be seating accommodation for 77,500 people.


  The Royal Naval, Military and Air Force Tournament, which will take place between May 27th and June 12th at Olympia, will be particularly impressive this year. The International Horse Show is scheduled to take place between June 17th and 26th, also at Olympia.


  One of the most interesting annual events is the Royal Air Force Display at Hendon, in which all types of military aircraft participate. This year the display will be given on June 26th.


  An artistic and social event is the great annual exhibition of the Royal Academy. This year it will be open from May 3rd till August 2nd.


  Historic Pageant


  If you like to witness historic scenes in an appropriate setting, you must go to Windsor on June 14th, when a meeting of the Most Noble Order of the Garter will take place there, beginning with a wonderful procession, in which the King and the Knights of the Garter, wearing the uniform of the Order, will participate. The only two lady members of the Order, Queen Mary and Queen Elizabeth, will also join in the procession, wearing gorgeous dark blue velvet cloaks embroidered with the coat of arms of the Order, and the wide-brimmed black Garter hat with ostrich and heron plumes. After a service at St. George’s Chapel, which will be celebrated with all the pomp of past centuries, His Majesty will entertain the Knights at a banquet in St. George’s Hall.


  Royal Ascot


  Ascot Races, which is not only a sporting event but also one of the most important social events in the world, will represent a transition to sporting events. This year’s Ascot promises to be the greatest Royal Ascot of all time. It will last from June 15th to 18th. The King and Queen will, during this time, reside at Windsor Castle, while members of the English aristocracy will be staying at their castles and mansions in the neighbourhood. On each of the four evenings Their Majesties will give a banquet, at which the King and the Royal Princes will wear the particularly magnificent Windsor uniform.


  Their Majesties, the Duke and Duchess of Gloucester, the Duke and Duchess of Kent, will be at the races every day. The Royal Family will drive to the course in famous open carriages drawn by Windsor Greys, and the races will be opened by a procession of the royal carriages round the course. The Royal Enclosure, admission to which is by individual invitation from the Lord Chamberlain, will contain the most prominent figures, and the most famous beauties of English society. Ascot is also an international fashion parade of a unique character.


  Epsom Races


  Epsom Races are of an entirely different character—an event for the masses. The vast crowds at Epsom, gay, colourful and essentially good-natured, reflect a typically British state of mind as it manifests itself on festive occasions. The “pearlies” (whose clothes are almost entirely covered with mother-of-pearl buttons) are there with their families, and sell “sure tips” with the same persuasive eloquence as the gipsies who, with their covered wagons, congregate here from all over the country.


  Entertainment is provided not only by the races but also by a vast fair, with all the usual booths and shows.


  A striking phenomenon is the hundreds of small bookmakers who, with the assistance of a clerk, offer their odds in bitter rivalry. The clerks stand on a car, or some other elevation, and signal to their masters from the distance after a code that suggests intense excitement, but otherwise conveys nothing to the uninitiated. Naturally, society has reserved places at Epsom too, but the Derby days are nevertheless an almost purely sporting event and do not compete with Ascot.


  Coronation Cup


  A characteristic side of Epsom Races is the fact that they are visited by entire families, who arrive by every possible and impossible conveyance, heavily equipped with picnic baskets and thermos flasks. Luxury cars, motor lorries, crowded buses and horse carriages, are all to be seen at Epsom. The latter include picturesque stage coaches.


  The principal event, of course, is the Derby, the most famous race in the world, which this year will take place on June 2nd. On June 3rd a special race, the Coronation Cup, will be run. The Oaks will be run on June 4th.


  What Ascot and Epsom are to racing, Wimbledon, a residential district south of the Thames, is to tennis. At the English Championship, contests and the Davis Cup games, tennis lovers from all over the world congregate, and in addition to the excitement of the games the human scene is also striking. The English Championships are competed for by the best European and Overseas players. They will take place between June 21st and July 3rd. The Davis Cup competition will be played on July 17th, 19th and 20th, then July 24th, 26th and 27th.


  Henley and Cowes


  Henley and Cowes are place-names that are well known all over the world. Henley is a beautifully situated town on the Thames, between London and Oxford. Henley Regatta takes place between June 30th and July 3rd. Many visitors rent some of the old houses in Henley for the Regatta, and during. Regatta Week the otherwise quiet town is all colour, gaiety and animation.


  Cowes, Isle of Wight, which is easily accessible from all the South Coast resorts, and is also connected with London by a regular air service, has become famous for its exclusive Regatta, in which the late King George V usually participated with his yacht. Cowes Week is from August 2nd to 7th, and is an important social event.


  Cricket, the English national game, plays an immensely important part in the, summer. The game is played and watched with equal enthusiasm by young and old. The Eton and Harrow match, which is played at Lord’s Cricket Ground, St. John’s Wood, on July 9th and 10th, shows the immense importance that is attached to cricket in England. The spectators include not only the young sisters of the players but also the older generation of Eton and Harrow “boys,” who sometimes appear with their whole families.


  Cricket


  In June this year the New Zealand cricketers will come to England for the Tests, which will last till August, and will be followed with immense interest by the whole of England. The Australian lady cricketers will arrive somewhat later.


  Other sporting events include the University Athletic Championships on May 14th and 15th, and English Championships on May 16th and 17th.


  The Chess Congress at Blackpool in which the leading English and foreign masters will participate, is one of the most important events in the chess world.


  Other Sports


  England, being essentially a sporting country, facilities for indulging in or watching all kinds of sports are available to all. For instance, there are so many golf courses in all parts of the country that the total number is practically incalculable. There are courses within London, as for instance at Holland Park, while Richmond, Surrey, has municipal courses, which are accessible at low fees to everyone. However, the countless golf clubs in and around London welcome visitors, and accept temporary members. The golf course of the Royal Automobile Club is one of the many that is available to visitors on such terms.


  Polo is played on the courses of the Ranelagh and Hurlingham Clubs, both near London and easily accessible.


  As regards tennis courts, too, London is probably ahead of any other city in the world. Many suburban hotels have their own grass or hard courts. There are also tennis courts at some of the parks, as at Regent’s Park, Richmond and Battersea Parks.


  Riding


  Richmond Park, the more distant Windsor Great Park, and Wimbledon Common, are also open for riding, though the most popular riding course is Rotten Row in Hyde Park, where hundreds of riders congregate in the early morning. Horses may be hired from one of the many riding schools at a cost of 5s. or 6s. per hour.


  Oarsmen with modest requirements may row in Regent’s Park or Hyde Park, but those with more exacting requirements must go to one of the many places along the Thames. There are some fine resorts between London and Oxford, at all of which boats can be had for hire. Punting is a typical English variety of this sport.


  Swimming


  Swimming is the one sport for which there are few facilities in London, though in recent years the position has improved by the creation of new swimming pools. Of the municipal swimming baths we mention those in Marshall Street, near Oxford Circus, Porchester Hall, near Paddington, and the Baths near Victoria station. The largest swimming pool is at Wembley Stadium. This, as well as the swimming pool at Richmond, is in winter converted into an ice rink.


  Open-air swimming baths will also be found in places near London, like the beautiful Surbiton Lagoon. A recent development are the pools at the so-called roadhouses, some of which are luxurious wayside hotels. Roadhouses will be found on every road leading out of London. Some have swimming pools with artificially heated water. Most road houses are open all night. The largest of them include those of the Ace of Spades Petrol Company on the Great West Road and on the Kingston by-pass.


  Although the Thames, beyond London, where bathing is possible, is not very wide, there are some charming spots, as at Shepperton, where you can bathe and sun-bathe in peace.


  But the Londoner’s real “bathing pool” is the sea, which can be reached in about an hour at Southend, Brighton, and many other attractive places.


  


  
    SHOPPING IN LONDON


    By H. PEARL ADAM

  


  IT is a mistake to suppose that it was Napoleon who first said, if indeed he ever said, that the English were a nation of shopkeepers. The history of the phrase can be traced; for many years before Napoleon could possibly have known anything about England it was used by Englishmen about the English, and by no means always in an opprobrious sense.


  The Interest of Shopping


  As shopkeepers the English have behind them more varied resources than perhaps any other nation has yet been able to claim. One cannot even except ancient Rome, or the wonderful bazaars of the East, the romantic argosies laden with strange products, of which we read in the Arabian Nights. All the adventures of Sindbad, all the discoveries of Columbus, and the whole range of progress in science, which has made easier the transport of goods, the manufacture of goods, the discovery of raw material and the methods of bringing it within the use of man, have tended to make shopping one of the interesting occupations of the world. Economic stress has sharpened the tastes of the shopper, no less than of the producers and the salesman; so that now the thing is a fine art, an instrument which will answer to the right touch.


  London as Shopping Centre


  London is a splendid centre in which to exercise this talent. It presents to the visitor, at first sight, the countenance worn by almost any foreign city. That is to say, it displays along the thoroughfares certain to be traversed by visitors all the wares it thinks those visitors will like. These are not necessarily those which appeal to people of individual taste, but they are perfectly sound wares for the week-ender, or the ten-day visitor, who has but little time to explore the enchanting avenues which open on every side to the shopper who has more time in which to make purchases.


  The first thing to do, for those who wish to buy to the best effect in London, is to realise how much history and romance lie behind all the merchandise displayed. Neither Baghdad nor Damascus did better. Even the situation of a retail shop to-day has some significance.


  Grouping of Firms


  There is a tendency for sellers of one particular thing to gather together in one spot. This has always been the case. It is not any native relationship between the workers which has put tea in Mincing Lane, drapery in Hounds-ditch, herbalists in Bucklersbury, and Jewish firms in Lothbury; it is the convenience of grouping. You might think that one draper would want to keep away from another draper; but the direct opposite is the case.


  Wholesale merchants in old days gathered together because of the ease with which delivery could be made on the one hand, and buyers could collect on the other. Nowadays the same thing is seen in the retail trade. Transport has become easy. Any firm worth its salt can collect the best of the wares in which it deals, and the old wholesale thoroughfares like Mincing Lane have been replaced by shopping districts that have an ever-increasing public which can with ever-increasing ease transport itself from its home, whether a mansion in the country or a flat in the suburbs, to its chosen centre of shopping.


  A Bird’s-eye View of London Shops


  Those who take a bird’s-eye view of London can see how saddlers congregate in St. Martin’s Lane; motor-cars (successors to carriages) in Long Acre; auctioneers and picture-dealers in St. James’s; and all of them tending to move westward, till we have motor-cars in Great Portland Street and St. James’s Street.


  You can take another view of London. You can try and divide it into a map of its own interests. The rich in Mayfair and St. James’s; artists in Chelsea (oil and colourmen, picture-frames, and the makers of the picture which require these); the theatre-world of Shaftesbury Avenue (with costumes, band instruments; and, it may be added, the clothings and shoeings which belong to these professions); club-land in Pall Mall and St. James’s (tobacconists, hatters, wine merchants); and all the engrossing shops which gather round the British Museum, whether you are interested in mummies, books on genealogy, an amber necklace which proudly announces that every bead encloses a fly, or merely on having lunch on a rickety table in a space overcrowded by people who want to eat cereals in no comfort at all.


  These are very well served, very good meals for those who take feeding as an offshoot of learning.


  Big and Little Stores


  The tendency to-day is towards the big stores, because they offer the greatest profit for the least effort. They have classified the needs of the country as Foreign Offices classify the needs of different nationalities. Each of them has a good selection of everything from socks to typewriters, from dictionaries to cake.


  It is easy to give a list of big shopping centres of this kind, but it must not be forgotten that there is also a prevalence of “little men.” Nearly every household has its own workman, whether a handy-man or a working-tailor or working-watchmaker in the district, which it regards as its own special discovery. With men they tend to be purveyors of food or drink (“I get them from a little fellow behind St. Martin’s Lane”). With women they are usually dressmakers (“I have a wonderful woman who runs up things for me in Earl’s Court”). The upper classes in London still cling to the idea that it is better (even perhaps more ethical) to go to a privately owned small shop than to a big branch store. In some cases this leads to a ramp, as with the small “old-fashioned” chemist, whose prices are double those of the figures of the great multiple store, though his materials may be exactly the same.


  London’s Mixture


  London may look like a mixture, as all foreign towns look like a mixture, to those who are coming to it for the first time, or even for the seventh or eighth time, if they have no guide. But a map to London, properly coloured, as maps should be, would tell everybody where to go for what they want.


  Men’s Shopping


  The male shopping district is roughly a square which, taken from Pall Mall on the south, St. James’s on the east, and the Haymarket on the west, and, turned into a pentagon on the north, covers the district enclosed by Regent Street and Oxford Street, turning down again along South Molton Street.


  This covers a stretch of country rich in historical traditions of the well-dressed man, the cultured man, and that exacting pair, the clubman and the collector. It even covers the reading man, because the London Library is situated in St. James’s Square.


  In one way you cannot claim this district as a shopping district; there are too many clubs in it, and restaurants, and libraries, and then some more clubs.


  But, on the whole, this is the man’s shopping district. Like every other vigorous ground, growing things instead of being sterile, it cannot be wholly limited. It has shoots. Up to the north the male shopper, whether he be a newcomer or an old-timer, will find what he wants in Savile Row, in Bond Street, or in the Burlington Arcade. These three thoroughfares (with apologies to the Burlington Arcade, since it is no such thing as a thoroughfare), represent what one may call an overflow from the intense male-furnishing of Piccadilly down to Pall Mall.


  Sackville Street is now another Tailors’ Row.


  Getting down to brass tacks one may say that if a man keeps to this quarter he cannot go wrong on his purchases.


  Men’s Wear


  Savile Row will claim his clothes, and he can get them very well made from Tom Brown in Cavendish Street. And this by the way is a bit north, but belongs by quality to the rest.


  The man who wants to give himself the proper hat will certainly go to Lock in St. James’s Street, though Barnard & White in Jermyn Street will do him remarkably well. For his shoes he has Lobb in St. James’s Street, Moykopf in the Burlington Arcade, and Faulkner’s in South Molton Street—another arrow pointed towards the ever-growing northern district of the West End.


  If he wants really satisfactory mass-production shoes, he cannot do better than go to Randall or Lilley & Skinner, in any of their shops.


  His waterproofs he must buy from one or two people. Those who swear by Burberry, and those who swear by Cordings, are so sincere that you have to toss up before choosing which you will have.


  The Englishman who knows what is which gets his sticks and umbrellas from Briggs in St. James’s Street. There seems to be no question about this.


  More for Men


  For ties, hose, and underclothing Hilditch & Keys of Jermyn Street run a keen race with Tremlett of Conduit Street and Beale & Inman of Bond Street. There is a school which considers that Tremlett’s ties are such as you cannot beat, no matter in what society you mix. The wise man will not overlook Harborough of Bond Street.


  Men who want their hair to be worn as a man’s hair should will go to Hill, or Truefitt’s in Bond Street, or to the man with the lovely name of Penhaligon in St. James’s Square.


  The difficult question of men’s jewellery is properly met by Lacloche or Streeter in Bond Street, and Frodsham in Oxford Street has a special talent in regard to watches.


  For general, complete fit-up, everything from hair cream to shoe lace, from overcoat to vest, Austin Reed in Regent Street can be counted on. He has a wonderful array of different fittings for each size.


  Simpson’s in Piccadilly has replaced the solemnities of the Geological Museum by a grand array of necessities for men.


  Men’s Pleasures


  In a good many of these women now join; but it still remains a convenient classification. There is a famous shop in St. James’s Street for fishing tackle, and Hardy in Pall Mall runs it close. For cigars the good buyer is very apt to go to Fribourg & Treyer, who sell them behind those old-fashioned bulgy windows in Haymarket which continue to prove that our latest ideas are not always our best.


  All optical instruments, from monocles to field-glasses, can come from Negretti & Zambra. If you want the kind of glass which is bought by the Navy, which has the whole of the Admiralty behind it, you will ask for those made by Barr & Stroud, and sold by all first-class houses.


  Women’s Wear


  The shopping district for women, in regard to everything they wear, or carry, for use or for pleasure, lies to the north of that frequented by men, and tends increasingly to be west of it. During the last few years Bruton Street and Grosvenor Street have seen the tide of luxury trades moving over their solemn, solid, and attractive houses. Berkeley Square has accepted the fact that it must sell to those who once inhabited it. Grosvenor Square, though it has allowed flats at two of its corners, instead of the individual mansions of the past, has not yet accepted trade within its actual area. Molyneux, however, has reached the very edge of the Square. He has taken one of the “town houses” of what used to be known as the nobility and gentry, and has made of it, without altering its nature, a place of rest, even though full of activity. His work-girls are housed at the end of a terrace unique in London, and overlooking one of the most interesting of London’s queer humble-jumble collections of houses.


  Schiaparelli has overshot the square by settling in Upper Grosvenor Street.


  Shopping Districts


  One can take the shopping district for women as bounded on the west by Park Lane, on the south by Piccadilly, on the north by Oxford Street, and on the east by Regent Street.


  But this is only, as it were, the headquarters. There are offshoots, in particular on the south of the Park, to Knightsbridge and Kensington; with a rather important branch to the north of the Park, because Whiteley and Bradley are there.


  Also, lean purses are pleased with the dress and hat shops of Shaftesbury Avenue to the east, and Russell’s in Coventry Street and Leicester Square are extremely useful to the woman who knows what she wants but has not much money with which to procure it. The Shaftesbury Avenue shops, in the middle of theatre-land, naturally show a tendency towards what one may call histrionic clothing. Nevertheless, they do not cater only for people with what one may call the footlight complex in dress.


  West End Shops


  When one comes back to Piccadilly Circus one enters on the famous West End. Swan & Edgar’s is the first stronghold of the industry, and is really the farthest east of the big drapery stores which have strong pretensions to belong to the fashionable dressmaking industry. In the space between straight Piccadilly and curving Regent Street the fanwise district of good dressing opens out to the woman shopper. The small woman is particularly considered by Stiebel in Bruton Street, and, incidentally, in those eighteenth-century rooms the business of clothing oneself is made beautiful by the flowers. These are done by Flower Decorations, and at his dress shows manage to fit with all his interesting, perky clothes.


  Those who want something so much the latest that it has hardly yet been born, and something so smart that it is almost eccentric, will be glad to find Schiaparelli.


  Costumiers


  Molyneux does not like exaggeration. He has refused to fall for the exaggerated hats of the autumn of 1936, though he made one or two to show that he had noticed that they were there. His new sports department on the ground floor is run by Madame Lombardi, who knows not only what is what, but who is who. Nigel Ltd. in Grafton Street uses colour particularly well. Without ever giving a studied look to a dress or a costume she manages to give it a glint of romance by the use of contained colour, showing as the wearer moves. Marjorie Castle in Berkeley Square has some remarkable specialities, such as the very latest and most wonderful American shoes; and her house-coats are lovely enough to make the average woman want to wear them morning, noon and night.


  An outpost to the west is Bradley, who makes very good, dignified and fashionable dresses, and has a special reputation for fur. Fur also is a speciality of Reville in Hanover Square, Reville-Terry in Grosvenor Street, and, of course, of Revillon in Regent Street, while the National Fur Co. in Brompton Road can be relied on in this very difficult matter.


  Big Drapery Stores


  The big drapery and dressmaking stores tend to cluster together. In the Oxford Circus region there is Marshall & Snelgrove’s, which has managed to make discretion and smartness go together.


  Selfridge is, of course, the big noise in the Oxford Street district. He represents the shortest cut the average woman has towards achieving what she wants in a very large number of departments. Shopping here is rather slow, but can be very satisfactory. D. H. Evans have a big postal and direct clientele for drapery of every sort.


  Behind Oxford Street it is well to note Wigmore Street. This is becoming more important, and more and more of the Oxford Street traffic is diverted along it. From the dress point of view it is important for two things. One is the presence of Debenham & Freebody, a firm in which good taste and good value go together. The other is Pamela de Bayou’s shop in Duke Street, two doors out of Wigmore Street. She is one of the most original, amusing, and decorative makers of dresses in the capital. She is not appalled by age or stoutness or plainness, though naturally she prefers beauty; she uses beautiful and unusual stuffs in beautiful and unusual ways, and yet never falls into the “art-y.”


  Kensington Shops


  The Kensington colony is led by Barker’s, followed by Derry & Toms, Pontings and Gooch’s, of which the two last are the less expensive. It has been pointed out that these Kensington shops provide two spectacles. One consists in the wares exposed in their windows; the other consists in the wistful public which gazes through those windows, not with any idea of buying, but much as children look at the cakes in a confectioner’s shop. The busy buying within provides a third. The giant of the Knightsbridge district is Harrods. If there is anything that a well-to-do and well-bred person does not want, it may be said that it will not be found at Harrods; and certain it is that whatever they do want will be found there. A special reputation has been attained by Peter Jones in Sloane Square, because his big general drapery store manages to keep its head up among the haughtiest single dressmakers of the West End. His evening wraps are notable.


  In Knightsbridge, which is growing in importance, Woolland and Harvey Nichols represent the good-class shops where quality and fashion keep an even keel.


  For materials John Lewis in Oxford Street is so good that practically all the “little” dressmakers, and certainly all the home-dressmakers, go to him first for anything they need, from tweeds to lace. Russell’s in Leicester Square have a special reputation for ribbons.


  Peter Robinson, Swan & Edgar, Barker’s and Pontings have a kindly eye for the needs of the woman who is over-size or under-size.


  Sports Wear


  For sports wear, in addition to the sports departments now run by so many first-class dressmakers, as instanced by Molyneux’s new departure, there are one or two firms which are thoroughly reliable. Not only will their wares be in the latest fashion, but will also be of the soundest possible material, soundly and well cut and made. Lillywhite’s, just off Piccadilly Circus, is a case in point; and Fortnum & Mason’s offer things which lend a new attraction to sport. Mary Brown in Wigmore Street also specialises in sports clothes.


  For the Moors


  Those who are going to the moors, and would like to be rightly dressed, should have expert advice before they enter on the very complicated questions of plaids and tartans. The Scottish manufacturers naturally say it is better to wear the wrong tartan than to wear no tartan at all; but that is only in their business moments. Out of business hours they are as sensitive as any other Highlander to the traditions and historical events recorded, to the eye of those who know how to read them, in the disposition of every thread of a Highland tartan.


  For advice in this matter, which may not seem important to the newly arrived visitor, but will certainly seem important when she gets to Scotland, Scott Adie in Conduit Street cannot be bettered. Their tartans are right, and their tweeds are good.


  Tweeds


  Harris tweed, by the way, has conquered a ground of its own, especially since it started its trade mark. The art of making the genuine Harris tweed is so many centuries old that it is said the Vikings must have brought it to the Outer Hebrides. In accordance with gentler ways of living, the original material has been brought now to such a point of softness that it can be worn by women for town use, and even in the evening, as well as by the sturdy islanders who live their hard lives within its folds. To-day genuine Harris tweed can be bought from all reputable London stores. The buyer who wishes to be sure of its origin should look for the mark on the selvedge—a ball surmounted by a Maltese cross, and encircled by a studded belt. This will ensure that the purchaser is not buying one of the many imitations brought from far beyond the limits of Europe. The original material is often still dyed, as in the beginning, from the mosses, lichens, seaweed or crotal, hidden in the crags of the wild mountain passes. The typical scent of Harris tweed comes from the smoke of the peat-fires with which the islanders warm their cottages.


  Another kind of tweed lately brought to London is woven in the Vale of Avoca, the gentle Irish river which has given us a song, unforgotten even in these days of jazz, about the sweet valley where the wild waters meet.


  London Silk


  Those in search of interesting and original craft-made material should ask for scarves and ties of London silk.


  People do not associate England with real silk, but its history in that direction is really distinguished. It has never become a big industry, because of its expense; but both in Staffordshire and in the East End of London silks are being woven which are well worthy of attention. Possibly the person who knows most about these is Queen Mary.


  The Silk Weavers


  Incidental to this trade is one of the curious and least known sights of London. Driven from the Netherlands and France by religious troubles, the silk craftsmen found a warm welcome from James I. Forty thousand of them settled in Aldgate, Bishopsgate and Shoreditch, and gradually spread towards Spitalfields. To-day you will find in the crowded streets of these districts descendants of those Huguenots proudly bearing their old French names. The weavers’ looms were set up in the top storeys of rows of houses built for them by Sir George Wheler early in the seventeenth century. Divided below, the floor space of two or three houses was thrown into one large communal room above, entered by trap-doors. As it was 300 years ago so it is to-day, though the houses have been rebuilt, and are still being rebuilt as occasion demands. The visitor to London should make a point of seeing this work. Exquisite mediaeval shades in rich terra-cottas, greens and blues are woven in fine silks to be sold for scarves and ties. Piccadilly and Bond Street are gay with these emblems of the time of James I.


  Hats


  In the matter of hats the market is very wide. Most of the first-class dressmakers now make their own hats, and some have reversed the process. Derek Skeffington in Berkeley Square started with hats and now makes dresses as well. Jeff, in that same lovely spot of London, is thoroughly original. It was he who invented the Dolly Varden hat which set every woman pushing masses of curls up the back of her head. But he won’t let you wear a Dolly Varden hat if you haven’t a Dolly Varden face. He prefers to invent something especially for you.


  In mass-production hats you get good ideas, and a wide range of sizes, at Parnell’s opposite Victoria Station, and Bourne & Hollingsworth does remarkably well in this department. Indeed, it is a very good store all round.


  For quiet hats of impeccable taste, smartness, and relation with the latest ideas, Christine Lynne should be noted, in Duke Street, Grosvenor Square. She has very good sports clothes too.


  Underclothing has reached a point in London which, as in other cases, enables the city of old Thames to rival the city of the Seine. With great good sense the main firms specialising in fine linen have adapted themselves to changing fashion. While still selling webs of lawn as fine as gossamer, they are also offering silk garments, real or artificial, inset with lace (also real or artificial) and made with due regard to the latest alteration in the fashions for dresses. Robinson & Cleaver and Walpole’s are notable examples of this kind of intelligent adaptation. Individual garments specially made are specialties of Lydia Moss, in Bond Street.


  On the mass-production side for underclothing and stockings, Etams fills the bill for a large proportion of women.


  Stockings


  Speaking of stockings, one should not forget to find the stocking which suits the foot, and ask for it in the drapery store. Nowadays the branded article is well understood there. The adherents of Aristoc, Bear, and Ballito stockings are very numerous. Many visitors from overseas will have already met with Aristoc, through their enterprise in making little cartons in which a present of a pair of stockings can be easily put into an envelope and posted.


  Footwear


  Englishwomen are paying more attention than ever before to their footwear. American shoes have been recently very popular, and are to be had in most of the good shops. Fortnum & Mason’s shoe department has a remarkable range of lasts; and Pinet’s in Bond Street satisfies those who want the very latest French fashions.


  Ready-made shoes are good at Randall’s, and the Dolcis chain-shops provide a cut which suits most people.


  The difficult question of a woman’s head is treated in most of the big drapery stores by special salons. For the rest, there are multitudes of hair-dressing shops, of which perhaps Antoine’s in Dover Street has a claim to call himself the leader; Truefitt in Old Bond Street sustains a reputation now two generations old, and Rex-Perm, at the corner of Portman Street and Oxford Street, represents the claim of the modern generation to wear its hair as smartly done as it possibly can for the least possible money.


  Perfumes are not lacking in Bond Street. There live such flagons of beauty as are associated with the name of Yardley’s and Atkinson’s; and Morny carries the scent eastwards into Regent Street.


  Beauty Salons


  As for beauty, that is the commodity which everybody in the world would like to purchase. There has been in the last few years a reaction against too much perfume, and a distinct wish to replace heavy creams by pleasant lotions. Cyclax, in South Molton Street, restores to woman the delightful sensation of washing in soap and water, and saves her from too many heavy applications of cream to her face. Helena Rubinstein owns some of the best-arranged salons in the West End, and in Old Bond Street, a stone’s throw away, the famous Elizabeth Arden gives to visitors to London all that they could hope from her New York or Paris establishments. Josephine Kell has made a speciality of electric massage and other treatments of the sort; and the foam baths at the Maison Blanche in Dover Street have been arranged under the supervision of the highest hygienic and medical authorities. Soignée, in Old Bond Street, cares for the whole person.


  Children


  Grandparents, parents, and collaterals having been considered, we come to the question of children. Beginning with the babies there is the Precious-Baby bath, and the Treasure Cot, to be bought at any good house, like Hamley’s. Hamley’s also give you all the toys there are, in a general way. If you want something individual you should go to the Abbatts’ new house in Wimpole Street, where their graded toys, covering the child’s enjoyment from two years upwards, and the books that the older child wants to read, are all on show.


  Mothers and Nannies will approve the Kamella baby bags, which allow the child full kicking-freedom, with no draught-inlet. Viyella nursery wear, to be had at all big shops, tries to give to hurried mothers and Nannies the same loving touch which in quieter times they achieved for themselves. For instance, you can have a mass production garment of the finest material, with real handwork to make the smockings elastic.


  For perambulators there are still two kings: Hitching’s, at the corner of Bond Street and Oxford Street, and Dunkley’s in Queen Victoria Street.


  Golf, Guns, Horses and Cars


  Golf Clubs are supplied by Lillywhite’s, or Spalding’s or Slazenger’s; and Luckford Brown appeals to the pundits of the game.


  Those who need a gunsmith, and all that he can add to the pleasure of life, go to Cogswell & Harrison in Piccadilly or Greener in Pall Mall.


  Go to Tattersall’s still if you want to round Tattenham Corner and lead your horse into the paddock; or even if you want to ride down Rotten Row.


  If you want a car you had better walk along Long Acre, and down St. James’s Street. and then go and look at Roote’s in Piccadilly.


  Gifts for People and Houses


  There are certain categories of merchandise which fall under the heading of gifts, even if you buy them for yourself. Here are some of the places where you will get them at their very best, selected for you by experts at least as well informed as yourself, and possibly even more so.


  BOOKS: for rare editions of the rarest books and the most luxurious reprintings of the classics try Quaritch, Maggs, or Sotheran.


  For ordinary books, new or old, or certain rarities not falling under the cases above, go every time to Foyle’s in Charing Cross Road. If you want anything special good work will be done for you if you go to the Cheyne Book Shop in King’s Road, Chelsea.


  PICTURES: Old masters, Agnew and Colnaghi. New masters, Wildenstein and Lefevre. Flower-prints, Dulau, Bond Street; Michael Williams, Curzon Street. Sporting prints, Ellis & Smith, Grafton Street.


  PORCELAIN, HARD-STONE, ETC.: For Chinese jade and similar wonderful things go to John Sparks in Mount Street. For old Chinese ceramics you will get what modern phraseology calls “the goods” in Duke Street, St. James’s, from Bluett. Rather newer Chinese ceramics are sold by Handcock of Vigo Street.


  Do not overlook the possibilities, if they appeal to you, of Copenhagen china, in their shop in Bond Street.


  GLASS: There is good glass in Marylebone High Street. For modern glass come back a hundred yards or so to Wigmore Street and see the Powell windows, where everything from a cocktail glass to a great jar carries an individual countenance. Czechoslovak glass is dealt in by Leander in Jermyn Street. Just before you turn off for the Albany from Bond Street, Lalique has a collection of stuff in which he shows you what he thinks a dessert plate should be, and without taking breath also shows you what an altar should be.


  For silver one goes to Mappin’s, or to Elkington’s, or to the Goldsmiths and Silversmiths in Regent Street. These are the firms which, dealing with metal at its best and precious metals at their finest, will give you anything from a mug to a piece of fine jewellery.


  FLOWERS: Goodyear in Bond Street is an old-established firm with modern ideas—a good mixture. Moyses Stevens, outside Victoria, and in Berkeley Square, Robert Green of Crawford Street, and Gerard’s in Bond Street are the other leaders.


  FURNITURE: Old furniture tends to accumulate near St. James’s Square and in Soho. A shop which enjoys the most august custom in the land is that of Moss Harris in New Oxford Street. There is some pleasant furniture-hunting to be done in Marylebone High Street, and near by, in St. Christopher’s Place, a little traffic-less street as quiet as Venice, are remarkable stores of real interesting things. Botibol and Mallett both have unique and important prices.


  Gordon Russell’s modern ideas can be studied in Wigmore Street. One of the most up to date of the big furnishing stores is Heal’s in Tottenham Court Road.


  DOMESTIC GEAR: Staines, in Victoria Street, has such a collection of domestic fittings and gadgets as must melt the heart—and the purse—of any woman or man. Gifts for the house are here numbered by the thousand.


  CLEANERS AND DYERS: Achille Serre does fine work very reliably. Eastman and Pullar have huge followings. Duggin in Duke Street, Oxford Street, has a useful system of special flat rates for a quantity of work; and he uses neat little chip-labels, easily detached, instead of the usual sprawling stitchery.


  GIFTS IN GENERAL: Knightsbridge has just asserted its growing importance by the opening of Rivoli, a branch of the famous German gift store Rosenhain. It is a mixture of Asprey’s, Fortnum & Mason’s, Drew’s and Hamley’s. The most important departments are ladies’ handbags, week-end cases, and travel kit, jewellery, card tables and accessories, smokers’ accessories. The general tone is expensive, although prices are lower than at the stores above mentioned.
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    LONDON BY NIGHT


    By ERIC DUNSTAN

  


  YOU are a visitor to London. You’ve money to spend and time too. How best can you do both? So much depends on your taste, but, if you can only find it, there’s something for everyone in our great city.


  Let’s start with food. You must eat something and somewhere before you go on to your theatre, concert, music-hall, or circus. But where? Let’s assume first that expense is only a secondary consideration. You want the best. Where can you get it? First, come the great cosmopolitan hotels where to dine you must dress, that is to say, you must wear a dinner jacket, and, if there are ladies in your party and you’re going on to a show, “tails” and a white tie are de rigueur. Most exclusive, but not perhaps except to snobs, the most amusing is Claridge’s. If there is foreign royalty in town that’s where they stay, or at the Carlton, which is about on a par. The Ritz is smarter for lunch than for dinner; the Berkeley for both. The Dorchester, Grosvenor House, the Mayfair or the Savoy are all in the same flight; a first-class cosmopolitan cuisine, such as you will find in the same class of hotel in any of the great capitals of the world.


  Restaurants Proper


  Then there is the same type of restaurant with the same range of prices and menus but without the hotel attached. Quaglino’s in Bury Street, the favourite haunt of our ex-King in his Prince of Wales days; the Apéritif in Jermyn Street; Prunier’s in St. James’s Street where fish is the speciality; the San Marco in Devonshire House with its gay décor by Oliver Marsch, and dozens more. In these and their peers, dinner with wine will not cost you less than a pound a head, if you do things well, though you may get out a little under if you spoil your ship for a ha’p’orth of tar.


  If food and drink but no band or cabaret is what you want, then I suggest you will eat and drink better at Boulestin’s in Southampton Street or the Jardin des Gourmets in Greek Street. But these are not places to dine before a show so much as when you want to eat at leisure, relish your food and make a night of that only. You’ll pay well for it but it will be worth paying well for.


  Between these, the most expensive, and Soho, the cheapest of London’s restaurants, there are myriads of moderate priced eating places where for about half the price of the first category, i.e., for, say, ten shillings a head, you can dine reasonably well. The Hungaria in Lower Regent Street, the Café Royal in Regent Street; the Trocadero in Shaftesbury Avenue; the Cumberland at the Marble Arch; Prince’s in Piccadilly; Simpson’s in the Strand, the one place where they specialise in English joints; The Ivy opposite the St. Martin’s Theatre, where all film and theatredom dine gaily—and lunch too; Kettner’s in Soho.


  But if you don’t want to spend as much as this then Soho should be your Mecca. Frith Street, Greek Street and New Compton Street are stuffed with French, Italian, German, Indian—all nationalities of restaurants—where you can spend as little as one and six or two shillings and come out feeling satisfied. Try, for instance, the Ristorante del Commercio in Frith Street or Grimaro’s in New Compton Street, or the Rendezvous or the Chantecler or the Escargot.


  The Corner Houses


  Then, of course, there is always Lyons with their vast Corner Houses in Coventry Street and the Strand, their restaurants and grill rooms in the Strand Palace, Cumberland and Regent Palace Hotels. In these you’re sure of your fare; the menu is vast in its choice, and the prices are more than moderate.


  That, I think, should be enough about dining, and with these hints as a start, you should soon be finding more for yourself. London is gradually dining later and later and, broadly speaking, the smarter the rendezvous the later the hour. When I go to a theatre I never dine first, and this habit is growing. One dresses late, with a sandwich and a cocktail, and eats at supper afterwards. What I’ve said about dining applies equally to supping, but the choice is even more extensive. All the principal hotels run cabaret shows: of them the most regularly good are the Savoy, the Dorchester, Grosvenor House, and Quaglino’s, the Ritz and the Cafe de Paris.


  Restaurant Shows


  Suppose, however, that you want to dine or sup and watch a full stage show the while, then try the London Casino, where for the price of a first-class dinner, a sumptuous show is included but, if the display of the female form divine in the “almost altogether” shocks you, don’t!


  If you are a snob—and who is not at heart?—and like a good stare at celebrities, then the place to sup, dressed or undressed, is the Savoy Grill, especially on such occasions as a big first night. Here from 11.30 p.m. onwards you can eat à la carte and snoop to your heart’s content at film stars, actors, actresses, producers, directors, titled gossip writers, authors, artists, and the finance behind them.


  Now what about the theatres? I can’t obviously give you specific advice, but I can perhaps help a little with some general hints. You must dress in the stalls, and should in the dress circle. If you’re a man the following tips may save you bother. Hats and coats are a nuisance, dispense with them altogether if you can, but if you cannot the cloakroom in most theatres is more nuisance than it’s worth. It takes so long to get one’s things at the end. Have a supply of sixpences ready for programmes, and buy them before you get into your seat. Above all, both sexes, please get there in good time. A late comer at the theatre is the personification of selfishness. Most of the shows start about 8.30 p.m., but do please make sure in advance and, if you must dine before, leave plenty of time not only for dinner but for the traffic blocks in getting to the theatre.


  It is difficult, if not impossible, to say in advance what type of show you’ll find in what theatre; it’s safer therefore not to attempt it. A little concentration on any newspaper’s amusement list will be a much better guide. If you book seats at the theatre’s own box-office they are a little cheaper than from the agencies, but when the theatre itself has no seats the agents often have. Our oldest theatres are the Haymarket and Drury Lane. Our newest the Cambridge, the Phoenix, the Saville and the Duchess.


  At the. Old Vic, across the river in Lambeth, you will usually find Shakespeare or classics playing at popular prices, but exceptionally well produced, and often with big stars in the cast. This “people’s theatre” is the training ground for stars, an honour which it shares where opera and ballet are concerned, with Sadler’s Wells. This theatre, rebuilt and completely modernised a few years ago, maintains a remarkably high standard in its productions. Opera in English interchanges with ballets, old and new. If you like either you are safe at Sadler’s Wells, and the prices are most moderate.


  Music-Halls


  Then there are the music-halls, always said to be about to disappear, but always, as far as I can see, bobbing up as lively as ever and packed from ceiling to floor. Of the lot the Palladium is the most refined, but that’s not saying much. Who, after all, goes to a music-hall for refinement? The humour, though low, possibly, is not generally nearly as suggestive as in many a so-called polite play. Most of them run two shows nightly and in them you’ll find, as a rule, good variety shows abounding in knockabout humour rather than wit. After the Palladium comes the Holborn Empire; others are the Victoria Palace and, if you want to share the pleasures of the people, try the Old Collins at Islington, which continues to purvey the fare of thirty years ago, and in the traditional way.


  Names of producers are often a guide to the contents of a show. Cochran, for instance, is a name to follow and, whether it’s a play or a revue, if his name is on it it is almost certain to be worth seeing. Chariot’s shows, light revues as a rule, are consistent in quality and if light entertainment is your choice there is the little Windmill Theatre with a continuous show and frequent changes of programmes.


  Let’s take music next. There’s always plenty of it in London, and sooner or later all the world’s great artists perform in one or another of our concert halls. The Albert Hall is usually reserved (only because of its size, acoustically it’s frightful) for celebrity concerts. The Queen’s Hall in Langham Place is the most likely to have the best orchestral concerts with the best solo artists. Here the great B.B.C. orchestra can often be heard and seen in the flesh, and here too the London Symphony and the Royal Philharmonic Orchestras give their concerts under such conductors as Sir Thomas Beecham, greatest of our English conductors, Dr. Malcolm Sargent, Dr. Adrian Boult, Mr. Albert Coates, Sir Hamilton Harty and others.


  Opera and Ballet


  Recitals by solo artists, both unknown and famous, are to be found in the smaller halls, such as the Aeolian, the Wigmore, the Grotrian.


  During the season, that is to say between May and July inclusive, there is usually six weeks’ season or two months of opera at Covent Garden. This is as good as the same thing anywhere else and the repertoire no different. It usually consists of a cycle or two of Wagner’s Ring, a little Verdi and Puccini, with occasional Strauss, Mozart and Rossini thrown in. It is often followed by a season of so-called Russian ballet. Covent Garden is well worth a visit. It is a magnificent though rather down-at-heel house, and the opera season brings out Society in all that remains of its pre-war glory, bejewelled and tiara-ed, strictly according to tradition, and those faces which jostle for space in the society weeklies are there to be seen in flesh en masse.


  Cinemas


  Of cinemas, London has legion with prices from sixpence to twelve and six. They can be roughly divided into four categories: pre-release houses, i.e., those where the newest films make their English debut; news-reel houses with a continuous show of news interest and cartoon features; speciality houses where interest, highbrow or foreign films are to be found, and the great mass of “General Release” houses.


  In the first category the principal ones are the Empire, the Leicester Square, the Carlton, the Regal, the London Pavilion, the Plaza, the Tivoli. In the second the oldest is British Movietone Theatre in Shaftesbury Avenue; there are dozens of others. In the third are the Curzon, the Academy, the Studio One, the Polytechnic, and the Forum. The last category is too numerous to particularise but here again any newspaper is a sure and up-to-date guide.


  Skating, Boxing, Wrestling


  What have I left out in London’s after dark amusements? A good deal, I’m afraid. There’s skating, for instance. There are several first-class ice-rinks during the winter, the Westminster Ice Rink, the Empire Pool at Wembley, which becomes a bathing-place in the summer (if any) the Empress Stadium, Earl’s Court, and at some of these and at other places there is Ice Hockey as well.


  Then there are boxing and all-in wrestling at, for instance, the Ring in Blackfriars Road and Lane’s Club off Baker Street. There are dance halls galore, the Astoria in Charing Cross Road, the Paramount Salon de Danse in Tottenham Court Road, and plenty more both in the West End and in the suburbs.


  The Café Royal deserves a special paragraph to itself. In Regent Street, just off Piccadilly Circus, it combines the virtues of a first-class restaurant, with a fine cellar, with a café where one can dine or simply sit and drink. This café part is the most cosmopolitan and bohemian place in London where artists, M.P.s, models, and several lower grades of society mix in noisy and semi-continental surroundings.


  Night Clubs


  Lastly comes the question of night clubs and their shady relatives, the bottle parties. The doyen of night clubs is the Embassy at the Piccadilly end of Bond Street: then, especially on Thursday nights, you will find London’s smartest and best-dressed women and the most exclusive of the semi-demi-monde. But you must be either a member or be signed in by one. It is expensive but it’s worth it—occasionally.


  Bottle Parties


  The bottle parties are one escape from our ridiculous licensing laws. Briefly the system is this: You join them at your first visit or before being duly proposed and seconded by any other member for which purpose there is always someone on the premises to sign for you. You then are given an order form on which you order vast quantities of any drink you might be likely to want, but you don’t have to pay for it until you drink it. Then you’re within the law to drink to any hour of the night. There are said to be some six-hundred of these places within a two-mile radius of Leicester Square: they range from the highest of the high (as such things go) to the lowest of the low. To give an idea of them would take half this whole guide. I suggest, therefore, that you ask your hotel porter, a taxi driver, or any commissionaire round the West End, and any of them can put you on to dozens. The “400” in Leicester Square is the most respectable, and there you must be dressed, but they go rapidly down from dress suits to dungarees, from pure white to pure black, but don’t blame me if the police raid the low one you choose. I disclaim all responsibility.


  Anyway, I hope I’ve been some help.
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    ALONG THE THAMES


    By GEOFFREY PINNOCK

  


  London to Oxford


  THE Thames—without which London would lose so great a portion of its romance and personality—is the most satisfying river in England. Its scenery ranges from the placid green loveliness of such stretches as Cliveden Reach, where the wooded hills rise in soft curves straight from the waterside, to the mysterious, smoky underworld setting of Wapping, Limehouse, and the dock quarters.


  Down its slow stream have flowed, as it were, most of the big events of English history. The old fords, commemorated by such place-names as Wallingford, were used by the invading Roman legions, and by the dim, skin-clad primitive tribes who were there before them. Viking galleys sailed up the river, pillaging and colonising. King John signed his Great Charta, sullen and swearing, on the mid-stream island of Runnymede. And at the Tower of London, whose bastions stand darkly above the river, some of the most splendid and most tragic happenings of the pageant of English history have been enacted.


  Where the River Begins


  Sleepy old villages whose thatched roofs are hidden among the great riverside elms; comfortable old inns, with their bar windows looking out upon the willows and the passing boats and the gliding white swans; castles like Windsor and palaces like Hampton Court; fashionable centres like Henley and Richmond—all these stand upon the banks of the Thames.


  And east of London Bridge begins that last seaward stretch of the Thames, upon whose broad waters the big shipping steams, bound in and out of London from Valparaiso and Vladivostock and the far harbours of the world.


  The 209 miles of the Thames begin, geographically, in a spring that bubbles like liquid glass out of a meadow on a slope of the Cotswold Hills. But for Londoners, and for visitors to London, the river begins at Westminster Pier, beneath the benign vastness of Big Ben, and runs east to Southend, Margate and Ramsgate, and west to Oxford.


  These points form the limit of steamer traffic, and if you wish to explore the upper miles of the river—and they are very charming, and right off the worldly track—you must hire a punt or canoe and make a camping holiday of it, or put up at nights at one of the pleasant waterside inns at places such as Cricklade, Lechlade or Kempsford.


  Westminster to Twickenham


  From Westminster to Mortlake the Thames is not exhilarating in its scenery, but for all that it has a good deal of interest. At Putney, where the Oxford and Cambridge Boat Race starts, the towpath also has its beginning, and continues on one side of the river or the other (the various bridges link it up) all the way to Lechlade. So that one may walk or ride a bicycle beside the river for 135 miles, with the certainty of finding a welcoming inn at convenient intervals along the whole route.


  The first Thames-side resort of importance up-stream from London is Richmond, always a busy place where there is a continual traffic of rowboats, barges, steamers and tugs passing. The terraces of the White Hart and the Castle are excellent vantage points from which to enjoy the scene.


  After Richmond comes Twickenham, still retaining much of the quiet elegance of two centuries ago, when Horace Walpole, Dr. Johnson, Reynolds, Addison, Pope and Gay, and a host of frail and frilled Georgian beauties, strolled in the summer sunshine beside the cool river.


  Eel Pie Island


  Eel Pie Island, once the scene of the gourmandising orgies which gave it its name, lies in the stream off Twickenham’s pleasant frontage of Georgian architecture. It is now a popular lido, where beneath striped umbrellas you may sit and watch the exuberant beauty of streamlined bathing belles and listen to crooners and saxophonists.


  Along the 6 mile stretch from Twickenham to Hampton Court the Thames is notably charming. Many old-world houses line its banks, their velvet green lawns running down to the waterside; and from Ditton Ferry to the bend where the first Tudor towers of historic Hampton Court come into view, the left shores of the river are lined with houseboats.


  Hampton Court


  Hampton Court Palace, which Cardinal Wolsey built for himself and had to “present,” very unwillingly, to Henry the Eighth, is probably the finest “sight” along the Thames. Unlike Windsor, it is always open to the public, and its wonderful mellow Tudor brickwork and the spacious beauty of its gardens beside the river make it a favourite terminal point for a day’s river excursion from London. The best way to enjoy Hampton Court is to go out by electric train from Waterloo station and come back in the late afternoon and early evening by river steamer.


  In the gardens is the famous Maze, down whose narrow yew-edged alleys, it is said, Henry the Eighth plunged hugely and amorously in pursuit of the impudent fleeing figure of Ann Boleyn; and at the bridge-head stands the Mitre Inn, an historic hostelry with some fine panelling and delightful river views from its windows.


  From Hampton Court, as one proceeds up river, the Thames becomes increasingly attractive. Sunbury, Walton, Halliford and Shepperton succeed each other like beads on a string—pleasant, quiet places where the boats glide smoothly and men contentedly sit along the banks with their fishing-rods bowed out over the water. Then comes Chertsey, Staines and Egham, the last small Thames-side towns before Windsor dominates the landscape.


  Windsor Castle


  The shortest approach to Windsor Castle from the river is by the Hundred Steps, which ascend from the flamboyant monument to Prince Christian Victor of Schleswig-Holstein, at the corner of Thames Street, not far from where the steamers berth.


  One should go to the top of the Round Tower, the great central fortification of the castle, for the view from the ramparts is extraordinarily fine. The Thames can be seen winding for mile after mile like a silver ribbon through the restful landscape of meadows and woods. The galleries of the State Apartments of the castle contain some priceless treasures of the work of Rubens, Van Dyck and Rembrandt.


  Maidenhead


  Maidenhead, the most famous riverside town immediately above Windsor, is one of the high-spots of the Thames. Almost every building within fifty yards of the water is a fashionable club or hotel. At Skindles, the Riviera and the Thames, you may watch the glittering stage stars of London sway romantically in the waltz on an open-air dance floor whose shimmering boards seem to merge with the water of the river flowing so softly alongside. Coloured lights are festooned between the trees; punts lie moored conveniently at hand. Your dance over, you may step into your waiting craft and drift with your partner, as in a gondola upon the canals of Venice, along the moonlit Thames. For all this, of course, the prices are pitched accordingly. But thousands of people think it is worth it. And if you are unattached and under forty and have the means—well, it probably is.


  Above Maidenhead


  At Maidenhead is Boulter’s Lock, the most famous on the river. In the height of the season a thousand small craft are manœuvred through the lock in the course of a day. Once through the lock you are in Cliveden Reach. It was Charles Kingsley’s opinion that “the most beautiful landscape I have ever seen or care to see is the vale of the Thames from Taplow or Cliveden, looking down towards Windsor and up towards Reading.”


  The woods mass thickly to the riverside, billowing in great sweeps of green to high ridges where the tree-tops meet the sky line. Mercifully, the scene will never be desecrated by the attentions of the speculative builder and his “desirable Thames-side residences”; for the land has for all time been declared inviolable to building by the public-spirited action of the owners.


  After Cliveden, Hurley and Marlow have been passed, Henley is reached. The most classic of all the Thames regattas is held here every summer, when the leading racing crews and individual oarsmen, as well as many famous competitors from abroad, take part in the various events. Henley marks the end of the first day’s run of the two-day journey to Oxford.


  And so along the last miles of the two-day’s steamer route to Oxford, with short stops at Reading, Wallingford and Abingdon. There is a sameness about all the Thames on this stretch, but it is a sameness of which one somehow does not tire. There is always something to see—the swift darting flight of the swallows that skim the water incessantly, a few feet from the steamer’s bows; the stately white flotillas of swans gliding so conscious of their beauty against the green background of the river bank; the constant traffic of small river craft—punts, skiffs, canoes, motor-boats; the glimpses of villages and inns and old church towers and vivid modern bungalows; of urchins bathing in noisy delight and old men fishing in awed silence.


  And So To Oxford


  A few hundred yards beyond Iffley Lock the river gives a twist, and through a gap in the trees the first spires and domes of Oxford come into sight.


  There is no town in England quite like Oxford. Almost every building is a “show piece,” and the atmosphere of history and learning and dignity hangs over every stone. You cannot know Oxford in a day, or even in a month or a year. But the best way of reaching the historic old city is undoubtedly by the placid, gradual approach through typically English pastoral and river scenery which the journey along the Thames alone can give.


  DOWN RIVER


  London Bridge to the Sea


  ON London Bridge romance and workaday dreariness—fetters and freedom—meet with peculiar drama. To realise that it is only necessary to stand on the bridge in the dinner hour and watch the face of some young city clerk, condemned to return to the grey pages of a ledger in a few minutes, as he gazes wistfully at the ships anchored in the river below.


  When the Thames, east of London Bridge, changes to its other name of London River, it becomes one of the most exciting water highways of the world.


  The Ships in The Pool


  What names they bear, those ships! Read the white lettering on the curve of their sterns. “Gretchen Haas,” Hamburg; “Felix Dzerjinski,” Leningrad; “Solveig,” Bergen; “Marietje,” Rotterdam.…


  And just below the bridge, opposite the grim walls of the Tower, is a big black vessel with a cream smokestack and green water-line moored at Hay’s Wharf—the “Baltrover” of the United Baltic Corporation, 5,000 tons, the largest ship that passes through the opened bascules of the Tower Bridge.


  Four days ago her masts were beneath the fantastic Gothic spires of Danzig. She lay at Gdynia while the moonlight threw a pale sheen over the dark Polish forests. Now she’s back in London again. The Thames laps her sides instead of the Vistula. Every fortnight she sails for the Baltic, through the Kiel Canal, carrying passengers and cargo, and bringing the romance of distant places to the very threshold of the prosaic City offices.


  From London Bridge To The Sea


  All the way from London Bridge to the tip of the North Foreland the Thames is continually dramatic. The ceaseless procession of international shipping alone would make it so; and in addition its banks are steeped in history. The man who takes a day trip from Tower Bridge to Ramsgate and back by the “Royal Eagle” can absorb in the things he sees enough imaginative matter to bite on for years—if he follows up what he has seen and intends to think about it all properly.


  One of the first features of interest after the huge bascules of the Tower Bridge have opened to let the steamer pass is a couple of squat Dutch eel boats anchored in the stream off Billingsgate fish quay. They are the lineal descendants of two such boats that were anchored there in 1666 when the Great Fire blazed. Their crews then helped the stricken Londoners in their fight against the flames, and as a reward they were granted a charter which has allowed them to lie ever since. They are the same boats that you may see any day lazily gliding up the waters of the Scheldt and along the calm ribbons of the Dutch canals.


  Broad in the beam, sleek and plump, they look like two good-humoured housewives from Holland. They need a background of windmills and wooden-shoed girls and black and white Friesian cows in a green meadow to be in their best setting. But even amid the busy river traffic of the Pool of London they keep their picturesque individuality. Always you will find them there, selling their eels, which the boats of the Batavier Line bring from Holland, to the merchants of Billingsgate.


  Wapping Old Stairs


  Wapping Old Stairs next. Pirates were hanged there in the fierce days of the past, and the victims were left dangling in their chains until three Thames tides had passed over them. The notorious Captain Kidd suffered a just fate at this spot; and just beside the stairs is the Town of Ramsgate inn, to which the infamous Judge Jeffreys, cringing and snivelling from the pursuing mob, fled. But they got him, and the cruelty and viciousness of the Bloody Assize was later wiped out.


  Deptford


  Deptford, which looms up through the blur of steamer smoke and the slight haze which is always hovering over the river, is a glum and ugly smear of buildings. But it was at this waterside, where the factories now stand in a grey mass, that Queen Elizabeth went on board the “Golden Hind” to knight Drake; and in the Deptford pubs Peter the Great of Russia learned to like English ale, with which he refreshed himself in vast draughts after a heavy day working as an ordinary artisan in the shipyards; and in the dingy old church of Saint Nicholas, Christopher Marlowe sleeps. A rapier thrust in a drunken brawl put an end to his poet’s wit.


  * * * *


  We have passed Barking Creek, whose only fame seems to lie in an unprintable English limerick. Ahead lie Tilbury and Gravesend. Old Gravesend—that part of the town which fronts the river—has narrow winding streets. Many of the local men are shrimp fishers, and their small boats are anchored close to the pier.


  The Three Daws at Gravesend is one of the most interesting inns along the Thames. It has been licensed continually for 300 years, and in its low-beamed old rooms bargees, pilots and lightermen gather and gossip over their mugs of beer.


  Canvey Island


  Canvey Island on the port bow. A long, low island whose shores are protected from inundation by sea-walls which Dutch engineers first constructed in the seventeenth century. The island is rapidly developing into a bungalow colony and a series of riverside bathing beaches. But here and there among the rather hideous new houses may be seen some of the old timber and tile dwellings which the Dutchmen who settled there after their dyke-building work erected for themselves.


  In the summer Canvey Island is a jovial haunt. Its idiom is unashamedly plebeian, like that of Southend. There are merry-go-rounds and sideshows along the beaches, and the people who frequent it enjoy themselves with robust noise and excellent good humour.


  Southend


  But Southend is the real London-by-the-Sea, to which every true Cockney makes exodus as often as he can, by train or coach or river steamer, during the summer months. Its pier juts out from the shore for over a mile, and there is a light railway to take people from town to pierhead.


  If you are ultra-refined and superior, the sight of Southend pier occupying what appears to be half the width of the entire river, will feel you with a slight feeling of nausea. Such a common place! At Southend trippers from the East End eat winkles which they gouge out from their shells with a pin. How horrid! No county families there. They are all shootin’ or huntin’ or fishin’ somewhere else.


  For that Southend can, perhaps, be thankful. For the whole charm of the place lies just in the fact that it is a resort of the people, where enjoyment is loud and jovial and unashamed.


  The town has five miles of sea promenade, some of its shelters are fitted with “Vita” glass, which allows the beneficial sun rays to penetrate, and the amusements range from a boating pool for children to a Kursaal, whose attractions comprise a zoo and innumerable sensations in the way of switchbacks and scenic railways.


  Whelks and Cockles


  Oysters, shrimps, whelks and cockles are the especial Southend fish delicacies. They are usually consumed to the accompaniment of stout. On the pier there is a band pavilion and concert hall, also a big dance hall. The public gardens contain tennis courts, bowling greens and miniature golf courses.


  The River Steamers


  A word about the “Royal Eagle,” which with its sister ship “Crested Eagle,” is the most popular steamer plying from London in a seaward direction. It is the largest and best fitted pleasure steamer the Thames has known. Built in 1932, one of its features is a large glass-enclosed main deck, where passengers can sit and enjoy the sunshine without being exposed to the wind. An open top deck runs nearly the whole length of the ship, where one may bask luxuriously in lounge chairs.


  The steamer sails daily between the Tower and Ramsgate at a speed of 19 knots, taking its passengers far beyond the Nore Lightship and out into the open sea round the point of the North Foreland. Lobster teas are a feature of its commissariat.


  From Southend the “Royal Eagle” cuts across the wide estuary of the river to Margate, on the Kent shore, the course passing close to the Nore Lightship, whose red hull gently yawing in the fairway marks the seaward limit of the Port of London Authority.


  Beyond the Nore you are at sea, and a chart of the river about here reveals a bewildering muddle of lights and lightships, beacons, buoys and sandbanks. There are names such as East Spaniard, Shivering Sand, Knock John, Ham Gut; old wrecks are marked upon the chart, so that one feels like a desperate character aboard a buccaneering galleon instead of a fare-paying passenger on a day-trip paddle steamer from London.


  The Thames—Steamer Services


  The London (Kingston) to Oxford services are maintained by the boats of Messrs. Salter Bros., the well-known Oxford firm of boat builders. A service runs each way daily, two days being necessary for the complete trip. The boats can be joined at any lock or regular stopping place on the river; and if hailed from a ferry or hired small craft they will slow down for passengers to embark. There are dining and recreation saloons on board, but no sleeping accommodation. The night is spent at Henley, both on the up-river and down-river journey.


  For shorter trips above London—to Hampton Court, Richmond, Twickenham etc.—there are steamers starting from Westminster pier, Richmond and Kingston.


  The “Royal Eagle” and the “Crested Eagle” are run by the General Steam Navigation Company. They start from Tower Pier about nine in the morning, and the full trip to Ramsgate and back takes 13-16 hours, with stops at Woolwich, Greenwich, Gravesend, Southend, and Margate in both directions.


  Tickets for all Thames steamers can be booked at any travel bureau during the season.


  
    ROUND

    THE SHORES OF BRITAIN


    By ROLF BENNETT

  


  NO one can truly boast of knowing Britain, who has only seen it from dry land or whose visits have been confined to the cities and inland towns. Of wonderful historic interest, as many of these are, surrounded, too, by delightful country, they are not typical in the same way that the great seaside resorts are. For it is by the sea, and only by the sea, that the real Briton reveals himself and casts aside his normal mask of reserve. Though the British “Mrs. Grundy” is by no means dead and buried, yet her blighting influence makes itself felt less by the seaside than anywhere else. There may be a few prim and proper watering-places where she still refuses to recognise mixed bathing, insists that bathers shall be clad as though they were about to set out on a polar expedition, and frowns at night-clubs and dancing after midnight. But they are Victorian relics, “museum pieces,” which have lagged behind and are doomed to decay genteely while the world passes them by.


  No such places as these will be found in the following brief survey of some of Britain’s most famous coast resorts. Without exception, they are up to date in the best sense of that somewhat abused term. While refusing to tolerate any form of amusement which could be called vicious, or even questionable, they have fully awakened to the fact that this is 1937 and not 1837. They recognise that the visitor has come to be amused and entertained, not bored or “edified,” and they have seen to it that neither amusement nor entertainment is lacking. In whichever of these places the reader decides to spend his holiday, he may rest assured that nothing is being left undone to make his stay a pleasant and a memorable one.


  Brighton


  Because it is so near London, and so easily reached by rail or road, Brighton is one of the most deservedly popular resorts on the south coast. There are, it is true, some who would sneer at it, calling it “London-by-the-Sea,” but they are chiefly people who have never been there. On the other hand, those who do know it, are so enthusiastic that, as a rule, they refuse to admit the just claims of other coast towns to equal, much less excel it.


  “The Queen of Watering Places”


  They may be right. With its palatial hotels—than which there are none better in Europe—its mile after mile of esplanade, its theatres, concerts, picture-houses and other attractions, to say nothing of boating and bathing—Brighton may well challenge comparison with any other pleasure resort in the kingdom. There are several seaside towns which claim to be “the Queen of Watering places,” but Brighton has a just title to it, for thus it was dubbed by no less a person than Horace Smith, part author of Rejected Addresses, as long ago as 1813. Thackeray referred to it as “Dr. Brighton,” on account of its health-giving breezes, and so, too, did Dickens. In fact, so many famous people, literary and otherwise, have lived or stayed there, that E. V. Lucas gives it as his opinion that Robert Browning was the only eminent Englishman who had never seen the place!


  History and Things to See


  The visitor, whether his stay be long or short, need never pass a tedious moment while in Brighton. Apart from the various first-class entertainments and amusements, inland tours by motor-coach and sea trips by pleasure steamers are provided in abundance. As regards the town itself, for all its modernity, Brighton is no mushroom growth, for it appears (as “Brighthelmstone”) in Doomsday Book, though it is true that, for several centuries it fell into decay. But what a resurrection it has achieved! This first started about 1750, when a Dr. Russel wrote a book on the health value of sea bathing—a most daring statement in those days. George IV when Prince of Wales next “discovered” Brighton, since when it has never looked back. No visitor should—even if he could—miss visiting the famous Pavilion which took thirty-three years to build, cost over a million pounds, and which, when Sydney Smith saw it, he described as looking as though St. Paul’s Cathedral had come to Brighton and pupped.


  Queen Victoria sold this amazing structure to the town, and there it still stands, a monument to a monarch’s fantastic whim, and an object of mingled mirth and admiration. On the Old Steyne there is still to be seen the house in which Mrs. Fitzherbert, mistress of George IV, lived, though now it harbours the Y.M.C.A., whose members, one may imagine, have little in common with the roystering bucks of the Regency. A visit should also be paid to the Aquarium, which is just opposite the Palace Pier and a little to the west of the spot where the famous old chain pier once stood. In West Street may be seen The King’s Head tavern (called in former times The George Inn), where Charles II spent his last night in England after the affair of Worcester Field.


  Neighbouring Places of Interest


  Eleven miles to the west of Brighton is WORTHING, which is worth a visit. It was here that Oscar Wilde wrote The Importance of Being Earnest. There are some very pretty villages in the neighbourhood, at one of which, Goring, Richard Jeffries lies buried. Arundel with its famous castle and other places of note are also within easy reach. In fact Brighton, apart from its claims as a holiday resort, makes an ideal centre for those who wish to explore Sussex and the South Downs, not forgetting the famous Devil’s Dyke. It may well be said of it that the man who has never been there has missed one of the most significant and characteristic towns in the kingdom.


  Eastbourne


  There is an almost aristocratic sedateness about this popular watering-place, a complete lack of anything “raffish” or blatant, that is extremely attractive to those who do not wish to spend their holiday always, as one might say, within earshot of a jazz band. Not that Eastbourne lacks a large variety of high-class entertainments, but it does not thrust them, as so many seaside towns do, right under the visitor’s nose, so that he feels rather as though he were living in a “fun fair.” Those who wish for plenty of amusements will find them, but those who prefer a quiet holiday with, perhaps, a little dancing in the evening, a little music, a theatre, a picture-house or a concert, will also find their needs catered for. You can be gay in Eastbourne and none will say you nay, but you can also spend a quiet and restful time without being disturbed by those who take their pleasures more strenuously.


  The Town and Neighbourhood


  Eastbourne is modern in a thoroughly pleasant way. It is a “planned” town, not thrown together haphazard as so many towns appear to be and where, only too often the grand and the sordid rub elbows. Along the front, which is on three levels, there is nothing architecturally to offend the eye; no “fun fairs,” waxworks, or dubious auction booths. One need not be snobbish to discourage “riff-raff,” and it may be truly said that there is no “riff-raff” here. In short, Eastbourne has a quiet dignity and charm all its own, for which reason those who once spend a holiday there, rarely go elsewhere.


  Immediately to the west of it is Beachy Head, with Birling Gap, once a favourite resort of smugglers. There are plenty of delightful rambles to be had about here, to say nothing of some magnificent views. Near it are some delightful little villages which make excellent objectives for the walker, and one of them, Alfriston, is noteworthy for its ancient inn, The Star. Other places comparatively near at hand are WILMINGTON, which once had a priory, the villages of East and West Dean, and Seaford, which is a little over eight miles from the town.


  Longer trips may be taken by motor-coach while, in the summer, there are also many pleasant excursions by pleasure steamers.


  Folkestone


  Combining, if one may put it that way, the frivolousness of Brighton with the calm dignity of Eastbourne, Folkestone is an ideal holiday resort. Just as Thackeray waxed enthusiastic over Brighton, so Dickens belauds Folkestone which, he declared, is the place to come to for a life “of perfect repose.” That, however, is hardly a fair description of the Folkestone of to-day, for though repose is to be found there by those who need it, there is also plenty of gaiety, plenty of movement and plenty to see and do. In addition to the usual attractions, such as theatres, concerts and so forth, it has an annual regatta, a cricket week and a military tournament.


  Attractions and Surroundings


  One of its chief attractions is the Leas from which, in clear weather, Boulogne Cathedral may be seen with the naked eye. To the west looms up DUNGENESS, and to the east are the desolate and romantic Kent marshes. New Folkestone—the visitors’ Folkestone—climbs the cliffs westwards, the older part of the town nestling round the harbour from which the boats leave for Boulogne and Flushing. This part of the town is strikingly picturesque in spots with steep, narrow streets that inevitably remind one of a typical Cornish fishing village. Though the fishing here has suffered of late years from competition by the North Sea trawlers, there is still some done, and the catches are put up for sale in the fishmarket on the north side of the harbour.


  East of the old town is the Warren, a lovely, wild spot unspoilt by the hand of the landscape gardener, noted for the profusion of its wild flowers and the variety of fossils which are to be found there. This is an ideal place for rambles and picnics and for those who, tiring of the sophisticated pleasures of town, seek to be alone with Nature for a while. DOVER is only a little over seven miles away, and the Admiralty Pier can be seen from the Leas. Between Folkestone and Dover there is a regular service of motor buses, and it is a trip well worth taking. A visit should also be made to Newington, a charming village some four miles distant, with a picturesque old thatched cottage as well known to artists as Cockington Forge.


  The Leas


  Also within easy reach by car or coach, are Dymchurch, Hythe, Lydd, New Romney, Canterbury, and many other places of interest, so the visitor need have no fear of becoming bored or wearied. But the great “sight” from the social point of view, and of which the town is very proud, is Sunday church parade on the Leas, which claims to rival Hyde Park as a display of rank and fashion. By reason of its being within such easy reach of many picturesque and interesting places, Folkestone makes a splendid centre for those who wish to explore Kent, the county which claims with the Isle of Wight the proud title of “The Garden of England.” Apart from inland trips, there are summer excursions by sea to Dover, Deal, Ramsgate and Margate, and also to Boulogne; this last trip occupying no more than an hour and a half.


  Hastings


  Apart from its other attractions, Hastings is inevitably associated with 1066 “and all that,” and might well be called a living page of English history. Truth to tell, though, William did not actually land at Hastings, though his army camped there before the famous battle. One of the famous Cinque Ports, it played an important part in the French wars of the eighteenth century—or its inhabitants did, since it was alleged against them that many were little better than pirates! These facts, together with what remains of the old town, or fishing quarter, gives the place a romantic flavour that detracts nothing from its charm.


  A well-known and highly-esteemed watering-place in Victorian days, of late years Hastings has discarded its crinolines and, as the saying is, “gone gay.” Neither effort nor expense has been spared in making the place attractive, or in providing entertainments for the visitor; indeed, there is scarcely any form of amusement, from Sunday concerts to beauty shows, that it does not provide in due season.


  St. Leonards


  If, however, the visitor should tire of so much junketing, there is the calm and placid ST. LEONARDS, which takes its pleasures somewhat more sedately and provides rest and quiet for those who need them. Many pleasant trips and excursions are to be had both by land and water. A visit should certainly be made to Battle, for it was here that the real Battle of Hastings—or Senlac—was fought. The most notable feature here is the famous old abbey which William erected on the spot where Harold fell. About twelve miles to the West of Hastings is PEVENSEY, the spot where William actually did land, and it is well worth a visit. RYE lies eleven miles on the other side and fully justifies its claim to be one of the most picturesque towns in the south of England, if not in the whole kingdom. This must not be missed, for it contains some remarkable examples of seventeenth century architecture, notably The Mermaid Inn, and the house called The Hospital.


  These and many other places of interest are within easy reach of Hastings so that, if the visitor tires of the more hectic amusements, he can profitably spend a few hours in exploring. The new sea-front pavilion at BEXHILL should, not be missed by those interested in fine modern architecture.


  Southsea


  Though it is only of comparatively recent years that Southsea has laid itself out to attract the holiday visitor, it has always been a favourite place with the discerning. To begin with, it has boating and bathing facilities which few seaside towns can equal The fact that its shores are protected by the Isle of Wight (referred to locally simply as “the island”), which forms a sort of huge breakwater shielding them from southerly gales, gives the town a huge advantage over those not so favourably placed. Apart, also, from the various entertainments provided, there is always “something going on” here.


  The Shipping and Portsmouth


  One may stand on Southsea beach, or stroll along its wonderful promenade, and never for a moment is there any lack of something interesting to watch. Warships, from battle-cruisers to destroyers, are constantly passing in and out of Portsmouth Harbour; magnificent paddle-steamers are for ever crossing the stretch of water that separates the Isle of Wight from the mainland, and yachts, large and small, are to be seen skimming across the usually placid waters. The front itself is almost a nautical museum, for here are to be seen the Victory’s anchor, guns from the Crimea and others from famous ships such as the Aboukir and the Trident, and also an obelisk marking the spot where the body of Felton—the Duke of Buckingham’s assassin—was hung after his execution.


  Southsea merges into PORTSMOUTH imperceptibly on the north-west, and the latter is full of historic associations naval, military and literary. Here Charles Dickens was born (at 393, Commercial Road, which now serves as a Dickens Museum). It is also the birthplace of George Meredith and Sir Walter Besant. But it is “Old Portsmouth” which will appeal to the visitor most, for over it the spirit of Nelson seems still to brood. Still in existence is The Star and Garter, where Nelson and Hardy stayed, also The George in the High Street, where, in room No. 15, Lord Nelson had breakfast before leaving on that voyage which, for him, ended at Trafalgar. And, of course, the Victory herself is to be seen in the dockyard.


  For those who wish to explore the lovely county of Hampshire, or visit the New Forest, Southsea forms an ideal centre. There are, too, many sea trips, apart from excursions round the Isle of Wight, so that the person who cannot spend a memorable and eventful holiday here, must be a dull dog indeed.


  The Isle of Wight


  This, with Kent, claims the title of “The Garden of England,” and he would be a daring person who undertook to decide whose claim is the more just. For it is, indeed, a lovely island with a climate that is mild all the year round. It was a favourite resort of Queen Victoria, and at Osborne stands the house she used to occupy, and which was designed by the Prince Consort.


  It is, however, at COWES that in August the visitor is privileged to see, in mass formation as it were, the wealth, rank and beauty of Europe and America. “Cowes Week” is the nautical equivalent of Ascot, except that it is more international and lasts longer. Not to have been to Cowes is, socially, not to have lived; to confess oneself a nobody and quite outside the “best circles.” But, snobbery apart, it is a truly wonderful and thrilling spectacle which no other place in the kingdom—or even in the world, perhaps—can equal. The town itself, which is divided into East and West Cowes, lies on the river Medina, which also divides it. Here are the headquarters of the Royal Yacht Squadron, that most exclusive institution, occupying one of the forts erected by Henry VIII.


  Towards the eastern extremity of the island is the town of RYDE in as lovely a setting as one could well imagine, with a promenade a mile long, then narrowing to a path that leads to Seaview, about three miles away and noted for its excellent bathing. As a fashionable watering-place, Ryde ranks with Eastbourne or Folkestone, though local patriots would say it ranks above them. However that may be, it can certainly claim to be one of the most lovely spots on the shores of Britain.


  Ventnor, Shanklin and Sandown


  On the south side of the island lies VENTNOR, unique in that it rises in tiers or terraces facing the sea. The local scenery is delightful, and near at hand is the famous Blackgang Chine, a wild and beautiful spot. To the east of Ventnor are SHANKLIN and SANDOWN, the former proud of its lovely chine or ravine that cuts into the towering cliffs of the bay.


  SANDOWN is noted for its delightful sands and the bathing facilities which these afford. But whichever one of these places the visitor decides to stay at—and all are so attractive that his choice may be difficult—he will find himself in the midst of glorious scenery, whether viewed from land or sea.


  Among the places which he should not fail to visit, are Alum Bay and Totland Bay, St. Helen’s Bay (with St. Helen’s, four miles from Ryde, where some delightful walks are to be had), and Luccombe Chine near Ventnor. Freshwater, amidst lovely surroundings, where the Poet Tennyson lived for a time, and Carisbrooke with its famous castle where Charles I spent over a year in captivity, will also repay a visit.


  Bournemouth


  Sea breezes and the odour of pines are the distinguishing features of Bournemouth, and probably no other seaside resort possesses just such a wonderful health-giving combination. For this reason it is particularly favoured by convalescents and all those who are disposed to bronchial troubles, more especially as the climate is mild throughout the winter. Compared with some other seaside towns, Bournemouth has no history, and its popularity with holiday folk, as distinct from those definitely in search of health has become marked within the last few years. Thus, although it was largely frequented by visitors in the nineties (R. L. Stevenson was one of them), no very special efforts were made to attract the holiday visitor.


  Now, however, all that has been changed, and though Bournemouth does not attempt to vie with, say, Blackpool (perish the thought!) in the matter of noisy amusements, it does provide all the entertainment that any reasonable person could desire. Quality, rather than quantity, has been the aim of those responsible for its amusements, and in this they have been well advised.


  Its Favoured Position


  Situated in a delightful bay, sheltered on one side by St. Alban’s Head, and on the other by the Isle of Wight, it occupies a singularly favoured position. What strikes the visitor most, perhaps, is the general atmosphere of quiet cheerfulness; the feeling that one can be happy here without any artificial stimulus. The public gardens, tastefully laid out, have an air of calm dignity that is distinctly restful to those who seek relief from the bustle and turmoil of business. And, of course, there is the fragrance of the pines mingled with the tang of the sea, the effect being, in spite of the seeming contradiction, both restful and bracing. And just as some towns give the impression of being rather dirty, or at least soiled, so Bournemouth gives the impression of being clean; clean air, clean atmosphere, clean streets, and clean buildings.


  Attractions and Surroundings


  It has, of course, its theatres, cinemas, concerts and so forth, all of which are first-class, but one of its chief attractions is the facilities it affords for delightful trips and excursions. Among the places well worth visiting is POOLE (only five miles away), whose age it would be difficult to compute exactly. In the opposite direction, and also five miles distant, is CHRISTCHURCH with its ancient Priory Church. DORCHESTER—a Mecca for all true Hardy pilgrims—is only 28 miles away, and Bere Regis, which dates back to Saxon times, is also well known to Hardy enthusiasts.


  On all counts, therefore, Bournemouth ranks high among holiday resorts, and its motto might well be (though it isn’t) Nulli Secundus.


  The Cornish Riviera


  Though doubtless well meant, it was less than just to dub west Cornwall “the Riviera,” for, unlike its Continental namesake, it has no dreaded mistral. That is to say, one need not fear stepping out of warm sunshine into shade and being instantly chilled as a result. The temperature is extremely mild throughout the winter and there are none of those sudden variations which one experiences on the Côte d’Azur. There are, it is true, terrific storms occasionally, but they do not affect the general mildness of the atmosphere, though they do provide a magnificent spectacle when viewed from, say, Land’s End or the Lizard.


  PENZANCE may be regarded as the principal town of the Cornish Riviera, not only because it is the last town in Cornwall, but also because it makes a convenient centre for trips inland and round the coast. The town itself, though it possesses several first-class hotels and boardinghouses, does not lay itself out to cater for the holiday visitor as do most other seaside resorts. This may well be because there is so much to see in and around the place that a programme of conventional amusements would be superfluous. Apart from its fine seafront looking out on Mount’s Bay, with St. Michael’s Mount standing out majestically like a huge sentinel, and the Morab Gardens, in which various tropical plants flourish in the open all the year round, it has no particular attractions. But NEWLYN—which is a sort of annexe to Penzance—will keep the visitor pleasurably occupied for quite a time.


  Newlyn and Mousehole


  Though it has a fine harbour and is an important fishing port, Newlyn is still hardly more than a village with a quaint main street winding and struggling up a steep hill lined with picturesque cottages. It continues round the face of the cliffs, providing a magnificent view of Mount’s Bay, and finally drops down into the romantic shing village of MOUSEHOLE. This, with its little semicircular harbour and old cottages, is one of the most delightful villages in Cornwall. The chief object of interest historically is the Keigwin Arms where, however, neither beer nor spirits are sold. The architecture is Elizabethan, and it was a mansion when the Spaniards descended on Mousehole in 1595 and burnt down the church of St. Paul.


  The return to Newlyn can be made by a different route and through the old village of Paul, in the churchyard of which is buried the last person who spoke the Cornish language.


  Land’s End


  LAND’S END, only ten miles from Penzance, is, of course, a place that no visitor misses, though some declare that it is not to be compared in magnificence with the scenery on other parts of the Cornish coast. Visible from it on a clear day are the Scilly Isles, the famous Longships Lighthouse and the Wolf Light.


  On the north side, eight miles from Penzance, is ST. IVES, once an extraordinarily picturesque little fishing village, but now suffering somewhat from “improvements.” Just as Newlyn has its artists’ colony, so has St. Ives, with studios, once net-lofts, surrounding the delightful little harbour. It also has a gallery in which the work of local artists is on exhibition. The coast scenery from here to Land’s End by way of Zennor and Sennen Cove is magnificent in the extreme.


  Helston to the Lizard


  HELSTON, famous for its yearly “furry dance,” is only thirteen miles from Penzance, and from it one reaches the Lizard, a truly magnificent piece of coast scenery. A little to the west of the Lizard is Kynance Cove, renowned for its serpentine rocks. Falmouth, twenty-six miles from Penzance, stands at the mouth of the Fal, with its lovely wooded slopes. An interesting old town, with Pendennis Castle, built by Henry VIII to guard the entrance of the harbour, it will well repay a visit. It has a wonderful harbour in which lies the famous Cutty Sark.


  Whether NEWQUAY has a right to be included in “the Cornish Riviera” is a debatable point, as it lies on the north coast some thirty odd miles from Penzance. Of late years it has grown into popularity as a holiday resort. It originated somewhere about the seventeenth century, and is set amidst gorgeous scenery. One of the chief local attractions is Bedruthen Steps, beneath which on the sands stands the Queen Bess Rock that, viewed from a certain angle, looks like a statue of Queen Elizabeth.


  Ilfracombe


  This well-known resort is situated on the coast of north Devon and was once a port of considerable note. The town itself is modern, in spite of many historic associations, and has grown with its increasing popularity. It is set amidst hills, and the surrounding country is extremely beautiful, as also is much of the coast scenery. It is, also, a very convenient centre for those who wish to explore this part of Devon with its picturesque villages.


  One of these is COMBE MARTIN, some five miles distant. In the opposite direction and also about five miles away, is the village of MORTEHOE where visitors are shown the tomb of William de Tracy, one of the knights who slew a Becket at Canterbury. Some dispute that this is really his tomb, asserting it is that of a priest, but, however that may be, it is certain that the notorious de Tracy did live in this neighbourhood. Also within easy reach of Ilfracombe are such places as APPLEDORE, BARNSTAPLE and WESTWARD Ho!


  Aberystwyth


  Situated in Cardigan Bay, this is probably the oldest watering-place on the Welsh coast, besides being a university town and possessing the Welsh National Library. Near it is Devil’s Bridge—three bridges, really, all built at different periods—one of the most picturesque spots in all Wales. The bridges cross the Mynach with its steep and romantic falls amidst scenery which is probably not equalled anywhere else in the British Isles.


  There are many interesting Druidic remains in the vicinity of Aberystwyth, and traces of an ancient British camp are to be found on Pen Dinas, a hill about a mile distant.


  Llandudno


  The popularity of this Welsh seaside resort is steadily increasing year by year, and is due in part to the beautiful scenery near at hand. It is set in a delightful bay—or rather, between two bays, for Llandudno Bay lies on one side and Cardigan Bay on the other. To the west of the bay, Great Orme’s Head rises, rugged and grand, to a height of 677 feet, and on the other side there is Little Orme’s Head, rising almost sheer out of the water. There is a fine promenade and also the Parade which extends practically the whole length of the bay, and a Marine Drive four miles long.


  Not only are the surroundings themselves very beautiful, there are any number of places close at hand which are well worth visiting. CONWAY, with its famous castle, is only four miles away, while BETTWS-Y-COED is a bare nineteen miles and can easily be reached by coach or car. A visit should also be made to LLANDRILLO-YN-RHOS which possesses one of the oldest churches in Wales.


  COLWYN BAY is only five miles to the west and is particularly noted for its delightful sands, and the fact that it enjoys a peculiarly sheltered position owing to the hills which protect it from easterly gales. RHYL, conveniently situated for those who wish to explore the Clwyd Valley, is only sixteen miles from Llandudno.


  Oban


  Justly described as the capital of the Western Highlands, Oban, on the Firth of Lorne, is one of the most popular resorts on the coast of Scotland. Not that the town itself has any particular attractions, though it is an important yachting centre, but it is ideally situated for those who wish to explore the Western Highlands with their magnificent scenery. From here, also, steamers run to the various islands, and from their decks splendid views can be obtained of the gaunt grandeur of these rugged coasts.


  Among the places which should certainly be visited are Ballachulish, Loch Awe—one of the wildest and most impressive of the Scottish lochs—Glen Etive, GLEN COE, and the islands of Staffa, Iona and Skye.


  To the west of Oban, in the Sound of Mull, is TOBERMORY, famous for the treasure-seeking activities which have been in progress there for 300 years. A Spanish ship went down there in the days of the Armada, since when numerous attempts have been made to recover the treasure she is supposed to have had on board. Articles valued at about £1,000 were recovered by Colonel Foss in 1912, but operations have now ceased for the time being.


  Scarborough


  The most popular, perhaps, of all Yorkshire watering-places, Scarborough is of ancient origin and has seen many vicissitudes. It was besieged several times by the Danes, and also during the Civil War, while during the late European War it was shelled by German warships and, later, by a submarine.


  It possesses two bays, North Bay and South Bay, separated by a bold headland from which magnificent views are to be obtained, and round which is the Marine Drive. In the South Bay, and facing it, is The Spa with the Cliff Gardens close at hand. All the entertainments and amusements that the holiday-maker expects are to be found here, besides facilities for excursions by steamer and coach. WHITBY, famous for its jet and its ruined abbey, is only twenty miles away. FILEY, a very select little watering-place with delightful sands, is distant some seventeen miles, while BRIDLINGTON is but a mile further on.


  Scarborough claims to be the “queen” of northern watering-places, and few will dispute that claim, for, apart from its natural attractions it does set itself out to give the visitor a good time. There are, in addition to the coach and steamer trips, fine walks to be had along the cliffs and, a little inland, the valleys and moors with their picturesque villages.


  Hunstanton


  This pleasant seaside resort on the Norfolk coast is becoming increasingly popular, for it has excellent sands, the country around is delightful and the air is bracing without being unduly harsh. Golf, bathing, boating and first-class entertainments are available. Hunstanton itself is modern, but Old Hunstanton, about a mile away, has not been modernised and boasts a fine old Jacobean house which, for 500 years, has been the seat of the Le Stranges, Lords of the Manor.


  On the way to SANDRINGHAM is the village of HEACHAM, with Heacham Hall, belonging to the Rolfe family, one of whom married the Indian princess, Pocahontas. Other places worth a visit are Snettisham, Dersingham and Holme-next-the-Sea.


  Hunstanton lies on the south shore of the Wash and is, therefore, protected to a considerable extent from southeasterly gales. Only fifteen miles away is KING’S LYNN, a delightful old town full of picturesque bits and well worth a whole day’s visit. The famous Fanny Burney was born here, her father having been the church organist.


  With the exception, perhaps, of Oban, all the places mentioned in this article are within a day’s driving-distance of London. All have a fine service of express trains for those who prefer travelling by rail, while motor coaches are also run from London and other big centres to most of them.


  


  
    THE REST OF

    ENGLAND AND WALES


    By DOROTHY HARTLEY

  


  Introduction


  LONDON will be so interesting this year on account of the Coronation, that some of you may only leave yourselves time for one tour out into the country. Those of you who are home must find time to visit your people, or the land that your people came from; or there will be the special home of your friends to visit. I think nearly all of you will have one thing that you want to see in England or one place, more than another, that you want to go to.


  Very well, then, be sensible and put that first. Decide where it comes in your itinerary and do your English visit around it.


  Design Your Tour


  It is a grave mistake that people from overseas make in thinking England so small they can do all of it in a day or two. It is small. But it’s so full of detail that you must allow ever so much longer than you expect to see a district thoroughly. Here’s a warning—if you try to dash from one place to another, you will just be poured along the arterial roads seeing nothing but medicine advertisements and building land for sale. You will bypass monotonously all the interesting old towns, spend hours on roads that we English people avoid like the plague and leave to the lorries, and go back disappointed.


  So, design your tour carefully, that you may go to the place of your heart’s desire through one district, and come back happily through another.


  For West Country Folk


  Supposing, therefore, you are mining folk or your people were Cornish people, or your wife’s people were golden-haired creamy-skinned Devon folk—then assuredly you will sell your soul for a mess of good red earth, down Devon way. You will want the sweet, soft, West Country—the land of cream, clotted cream, and daffodils—yellow and dancing in the sunlight; a country that goes up and down in rounded hills and hollow combes. Across these combes, the heavy sweet scent of the golden gorse comes on a hot summer’s day, and you may hear the bell-buoy rocking far out in the deep blue Devon sea. You must go to Westward Ho! and Appledore and Bideford, and you can drive right across Dartmoor (where the little wild ponies come close to the roadway), and visit little fishing villages. You may get the Cornish pilchards. If you’re in luck, you may see the Brixham fishing fleet sail out; some of the finest sailors in the world have come from Brixham, and while you are down there, in the West, you must go on to Land’s End.


  You Western folk belong to find some cider—enough to make you happy and sure that Devon is the finest, warmest and sweetest country under the sun.


  For Welsh People


  Supposing, now, you’ve Welsh blood in your veins—then, yes, yes, indeed—you must go to the Wild Welsh Hills. To save time you may even go straight along Watling Street so that you can be there five or six hours from London. But we will suggest that you approach your homeland with happy circumspection, and you shall go up along the silver Severn Valley and see the ramparts of the Welsh Hills above you and storm your way through the Castles of the Marches.


  For Yorkshire Folk


  Then, if you are “A North Country maid, who to London had strayed,” or a Yorkshire tyke, you had better decide to go straight up to your own north country, for,


  “Oh, the oak and the ash and the bonny ivy tree,


  “They flourish best at home in the North countree!” And you shall go into small hidden places up the Dales where the white limestone crags stand up over the emerald green valleys, and a trout-beck, clear as silver, ripples along over the white and jewelled pebbles; and under the stone bridges the spotted trout lie, waving slowly in the swift, cold current. And because you are a Yorkshireman coming home (and I am a Yorkshireman too), I will tell you where to get real Wensley Dale cheese, and clapper oat-cake from the very small bakehouse that sends its speciality to Simpson’s in the Strand, because it’s so good, and so English. And you shall have real Yorkshire Beef and crisp Yorkshire Pudding (and won’t it go down well, if you’re a hardy “outpost of Empire” man, who lives on goat chop and tough chicken?).


  The Saxon


  But the Saxon home-comer, the descendant of Hereward the Wake—he will get the plumpest chickens out in East Anglia. Foreign visitors do not go much into that level eastern plain of ours—they just go and see Cambridge and perhaps extend their tour to Ely—but the real yellow-haired and blue-eyed Saxon should explore his Fenland and meet the hardy, curious Fen-men who have many strange ways.


  It is a cold and bracing land in the winter, with acres of skating, and in the summer the bright hot sunshine is usually tempered with a fresh sea breeze.


  If you are a naturalist the Fens are a Paradise. There are bird sanctuaries for the migrant birds from the North.


  It is a land for the motorist of long straight roads, with the water gurgling either side, and fields of corn and open sky, and the bells of Croyland sound with a wild sweetness through the dusk of a summer evening, and change their tone as the waters of the Wash sweep in from the North Sea.


  For Parents


  If you own up frankly that you are no naturalist, and not very interested in the country, but want to see the universities and perhaps plot out a future for someone who is coming home later—then go to Cambridge, Oxford, Aberdeen, or to the university town of your desire, and travel from there.


  Of course, you may be one of those specialist Englishmen who only deign to call a few square miles home—you may be a man of Kent, in which case you come of age two years earlier than anyone else, and have all sorts of special privileges, or you may be just a Kentishman, which allows you to wander in the hop-fields and drink Kentish ale, though history states you once disgraced yourselves by pinning fish tails on to St. Augustine.


  Anyway, if you come from Kent or Surrey, Sussex, you shall be sent on a Canterbury Pilgrimage.


  If your people came from Oxfordshire, then you’re lucky, for you shall see the beautiful golden Cotswold villages; because they are so perfectly English, you must see them in any case, for there are some things every visitor to England should find. So come along then, the open ways await you. Along these routes, detour left or right, be always ready to stop for the note of a blackbird or laugh at a little woolly stilt-legged lambkin.


  Do not be content with the highways and hotels, but leave them, whenever you can, and make small journeys afoot to meet the simple English people, hidden in the quiet places.


  Make Your Choice of Joys!


  So make a list of your joys, for the route you decide on.


  Will you hear the sheep bells on the downs?


  Will you tread a wet bird-haunted English lawn?


  Will you live history in Old Castles, and feel the reverence of centuries in some Cathedral crypt? Or tread the wild wet Western mountains? Or wind-swept sand-dunes? Or hear the water running musically through the limestone crags?


  See rocky glens and Highland cattle? Huge Lincoln sheep, or Devon kine, or the horses of the Shires?


  Will you dance with Wordsworth’s daffodils in the Lake District? Or woo Ann Hathaway, in Warwick?


  Do you prefer to eat Yorkshire beef, then you shall go where they will make you real Yorkshire pudding. Or Welsh mutton—you shall have it—and Welsh cheese.


  Will you have Melton Mowbray Pork Pie and Stilton cheese? Or York Ham, Parkin, and Lancashire oat-cake?


  Leave room for the Devonshire splits and Cornish cream, and you might be in time for the elver cake of Somerset, Aylesbury ducklings and fresh green peas.


  Come along—England is a tiny island—let us help you to do all you can thoroughly in your time! But you must decide beforehand, so that you do not waste a precious visit trying to do too much.


  ROUTE I—TO THE EAST


  If there is an R in the Month


  Now, if you are a Saxon, and have decided to follow your Saxon heritage and the Land of Hereward the Wake in the East, you shall start out through Epping Forest in Essex. You may start past Waltham Abbey, the road is pleasant, winding right through the Forest, and on and through North Weald. Through BASSETT (that’s a good name, isn’t it?) to CHELMSFORD.


  If it’s springtime, you will not want to hurry, because the fruit blossom will be out, and you may detour round by Tiptree (where they make jam) and on to COLCHESTER, where they eat oysters. If there’s an “R” in the month, pause for lunch. (Since Julius Caesar’s time the Oyster has always been News in England. In September, the first oyster and the mayor always have their photograph in the press together, the mayor wearing a chain of office to distinguish him.)


  Now you go to Harwich; Dovercourt on the south is a seaside place now, it used to be famous for beetles, not the insect ones, but the huge wooden mallets you drive wedges with—they were made of old ships’ timbers, as far back as the fifteenth century. Harwich is the other end of nowhere, unless you’re sailing; but you can get a ferry across to Shotley and come meandering back along the Orwell, or, if the ferry isn’t handy, wander back the same side of the river and over Cattawade Bridges on to Manningtree.


  Boats and History Books


  If you are an historian, you know of one Thomas Tusser, who farmed about Brantham (about 1571). You should read his queer diaries, because they give a remarkably good picture of farming in that curious part of the world. These borderlands between Essex and Suffolk are yachting country—the land’s all mixed up with the rivers, and the rivers with the land.


  Now when you get to IPSWICH, you’re beginning to see town history, and if you love Dickens you will want to spend some time poking about the narrow picturesque streets.


  Dickens’ Country


  From Ipswich you could sweep on a broad high road to the coast, but if you really want to see the country, go and lose yourself in the small roads that wander east to ALDEBURGH, passing Snape. (They found a very old Viking boat sunk in the mud at Snape.) At Leiston there’s a lovely old priory, and Dunwich is interesting because it isn’t there now. It’s several miles out at sea. Southwold Church is well worth a visit. SOUTHWOLD is one of the places where they keep stocks and pillories in the churchyard. Further along you can get a ferry (yes, it will take cars) to Walberswick, a tiny village inhabited by artists, and then you may keep along the cliff to LOWESTOFT.


  Again you meet Dickens, and “The Scores,” queer little back alleys, are worth seeing; and if you like George Borrow you may want to go to Oulton Broad.


  LOWESTOFT to Great Yarmouth is quickest along the coast road (and if a hot day, and you want a bathe, I should choose it), otherwise make a semi-circle inland around Fritton Decoy and The Yare. The Broads are delightful on a windy, sparkling day, with the white pleasure sails, and the tanned red sails, and the work and laughter.


  Yarmouth Bloaters Are Good


  YARMOUTH is famous for bloaters. It depends on the season, whether you will find Yarmouth fast asleep or inundated with herrings and Scotch lassies. If it’s the herring season, go along down to the quay, and if there’s room for you among the cinematograph operators you’ll see one of the most picturesquely ghastful industries going on. The Scotch women are, many of them, professional fish-wives (and that amounts to something in the North), and they wear their professional costume; and some of the widest-striped petticoats have got the neatest ankles underneath them, and some of the brightest shawls cover the quickest brains; and if you want back-chat, you’ll get it. They’re darlings!


  Now, if they have delayed you, and you want to speed a bit, there’s a fine stretch: straight as a dyke to Norwich, and as you will have to keep your eye on that extremely fast straight piece of road, it doesn’t matter that it’s rather dull either side. NORWICH has a cathedral. Most of Norwich begins in the sixteenth and fifteenth centuries and works backwards to the twelfth century. There’s so much to see that it’s sensible to get one of the local guide books. The carvings in some of the old churches are great fun.


  The Red Poppy Lands


  After Norwich, consult your time. If you can, continue north along any of the smaller ways and over curious barren uplands till you reach Cromer. The red cliffs break down into the sea at each tide. Last time I was there, a gold cornfield flecked with scarlet poppies broke off suddenly, and half of it lay feet below, washing out to sea.


  On a Broken Breakwater


  From CROMER I should advise the coast road. Once past the “seaside” places, it’s pleasant and goes through small green villages, where, towards Cley, white ducks splatter across: and over the marshes on your right, the sea birds sweep and call. It was out on the long breakwater, beyond Cley, I passed the most miserable night of my life. I was walking, and the track-way led along the edge of the sea, shingle and waves on my right, marsh and February flood water on the left. The tide was coming in; I passed a low place where I knew the tide would cross, so there was no going back, but I didn’t worry much, thinking I could get off at the end where the breakwater swept round inland. It didn’t. It left off. And dark night found me sitting miserably at the end of a muddy stone wall, with a mill race of unknown depth and eternal width before me—the tide howling up on my right and the floodwater sobbing and gurgling on my left. The causeway was four feet wide (I found that by crawling and pawing about). It was pitch dark. It rained presently, but that didn’t make me any wetter. And all night long, the sea howled and the flood moaned, and unknown things shrieked at me overhead and sobbed below my feet, which sank slowly, deeper and deeper into mud.


  With the hopeless dawn, the flood water went down, and I saw a ghostly grey figure flopping about over the mud, towards me—he said he’d come out gathering worms; he gathered me in. That was Cley. And I still think it’s a charming place—so it must be. Testimony could not be more convincing.


  Further on, there’s a bird sanctuary—a small island fitted with a house for visitors, and for a small charge they’ll take you out and let you spend the night there and watch the birds coming in, migrations from the north—thousands and thousands of them. The air is thick with wings.


  Now you may come back a little way on a glorious road, high on a hillside above the shores of The Wash, wild, sandy land, and round Royal Sandringham (take care you don’t run over pheasants—because they’re so many, and so tame, they’ll roost in the car, soon as not).


  Hear! The Music of Croyland Bells


  I want you to spend the night at CROYLAND (no, it is nothing to do with crows—it’s from “cru,” marshland). You may go there and learn all about Guthlac and Tatwin, his boatman; and there, in the middle of the high street, you will see what I always think is the oldest thing in England, it conveys the sense of time more than anything else, dates are only figures. There, in Croyland main street, stands an old pointed three-legged bridge, so steep that the pack-horses who used it must have been beaten and dug in their hoofs to clamber the hard rock of its building. It is small and cramped: the stones that built it had to be carried so far that each one is precious. There are usually children playing on the steps, or old men leaning against the buttresses: and underneath, where the dry roadway goes, the stones are water-worn—water-worn deeply away. But the old bridge will never feel the water again, nor the silky rushes stroking the rough stone. The water has drained away.


  The Bells of Croyland are sweet-voiced bells, and very old. They change their tone with the turn of the tide; for when the sea fills The Wash the bells resound over the water.


  Ships at sea can hear them many miles out when the wind sets from the land. Canute rowed with his boatmen round this coast. The old verses say (translated):—


  Merrily sang the monks of Ely,


  When Canute, the king, rowed by.


  “Row nearer the land, row closer in,


  And let us hear those monkes sing.”


  Dutchmen in England


  If you have time to go further north into Lincoln, then leave ELY for your return journey, but you must certainly go there. A less well-known place is Wisbech. I cannot tell you why it is so fascinating, but everyone I have sent to Wisbech has loved the strange Dutch town, with the water winding through the main street. So let it depend on the season. Go there in spring if the bulbs are out, and the fields checkered with flaming colour, or later, for the strawberries that are grown in that district.


  This part of the world is called “Holland,” and at the present time a number of Hollanders are working there making huge rafts, which they float out to sea for reclaiming land.


  Sutton Bridge is where King John lost all his crown jewels in The Wash (and never smiled again).


  High Tide on the Coast of Lincolnshire


  Presently you will see Boston Stump, which is the church tower of BOSTON. In the days of high tides and broken dykes and the sudden floods which even now threaten Lincolnshire, they used to ring the church bells for a warning before great seas: and they rang them upwards from the lowest note to the high. Read Jean Ingelow’s High Tide on the Coast of Lincolnshire, for it gives a wonderful picture of one of those inundations. I think you will understand that strange country better when you have read that poem. (Kipling makes one of his heroines hum that tune—d’you know her?) And read Dorothy Sayers’ Nine Tailors also for a splendid description.


  Boston should have particular interest to all Americans, because of the Pilgrim Fathers.


  Lincoln Sheep should interest Australians


  Australians would be more interested in the great raw-boned Lincoln sheep, somewhat akin to the Romney Marsh sheep of Kent, and we believe, one of our indigenous breeds. (There are strange notes in historic MSS. of monk farmers and penitent landowners smuggling home-breeding rams in the time of the Crusades. They landed at Hull, they say—it’s just one of those tag-ends of historic information that are so tantalising.) When you visit Lincoln you will pass Dunston Pillar, this was once a lighthouse for travellers (1751).


  Now if you are travelling through the east only it is time to turn back to London.


  Come back through Stilton (and lunch there because of the cheese), and skim the hunting shires. Stilton cheese was made there during the coaching days. It is made in a great many districts of England now (but then the history of English cheeses would fill a volume by itself).


  If you missed Ely, stop there on your way back; and you should also visit Bury St. Edmunds. You must go on foot through the gateway to circle the old building, and if you’re in luck you will see the swans on the moat ring the gate-house dinner bell.


  Newmarket and the Races


  Between BURY ST. EDMUNDS and CAMBRIDGE leave the main road and watch out for gallops, for NEWMARKET is the very heart of our racing district, and on those gallops the young hopefuls are tried out. It’s a lovely sight to see the long strings of horses treading light as if they trod on silk, and you may spot a winner!


  Cambridge Old Colleges


  Cambridge has been described elsewhere in this guide and it may be home to you to visit some special college.


  For one last look across your own eastern country, get to the top of the Gog Magog Hills. Such small hills in themselves, but mighty as giants over that flat land. On a clear day you will have a very wonderful view for your farewell.


  SAFFRON WALDEN (name relic when Saffron was staple crop in the district) is on the main road, but many of the villages near are worth exploring.


  Come back through DUNMOW, for there they give a flitch of bacon to the couple who live most happily together for a whole year. Then, with that pleasant thought, head back for London.


  Where Livingstone Studied


  Passing Chipping Ongar the visitor from Africa must pause, for there Dr. Livingstone studied; an historian should turn one mile aside to Greenstead to see a genuine Anglo-Saxon church, with untouched walls of trunks of trees. Antiquarians date it very early in the eleventh century, probably 1013. And so to London, via Gloucester Gate and Regent’s Park.


  Hotels and Road Houses in towns, or near the routes, mentioned.


  MANNINGTREE


  White Hart


  HARLOW


  Riverside Cafe


  HAVERING-ATTE-BOWER


  Havering Court


  INGATESTONE


  The Chase


  BRAINTREE


  Sun Lido


  CHELMSFORD


  Saracen’s Head


  White Hart


  COLCHESTER


  Cups


  Red Lion.


  IPSWICH


  Crown and Anchor


  West Gate Street


  Great White Horse, Tavern St.


  ALDEBURGH


  Brudenell, The Parade


  Wentworth


  White Lion


  SOUTHWOLD


  The Grand


  The Swan


  The Crown


  LOWESTOFT


  The Royal


  Victoria


  The Imperial


  YARMOUTH


  Queen’s, The Marine Parade


  The Brunswick


  The Royal


  NORWICH


  Maid’s Head, Wensum Street


  The Bell, Orford Place


  BLAKENEY


  Blakeney Hotel, Quayside


  Burnham Overy, Mooring’s Hotel


  CROMER (many hotels)


  The Grand (facing sea)


  Royal Links (near golf links)


  New Haven Court


  CLEY


  There are good small hotels at Cley.


  CROYLAND


  There is a good hotel at Croyland.


  ELY


  Lamb and the Bell


  BOSTON


  Peacock and Royal


  White Hart


  White Horse


  LINCS


  Woodhall Spa


  Petwood Hotel


  BURY SU. EDMUNDS


  Angel, and The Suffolk, in the butter market.


  CAMBRIDGE


  University Arms


  The Bull


  The Blue Boar, in Trinity Street


  The Lion in Petticurry


  NEWMARKET


  Rutland Arms


  SAFFRON WALDEN


  Rose and Crown, Market Square


  DUNMOW


  Saracen’s Head, High Stre$$151


  ROUTE 2—THE GREAT NORTH ROAD


  THE Great North Road, track of the Romans sweeping north, passes Hendon. The direct way sweeps out through St. Albans.


  If time is precious head straight onwards through NORTHAMPTON and Leicester, and Charnwood Forest.


  But if you want to see as much as you can, use the reverse of the eastern route, winding your way north via Cambridge and Ely, and only turning inland in time for the hunting shires, and lunch on pork pie at MELTON MOWBRAY. Pork pie and Stilton cheese belong to that part of the Midlands.


  A Trappist Monastery in Leicestershire


  Beyond Leicester turn into Charnwood Forest for the beauty of the country; on a clear day from “the rocks” you can see for miles, and in the heart of the Forest is buried the only Trappist Monastery in England.


  You may go over the monastery: visitors are welcome—if you are poor they will give you soup, if you are rich you may buy exquisite honey which, to the imaginative, has a faint aroma of incense. The silent, white-hooded Brothers work in the fields or lead laden carts along the road, for their estate is large and their lives hard working.


  Afterwards you may speed till you reach the Peak district, in the heart of which is BUXTON, a spa of natural waters.


  Here are good hotels. In one there is the grand Christmas frolic when, for a night, guests and household staff change places! Great good fun, but you have to book your rooms ahead for that laughter.


  It is worth staying to tour the district. It is very wooded and wild. The road reaches an altitude of 1,000 feet, and the gradients are steep.


  Snowed Up in England


  As a suggestion, head for LEEK, the market town of the district, and find Flash. Three aeroplanes couldn’t find Flash, one winter when it got snowed up; it’s in such a pocket in the hills that no one could get there, and the wires broke down. And the saying goes, “They were eating the last flitch of bacon from under the innkeeper’s bed” when the thaw came; but another authority said this was erroneous—“they’d still got the parson’s chickens to fall back upon,” and somebody “had a pie laid down.” But that’s a sample of the country and the weather! Probably that’s why Bakewell is noted for its puddings.


  Kinderscout (2,088 feet) is the centre of a huge mass of moorlands, and the Snake Inn lies lonely on a mountain road which sweeps down to Glossop.


  The Clogs and Shawls of the Cold North


  Coming down Glossop Hill, you come down into the north country: for the women are “hearth-stoning” the steps, and you’ll see the first shawls and clogs of the north.


  Part of Dovedale is probably to be a National Park, and the Dove Holes and Chatsworth Park and many other beauties of the Peak last you to Grindleford, if you go through Sheffield way.


  But from Glossop you can go direct to Huddersfield, through Dunford Bridge and Holmfirth, the road running over open moorland.


  Black Country


  Huddersfield is the “black country,” and you’ll have to grin and bear the ugliness to Keighley.


  Then you are in my own home country, and shall go a road that takes you to the most beautiful places in the world.


  From Keighley turn right to ILKLEY, and if you like to go on “Ilkla moor baht ’at” leave the car and away with you on foot. Then go to BOLTON ABBEY and walk through the woods up to the Strid, and then on to Barden Tower and Burnsall. Anywhere there you may leave the road and drive the small winding hill roads, for you are in the heart of the Dales.


  A Fine Country for Walkers


  If you can make a detour on foot, drive up the long winding valley past GRASSINGTON and KILSEY to Star-bottom; then the walkers climb left, up over the hills and moors—a most glorious lime-stone country—and come down on a little rough mountain track that brings them out at the foot of Gordale Scarr, and on to Malham Cove, where they may meet the motorist again.


  When I first knew MALHAM it was only a tiny grey-stone farm and a couple of grey-stone inns, and miles and miles of grey-green grass and grey-white limestone, and the singing trout-beck. Now there are hotels, but the place is not spoilt, and I would advise it as a centre for the Dales. For there is Malham Cove—the mighty limestone cliff down which Little Tom in Kingsley’s Water Babies climbed when he ran away over Hearth Over Fell and left his black marks all down the front of that white limestone cliff!


  Underground Rivers and Caves


  Read Water Babies before you visit this part of the country. Read the first chapter, anyhow, for it describes the giant limestone steps and the heather and the hot sun overhead, and the hidden water holes far, far below.


  From the foot of Gordale Scarr slides out a little stream. It has come, ice cold, through deep caverns underground, and it runs out very quietly, as if awed; and then, a little way through the green fields under the silver birches, it begins to talk, and chatters and babbles for miles. And you can walk beside it all the way.


  Still Made as in the Days of Froissart


  Skipton Castle is worth seeing, if only for the mighty gate-house; and in a tiny northern yard—“Hard-by-the-Castle” yard (Hardcastle Yard)—you will find a man making oat-cake, “Haver” oat-cake, exactly like John of Hainault’s soldiers taught the Yorkshire people to make it in the days of Froissart.


  I should like you, if the weather is fine, to make the pass from Wharfedale to Wensley Dale, through Horsehouses, but take advice before starting as it’s a very rough mountain road. Wensley Dale is where the cheese comes from.


  BUCKDEN, Kidstones Pass, to Aysgarth is perhaps the most beautiful stretch of the way. (How I hope you have good weather for it!)


  Stay as long as you can in this heart of the Dales, and then sweep on to PENRITH, that dour steep town of Cumberland. There is a Giant’s grave in the churchyard at Penrith to awe you. And from Penrith you go to the Lakes, and climb mountains.


  If you have driven over Shap, then you have seen the high grey fells, and may turn inland to Keswick. Another route could go around Windermere, Ambleside, Wast-water, Derwentwater, and so lose yourselves completely in the beauty of the Lake District.


  A Drowned Village


  Mardale, my own special small and lovely centre, is no more. They are drowning it. Last time I was there, I clambered to the top of High Street and looked down: and there was the tiny church and the old inn, and the few stone farmhouses and the quiet lake, and the little road that ended in a mountain track. And on the hillside opposite was a white mark; and to-day the church has gone, the farms are deserted, and towards that white mark on the hillside the waters are creeping up and up. It’s going to be a reservoir.


  Kendal is Famous for Snuff


  The Lakes are the playground of the north, and some of the small popular towns cater only for the tourist. But the old stone market towns, such as KENDAL, are sturdily unchanged, and the sports of the Lakes are unchanged. There you will see wrestling at its very finest; such wrestling partners might Shakespeare have dreamed of for Orlando.


  There are Fell races, where the shepherds run straight up the steep hillsides, along over the rocks, leaping for miles against the sky line; and back, crossing rivers, to finish swiftly across the green grass turf. There are sheep dog trials—and there are the mountains.


  Read Froissart’s Chronicles


  Choose the mountain over which the Roman roads sweep to Carlisle when you leave the Lakes. CARLISLE is an historic border town and has a very fine castle; and you must have Froissart with you, to read of the ruse when they drove the donkeys carrying coal into the gateway, broke the panniers, and spilt the coal so that it blocked up the portcullis, and then they took the town; and many more stories of interesting Carlisle.


  Are you going on to Scotland? You may as well. You’re so close to the border. (You can detour to Gretna Green, if you like, but don’t advise it unless you’ve business there, for it’s deteriorated terribly!)


  And the Border Ballads


  If you really can’t go to Scotland, pack the Border Ballads in your pocket and ride east along the Cheviot Hills and see the Roman Wall, and any of the wild moorland roads inland to Jedburgh or Hawick will give you the feel of the Border.


  But if you can, go into Scotland; then you’ll have a lovely run either through Moffat, where the road runs above a huge ravine known as “The Devil’s Beef Tub” and Peebles, or through Eskdale and Teviotdale. Whichever way you go return the other road, for I cannot choose for you. I have travelled both, and most of the small side roads in either direction, through sheer inability to make up my mind.


  If you have time, turn off at Bowland to the east—there are half a dozen little roads that lead up into the hills.


  The Covenanter’s Memorial


  Ask for the Covenanter’s Memorial. It is a small stone, in a quiet hidden glen, far from a little country road: down the glen runs a burn, and, overhead, wind and bird cries; and I’m not saying how you get there because I’ve never managed to get there twice the same way myself, and the roads are wild and winding. But you will have seen the Border Country when you find it—the Border Country of the North—Heart-land of the Northerners, for


  “The oak and the ash, and the bonny ivy tree,


  They flourish best at home, in the north countree.”


  Hotels and Road Houses in towns, or near the routes, mentioned.


  NORTHAMPTON


  The Grand


  The Angel


  The Plough


  The Ram


  MELTON MOWBRAY


  The Bell


  The Harborough


  The King’s Head


  BUXTON


  Spa Hotel.


  MATLOCK BATH


  New Bath Hotel


  LEEK


  Red Lion


  BAKEWELL


  Rutland Arms


  BAMFORD


  Rising Sun Hotel, Bamford Road


  ILKLEY


  Wells House


  Craigland’s Hydro


  Troutbeck, on Cross Beck Road


  SKIPTON-IN-CRAVEN


  The Black Horse


  The Devonshire


  GRASSINGTON


  Wilson Arms


  KILSEY


  There is a good hotel under the crag.


  MALHAM


  Two or three good hotels here.


  MALDALE


  The old or new Dun Bull (the first is being drowned)


  PENRITH


  Armstrong’s “George”


  The Crown


  KENDAL


  Levens


  County


  Kendal


  KESWICK


  Keswick Hotel


  The Derwentwater


  CARLISLE


  Crown and Mitre, in English Street (a border town).


  ROUTE 3—TO THE NORTH-WEST


  THE Saxon has been to the east, and the northerner has been to the north. We will now send the mountaineers to the west, North Wales and Snowdon. (They may make an extension to the Lakes from there if they like.)


  If speed is an object, you can go straight from London on the A5 Road and find Holyhead marked almost as soon as you leave London smoke behind you. It is one of the most direct routes in England, and will land you at the foot of Snowdon the same evening.


  The A5 Road


  But it is a very dull road, so advise you to take a day getting there, and a day getting back, and so see something of beautiful England on the way through.


  Start, therefore, outwards through MAIDENHEAD and OXFORD.


  Oxford: of the Spires and Bells


  If you are an Oxford family you will want to stay there as long as the Cambridge man stayed in Cambridge. And a day can well be spent exploring the beautiful Cotswold country.


  Ride-a-Cock Horse to Banbury Cross


  Go to BANBURY, of Banbury Cross and Banbury Cakes. Brown’s in High Street have the most wonderful old tea-shop; you will be sure to bump your head on the oak beams—but the buns are worth it! Be sure you ask to have them hot.


  From Banbury follow small side roads through the small villages, Long Crompton, Stow-on-the-Wold, Moreton-in-the-Marsh, for it is the only way to see this beautiful piece of England. You will come on to the main high road through Chipping Campden and BROADWAY. Broadway, beloved of the Americans, is so perfectly preserved that not a sign is permitted to be hung without consultation.


  EVESHAM, a lovely black and white town, with beautiful old church, is a centre of market gardening. If you want crunchy English apples and pears that melt in your mouth and snow-white celery, buy them in the Vale of Evesham. Also new green peas.


  Close to Evesham is STRATFORD-ON-AVON. William Shakespeare is rather overworked, but Ann Hathaway’s cottage is worth a visit, and there’s usually a Shakespeare play on at the theatre during the season.


  From Stratford make DROITWICH and have a salt bath. The Romans did. It’s great fun—there’s bathing all day, the water’s warm, and you bobble about unable to sink, and come out feeling like a giant refreshed.


  Ludlow, Shrewsbury and Wales


  Now, turn west to LUDLOW, a beautiful town with wonderful old bridges, and follow a good road past the Pedlar’s Rest and along a high ridge of hill, Wenlock Edge, to MUCH WENLOCK, where there is an old abbey.


  To the right, through BUILDWAS (also worth seeing) you come to the Wrekin, and must have the Shropshire Lad in your pocket, for all this country belongs to Housman.


  SHREWSBURY is a black and white town where you eat Shrewsbury biscuits. Charles Darwin lived in a house just outside the town. There are two bridges in Shrewsbury, English Bridge and Welsh Bridge. Don’t take the by-pass round Shrewsbury (for the town is well worth a visit), continue through Chester, a lovely old city, if you’re going to the Lakes.


  From Shrewsbury the direct road runs rather dully through Whittington, where an old castle gateway and moat look well beside the road. On, through the edge of a rather ugly industrial coalfield, to LLANGOLLEN. You could, alternatively, turn off before you reach Oswestry, to a road marked Lake Vyrnwy: it’s a lovely road, but I should be sorry for you to lose the Valley of Llangollen which winds on through CORWEN, CERRIG-Y-DRUIDION (Cerrig of the Druids) to BETTWS-Y-COED.


  The country around Cerrig is such a contrast to the Snowdon range which follows—it is a wide shallow basin that of old was filled with corn.


  Snowdon


  From Bettws the road goes from CAPEL CURIG direct to the foot of SNOWDON.


  If you are a mountaineer you will know of the Ranger’s Hut. If a stranger, you will be told all you need know of the various tracks at the hotels at Pen-y-Gwryd or Pen-y-Pass. Some of the walks up the mountain are little more than a scramble, and in fair weather no one need mind going up. But you can have very expert rock climbing. For that many prefer the Glyders, and for them take the other pass—there’s a hotel at the end of Lake Ogwen.


  The Snowdon district is a study in itself. There are many good books, both on the rock itself and on the district.


  A word of warning: do not treat Snowdon off-handedly. There is a graveyard at the foot, full of people who’ve done so.


  Caernarvon to Bardsey Island


  Now you must go to Caernarvon, for the Castle is beautifully restored and well worth a visit.


  From the historic window of Caernarvon Castle the English king promised to give the Welsh people a prince of their own who could not speak a word of English, and turning, brought out, cradled in his big shield, his new born baby son! (And ever since then, as the school children say, the Prince of Wales has always been born with feathers).


  Now you have a choice. If you’ve time I would like you to go wandering off down the long peninsula, right down to ABERDARON and then out to BARDSEY ISLAND. Bardsey is one of those places where they have a king of their own, and that peninsula holds many exciting places. There is a farmhouse, built of jasper, by a bay of white sand, called Whistling Sands, for they squeak and whistle as you walk across them. It’s a pleasant spot on a hot day to lie and laze on the white sand and swim in the blue sea. Even the cows bathe in these parts, and you see them splash back through the pools.


  Menai Straits


  Cross the Menai Suspension Bridge for the sake of the view. The Straits have a fierce and dangerous current—the small island below used to be renowned for cockle pie, but you may have to go to Anglesey to get it now. There was a very characteristic incident in building that bridge. When the great cable had to be wound to position on the capstans, it was very urgent that the capstans on both shores should be timed to turn simultaneously, so as to get an even lift. Realise this was built many years ago, when there were far less facilities than to-day, the capstans were turned by man power, sturdy Welshmen tramping round in a circle. They were Welsh, so Telford trained them to sing a chorus together, and after that split into two parties on either bank, the Welshmen could be trusted to keep perfect unison and time.


  Anglesey


  At the other side of the bridge you go through the village of Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwll-llantysilio-gogogoch! The short cut for this village is Llanfair P.G. There’s no short cut for Anglesey—either do it properly or not at all. The main road straight to HOLYHEAD and round back through AMLWCH is deadly dull. On the small side roads you are bound to get lost, but it’s worth it.


  Out beyond Newborough are wonderful wide sands and bathing beaches, and villages where they still only speak Welsh (and that in a special dialect): they cut the rushes and marrum grass in the autumn, and there are small, drowned churches out at sea by Aberffrau.


  Holyhead Island and the lighthouse are open to visitors, you can see seals in the bay, and if you want to go to Ireland, now’s your chance.


  Then instead of the rather dull main road, sweep up over Parry’s Mountain (that was once the largest copper mine in the world), down to Amlwch, where of old the ships had to come in with copper, not iron, nails on account of that same copper industry. It is now a ruined town, full of ghosts (there are also Roman Baths), and beyond, right on the coast, by Llys-Dulas, stands one of the oldest and most perfect little Welsh churches, very well worth a visit.


  To Harlech Castle and Plynlimon


  Again, turn inwards, to Pentraeth across the great marsh, and out along the coast road, with marvellous views of Snowdon to Penmon Priory.


  Penmon Priory is beautiful, and the dove-cote an architectural gem. You will barely leave time to enjoy Beaumaris Castle before returning to BANGOR.


  I should avoid the north coast road—it is built up with popular seaside watering places, and come back down one of the beautiful Snowdon Passes, preferably Francon, to Capel Curig. Then follow the road west to BEDDGELERT—this will give you some of the finest mountain scenery, and cross the estuary to HARLECH.


  Harlech Castle is worth a visit, if only from the view on the battlements, and now you may follow the coast road, sweeping right the way down through BARMOUTH, ABERYSTWYTH—if you like, right down to CARDIGAN, or you can turn inwards by a road that goes over PLYNLIMON and the source of the Severn, through RHAYADER, Radnor Forest. Anywhere here is good exploring country. If time presses, come back through Kington to Hereford (though if you can make a detour to Hay, do so), and thus through Gloucester back to London.


  Hotels and Road Houses in town, or near the routes, mentioned.


  MAIDENHEAD


  Bear and Crown


  OXFORD


  Clarendon


  Randolph


  The Mitre


  BANBURY


  Whateley Hall


  White Lion


  The Crown


  BROADWAY


  Lygon Arms


  EVESHAM


  Mansion House


  Northwick, by the water side


  STRATFORD-ON-AVON


  The Welcome


  The Arden


  The Falcon


  The Red Horse


  White Swan


  DROTTWICH


  The Raven


  The Worcestershire Brine Baths


  WORCESTER


  Crown Hotel at Wychbold


  LUDLOW


  The Feathers


  Old Black and White Inn (of great beauty)


  SHREWSBURY


  Raven


  Lion


  Mytton and Mermaid (ask for the history of Mytton)


  CHESTER


  Grosvenor


  Blossoms


  WHITTINGTON


  There is a small hotel close to the Castle (Ye Old Boot).


  LLANGOLLEN


  The Hand (is a very old hotel), and there are many others.


  From now onwards, it is unnecessary to mention special hotels, as the Snowdon district is well provided. We have mentioned the small hotel at Peny-Pass and at Lake Ogwen for the convenience of climbers.


  CAERNARVON


  The Royal, opposite the Castle


  ANGLESEY


  There are good hotels at Beaumaris, Rhosneigr, Amlwch, Pentraeth, and Aberffrau.


  HARLECH


  St. David’s


  The Castle


  ABERYSTWYTH


  Is a seaside place—plenty of hotels.


  RHAYADER


  Lion Royal


  ON KERRY HILL


  In Radnor Forest, an isolated inn, The Anchor, where foxhounds are kept.


  ROUTE 4—SOUTH WALES


  ADJOINING the North Wales trip, extend your tour south. Come back over the Radnor Forest for those high, wild hills are wonderful scenery, but when you get to HEREFORD have a glass of cider, and then turn west again (after two glasses of cider, you’ll reach Monmouth), but Monmouth Bridge is really there—it isn’t the result of the cider—there’s a genuine castle built in the middle of it. Shakespeare likens the Wye at Monmouth to the Euphrates, and, “Look you, there is salmons in both!”


  Brecon Beacon


  Then over the Black Mountains to Llanthony Abbey, that pocket in the hill, and Brecon. Brecon Beacon is a wild wet sheep walk—to be a shepherd of the Beacon amounts to something. You may be up to your waist in snow anytime from November onwards.


  Turn north at Llandovery and cut across the hills to Aberayron, for the sweep of Cardigan Bay, and then make your way cross country to St. David’s—the old cathedral town of Wales—and back through Haverford West, Milford Haven and Pembroke, Carmarthen, Builth Wells, and any of the hill roads to Great Malvern.


  Malvern, land of Piers Plowman, caters for visitors, and you’ll be well looked after.


  The Wye Valley


  From Hereford (or from Monmouth) explore the Wye Valley, the wonderful piece of land which lies between Hay, Hereford, Ross and Chepstow. I cannot pretend it is on the road anywhere, but it is a detour worth making.


  As an historic point, there are small churches near Symond’s Yat—in a way, almost more interesting than Tintern Abbey (also close), for they show early Celtic work, where the Irish Pilgrims walked from St. David’s across, along your route, down to Canterbury.


  Anyone going west on Tours 3, 4, 5, or 6 should fit in the land which lies either side of the Bristol Channel—it is little known, therefore quite unspoilt and most typically English.


  Hotels and Road Houses in towns, or near the routes, mentioned.


  HEREFORD


  The Green Dragon


  The City Arms


  MONMOUTH


  Beauford Arms


  The King’s Head


  BRECON


  Castle of Brecon


  The Wellington


  ST. DAVIDS


  Several hotels near the Cathedral


  The SOUTH COAST is also well provided.


  MALVERN


  The Abbey Hotel


  The County


  HAY


  A choice of small country inns


  Ross


  The Royal


  The Swan


  CHEPSTOW


  Sedbury Park


  All the Wye Valley, from Symond’s Yat downwards, is well provided with hotels.


  ROUTE 5—THE SOUTH-WEST


  Now for the Great West Road!


  If you want to extend this tour on to your Welsh tour that brought you down the beautiful Wye Valley, you can get a ferry from Chepstow. Beachley ferry service takes cars across the Severn to Aust, thus avoiding Bristol City, and giving you the beautiful undulating country beyond Chipping Sodbury to Malmesbury. MALMESBURY was the scene of the earliest attempt at gliding in England, about 1170. A monk of Malmesbury made himself wings (probably from parchment) and took off from the high tower of the abbey. He broke his legs in landing, which he attributed to not fitting himself with a tail for steering, but the Superior said it was a judgment on him for defying God, and he wasn’t allowed to try again.


  You can read all about it in the Chronicles.


  Anyway, if you join the Great West Road south of the COTSWOLDS you will see some beautiful country.


  If you start out from London, you leave through Chiswick, Turnham Green, Slough, Reading, and make good time to Devizes.


  DEVIZES lies in the Vale of Pewsey at the end of Savernake Forest. If you find the right place, they’ll give you a Devizes Pie for lunch.


  From Devizes make BATH—you must visit the Pump Rooms, and see where the buns and the bath chairs come from.


  Continue down over the Mendip Hills through Cheddar Gorge to WELLS. Cheddar Gorge is impressive, and the valley below is where the original Cheddar Cheeses come from.


  GLASTONBURY has recently been restored—some very interesting work there being sponsored by spiritualists. In contrast Wells is a very human cathedral, with beautiful carvings of naughty boys stealing apples, and monks saying wicked words as they pull the Glastonbury thorn out of their toes.


  Somerset


  Somerset is a drowned country, full of dykes, called “rhines.” You may get elvers and eels to eat. The moors (Sedgemoor) are wide flats on which willows are grown. It is an exquisite country in the spring, a land of silver rain, golden willow catkins, and yellow ducks.


  Devon and Cornwall


  Now you must consult your time. If you can, drive north through the Quantock Hills to MINEHEAD, and if you want to try your courage, tackle Porlock Hill, and the beautiful coast road to Lynmouth, and back through Exmoor Forest to Hele, or through South Moulton and Chulmleigh, to EXETER.


  Exeter Cathedral has some fine carving done by French artisans, and the Chapter House and Library are well worth a visit, as also much of the old town.


  Leaving Exeter, go north over Dartmoor, Bodmin Moor, to Bodmin, and after that to Land’s End.


  A word of warning: when walking across the Cornish moors beware of old mine shafts, often left open and unprotected.


  You must walk to settle the clotted cream; for you must have splits and honey and cream and junket, and pilchards.


  Clotted cream is made by a very special process, warming it gently in great panshons over a slow fire. If you do overdo on the cream, Devon cider is a capital antidote and equally good.


  You must find time to read Westward Ho! at BIDEFORD, and struggle through the sand on the south shore of Perranporth and find the oldest little English church, for years buried in the drifting sand.


  And there are the islands, LUNDY ISLAND, and beyond Cornwall (over the old lost land of Lyonesse) go to the SCILLY ISLANDS, but don’t if you have an appointment, you may get stranded in those wild parts!


  PENZANCE is the seaside terminus of the railway, but beyond, Sennen Cove and Mousehole are unspoilt, and from Marazion, St. Michael’s Mount out at sea is like St. Michael’s off the Brittany Coast.


  Visit Lizard Point before returning through Helston, Falmouth and Truro (cathedral). And since you came over the moor, wind back along the coast road through Devon, where you will long to leave the car and walk sometimes. So much worth while can only be reached on foot. Wild headlands and deep golden coombes and small sandy bathing beaches below steep cliffs over which hang the sea-pink and Mesembryanthemum. Small places like CLOVELLY you can drive to, but to explore the narrow streets where the donkeys go with their panniers of fish you must walk.


  If you can, stop at Buckfastleigh on the southern border of Dartmoor to see the Abbey, just built by the monks themselves.


  Dorsetshire


  Now you have a new country before you—Dorset. And if you know your Hudson, you will find your way among the Abbas, Cerne Abbas, and Winterborne Abbas.


  If you like queer places wind down to Portland Bill and bathe cautiously off the Chesil Bank.


  Maiden Castle, just outside Dorchester, is an enormous earthwork they have been excavating recently. It is a wonderful place and you can stay near there or go on to Tolpuddle (of the martyrs), and if you love quaint places drive up the small side roads that take you to Puddletrenthide. (I went there for the name, and stayed for the cider.) Both were worth it.


  When you can tear yourself away from Dorset, drive back across Salisbury Plain and see Stonehenge, and find time to stay in Amesbury, for the stone circles there should be visited on foot.


  Now you may come back to London direct, if you’re in a hurry, but if you have time continue on the next tour, picking it up at Winchester.


  Hotels and Road Houses in towns, or near the routes, mentioned.


  CHIPPING SODBURY


  Port Cullis


  MALMESBURY


  The Bell


  The King’s Arms


  CHEDDAR GORGE


  The Cliff—and others


  DEVIZES


  The Bear


  BATH


  The Pulteney


  GLASTONBURY


  The George Hotel


  The Old Pilgrim’s Inn


  GLOUCESTER


  The Bell


  The Fleece


  The New Inn


  WELLS


  The Swan


  MINEHEAD


  The Metropole


  The Beach


  LYNMOUTH


  Bevans


  Lyndale


  Tor’s


  SOUTH MOULTON


  The George


  EXETER


  Rugemont


  The Royal Clarence


  POST BRIDGE


  Good hotels in the middle of Dartmoor.


  All CORNWALL AND DEVON have plenty of hotels.


  BIDBURY-ON-SEA


  Burgh Island Hotel


  HARFORD, near Ivybridge


  Bullaven Farm Private Hotel


  HEXWORTHY


  Forest Inn


  LYDFORD


  Manor Hotel


  NORTH BOVEY


  Manor House Hotel


  PLYMPTON, near Hardwick


  The Gables Guest House


  TORQUAY


  Palace Hotel


  WATERLOO CROSS near Uffculme


  Old Well Road House


  WOODY BAY


  Manor House Hotel


  DORCHESTER


  The Antelope


  The King’s Arms


  SALISBURY


  Cathedral Hotel


  ROUTE 6—THE SOUTH


  IF you have not time for a really happy tour east, north or west, then, rather than rushing round and seeing nothing, decide on this tour through Kent and Sussex. (Of course, if you’re a Kentish man, or a man of Kent, you will have to come through the hopfields, anyway.)


  You’ll see, though quite close to London, some really lovely country. The first part, through Gravesend and Chatham, you will hear the Thames boats hooting, but then turn inwards and wind your way through the small villages along the Chalk Downs to Faversham and Canterbury.


  At CANTERBURY you will want a long time. There is much to see. And then go on foot, part, anyway, of the Pilgrims’ route, for that small track winds past farmhouses and country inns where you can get fine old Cherry Ale, which is only made in Kent (and we reckon it accounts for a good many of the pilgrims getting there).


  Now, again avoiding the high road, wind down through Ashford, Ham Street, to Romney Marsh, where you must read Dim Church Flit, in Kipling’s Puck of Pook’s Hill, and see the great raw-boned Romney Marsh sheep and hear the wind blow over those levels.


  Go to LYDD, the church is worth a visit; and you can get down to DUNGENESS POINT, that is if you like bird sanctuaries.


  Those parts are all shingle—the people go about with boards called “Backsteyn” tied to their feet, rather like ski.


  Rye and Battle are well worth a visit. Then, beyond the Pevensey Levels, comes LEWES.


  Now it’s up to you—if you like BRIGHTON, and seaside places, turn south; if you don’t, avoid the south road like the plague and bear north to Hurstpierpoint, and come no further south than Petworth and Midhurst, when you must be very careful and find a road which leads to Cocking, a strategetic point in the middle of the south downs; from Cocking a small road runs due west right along the ridge of the downs to Harting and E. Meon.


  Isle of Wight


  If you want to go round the ISLE OF WIGHT drop down to PORTSMOUTH—you can cross by ferry and go round the island and back from Yarmouth into the heart of the New Forest, and drive back through the trees; and with luck see the wild ponies by Beaulieu Abbey and Lyndhurst, and keep clear of all towns till, from a hilltop, you see Winchester, once the capital of England.


  Leave time to come back through Haslemere and drink his health in the Devil’s Punch Bowl, through Guildford, and so by Kingston and Richmond Hill back to London.


  Hotels and Road Houses in towns, or near the routes, mentioned.


  KENT:


  ADDINGTON


  The Greenway


  COBHAM


  Laughing Water Cafe


  HILDENBOROUGH


  The Old Barn


  White Steppes Café


  HOTHFIELD


  Mill House


  KINGSDOWN, near Sevenoaks


  Manor House


  ORPINGTON


  The Lagoon Swimming Pool


  PEMBURY


  Woodsgate Guest House


  STANSTEAD, near Wrotham


  The Old Malt House


  WROTHAM


  Moat Farm Roadhouse, London Road


  WROTHAM HEATH


  Napicar Brasserie, London Road


  CANTERBURY


  The Abbots


  The County


  The Royal Fountain


  RYE


  The George


  The Old Hope Anchor


  Ye Olde Flushing Inne


  The Cinqueports


  SUSSEX AND HANTS:


  BOGNOR REGIS


  Craigwell Park Club, Aldwick Bay Estate


  EAST WITTERING


  The Lanka Tea House, Shore Road


  HASTINGS


  Queen’s Hotel


  HURSTMO CEAUX


  Monkey Puzzle


  SAYERS COMMON, HURSTPIERPOINT


  Strood’s Hotel


  WINCHESTER


  The George


  The Norman Mede


  The Royal


  There are many good hotels in the Isle of Wight, and also in the New Forest


  On the return through Surrey:


  BAGSHOT


  Pantiles Restaurant


  GUILDFORD (Bramley)


  Bramley Grange, Swimming Pool


  DORKING


  Watermill Café


  GODALMING


  The Lake Hotel


  ESHER


  The Gay Adventure, Esher Road


  


  
    FOR VISITORS TO ENGLAND


    By LAWRENCE WOLFE

  


  IF this is to be your first visit to England, in order to save you from that forlorn “stranger-in-a-strange-land” feeling and also from the resultant time and temper wasting difficulties, you are offered the following information, which you will recognise as either indispensable or at least helpful.


  First, there is the English climate. Of course it is different from all others, though it is nevertheless a perfectly good climate, with the additional charm of variety. However, the fact that Englishmen apparently never cease to grumble about it has led certain unobservant foreigners to believe that in England it rains every day, summer and winter. Now that is not true. It does not rain every day. When an Englishman says “What a rotten day,” he is making a friendly remark, and not, as the said unobservant foreigners believe, expressing an opinion. At the same time, it is a national custom in England for every man, woman and child to possess a raincoat, and the foreign visitor cannot go far wrong in providing himself with such a garment immediately upon arrival in this country.


  Currency


  Then there is the English currency which, unlike other currencies, is not based on the decimal system. The unit is the pound sterling (£), whose approximate rate of exchange with all other currencies is given elsewhere in this work. One pound is equal to twenty shillings (20s.), and one shilling contains twelve pence, while one penny (1d.) contains two halfpennies or four farthings. The coinage is as follows. Silver: threepence (3d.); sixpence (6d.); shilling (1s.); florin (2s.—two shillings, or one-tenth of £1); half-crown (2s. 6d.—two shillings and sixpence, or one-eighth of £1); crown (5s.—five shillings, or one-quarter of £1, but this coin is practically out of circulation). Copper: penny (1d.); halfpenny (½d.); and farthing (½d.). The denomination of £1 is available in the form of notes only. Other Treasury or Bank of England notes are: 10/– (or 10s., i.e., ten shillings); and £5, £10 and £100 notes. It should be noted that denominations of £5 or over are rather difficult to change, except at banks, and the visitor is therefore advised to provide himself or herself with sufficient £1 and 10s. notes and change for all immediate requirements.


  A unique feature of the English monetary system is the fact that prices are sometimes quoted in a denomination that does not now exist, i.e., the guinea, which imaginary note or coin is equal to a very real twenty-one shillings.


  Banks


  The English banking system is also very different from that of most other countries, particularly in one respect—English banks carry a very heavy stock of the commodity in which banks usually deal, which is most reassuring to the foreign visitor who wishes to entrust his or her money to one of them. The assets of each of the Big Five—the Midland Bank, Barclays, Lloyds, Westminster, London and Provincial—at any given moment amount to anything between four and five hundred million pounds.


  Each of these banks has branches throughout London and the provinces, and correspondents in practically every town in the world, and they offer the foreign visitor every conceivable banking facility either at an infinitesimal cost or entirely free of charge. The handling of current accounts, the forwarding of remittances in any currency, and the issue of travellers’ cheques are only a few of these facilities. Wherever the visitor may happen to be in this country, there is sure to be a branch of one of the Big Five within easy reach, and the manager of any branch will be pleased to assume the rôle of guide, philosopher and friend in any financial matter. The American Express Company, Haymarket, London, S.W.1, provides similar facilities.


  Safe Deposits


  The great London safe deposit companies, like the Chancery Lane Safe Deposit Company, undertake to guard money, valuables or documents in their extensive vaults, and customers may rent a separate box at a low charge.


  Postal, Telegraph and Cable Services


  The English postal, telegraph and telephone services may safely be described as the most efficient and reliable in the whole world. Any information the visitor may require may be obtained at any post office. Ordinary post offices are open on week-days from 8 a.m. till 8 p.m., but the General Post Office, King Edward Street, London, E.C., and the post office in Charing Cross Road, London, W.C.2, maintain a 24-hour service throughout the week, while the post office opposite Charing Cross station is open all night for telegraphic business. On Sunday ordinary post offices are closed, except for district post offices, which open for an hour or two in the morning. No letters or parcels are delivered on Sunday. Telegrams, of course, may be sent over the telephone at any time, even from public telephone kiosks. Between 7 p.m. and 7 a.m. the minimum charge for telephone calls to any part of England is 1s.


  The offices of the cable companies, like the Commercial Cable Company, Wormwood Street, London, E.C.2, are always open.


  All postal matter is charged by weight.


  Food


  Turning from business to pleasure, we come to the question of food. It is hardly necessary to observe that English food is very different from foreign food—but definitely not in the libellous sense in which the difference is usually interpreted. English cooking is as good as, if not better than, any other. The only trouble is that for some unfathomable reason the places where real English cooking is to be had do not advertise. There are public-houses, or rather public-house restaurants, scattered all over London, whose cuisine is good enough to satisfy the requirements of the most exacting gourmet. In addition, some of these restaurants have an atmosphere of true English conviviality, that charming characteristic that is supposed to be non-existent in England. To mention only one example, the friendly atmosphere of a certain restaurant in the quaintly-named Bird-in-Hand Court in the City, with its daily guessing competition, is as heartwarming as anything that can be found on the Continent. But, of course, it is an English brand of friendliness. Surprisingly enough, prices at these English restaurants are no higher than at those “English” restaurants by whose cuisine some foreigners are accustomed to judge English cooking.


  The following are a few typical English dishes: Roast beef and other roast meats, grilled meats, meat and fruit pies, and a variety of puddings, such as suet, ginger, and date pudding. Grilled, boiled or fried fish is frequently an integral part of English menus.


  Drink


  From food we naturally proceed to drink. Here again the English system is unique. In other countries a man drinks when he feels like it. In England the thirst of the population is regulated by law from district to district. In some places public-houses are open from 12 noon till 3 p.m. and from 6 p.m. till 10 p.m. In others the closing hour may be 2.30 or 3.30 in the afternoon and 10.30 or 11 o’clock in the evening—and these different closing times may apply to two public-houses situated in the same street. Why this is so is a mystery which even the most brainy puzzle-solvers in England have so far failed to elucidate.


  However, the public-house in England serves as a sort of public club, and the foreign visitor who wishes to find out what the English “man in the street” really thinks needs only spend a few hours at various public-houses and listen to the general conversation.


  The English national drink is beer and, accordingly, England produces a large variety of excellent beers, from the humble “bitter” to the various lagers, ales and stouts. The names of some English brewers, like Bass, Guinness Watney, etc., are household words throughout the British Empire, and their products are also sold at expensive hotels and restaurants in foreign countries.


  England produces no wines, but all kinds and qualities of imported wines are available. Sherries, ports and clarets are in great favour.


  Among alcoholic drinks whisky is the most popular, and here again such names as “White Horse,” “Johnny Walker,” “Black and White,” “John Haig,” etc., are world famous. Whisky is generally drunk diluted with soda water or ordinary water. Excellent gins and ready-made cocktails (Gordon’s, Booth’s, Seager’s, etc.) are obtainable at all public-houses, restaurants, etc.


  The closing times mentioned above apply to public-houses only. Restaurant customers may have alcoholic drinks served with their meals up till 12 o’clock midnight, while those who desire liquid refreshment after that hour may become temporary members of one of a large number of night clubs, which are allowed to serve drinks at all hours.


  Public-houses sell drinks by the pint and its divisions, which are explained in the Conversion Table.


  Tobacco, Cigars, Cigarettes


  After food and drink—tobacco. In England tobacco in any form is not a State monopoly, and there is therefore a far greater variety of “smokes” than in most other countries. It would be impossible to enumerate here all the brands of pipe tobaccos and cigarettes on the market, and the visitor will probably discover the right tobacco or cigarette by the method of trial and error, but here are the names of a few popular “smokes”:


  Pipe tobaccos: “Bondman,” “St. Julian,” “Rhodesian Curly Cut,” “Three Nuns,” etc.


  Virginia cigarettes: “Player’s,” “Gold Flake,” “Craven A,” “Piccadilly,” “Kensitas,” “De Reszke,” etc. Turkish cigarettes: “Abdullah,” etc.


  The more expensive brands of Turkish cigarettes include “Balkan Sobranie” and the products of Messrs. Marcovitch.


  English pipes are acknowledged to be the best in the world, and makers like Dunhill’s, Bryant’s, etc., are known among pipe-smokers everywhere.


  English cigars are not standardised, and we could not name a universally popular brand, particularly as cigar-smoking is not a very widespread habit in England.


  For the visitor’s information we mention that it is illegal in England for a tobacconist to sell any tobacco product after 8 p.m., though cigarettes may be obtained from automatic machines at any hour between 8 p.m. and 9 a.m.


  London Passenger Services


  It would require a large volume in itself to give full details of London’s vast network of passenger services, which comprise some ten thousand omnibuses, two lines of underground railways, five tube railways, and an extensive system of tramways in addition to motor-coaches and some thousands of taxicabs.


  The minimum taxicab fare is 9d. for one or two persons for the first two-thirds of a mile, and 3d. for every additional third of a mile. Extras are charged for heavy luggage and for additional passengers.


  Visitors travelling by taxicab will, of course, have no difficulty in finding their way about London. To, those desiring to make use of omnibuses, trams or underground railways, the best advice we can give is to consult the nearest policeman, or any pedestrian they may meet, as to the best route to the desired destination, while an information bureau is at every station. In both cases the visitor is certain to meet with the utmost courtesy and a genuine desire to help; the “joke” of misdirecting the stranger is never indulged in in England.


  All passenger services—except taxicabs—are under the unified control of the London Passenger Transport Board, who in addition to London proper also cover the environs of the metropolis. The so-called “Green Line” motor-coaches run over more than two hundred different routes out of London, their radius being approximately 30 miles from Victoria. The principal boarding point of “Green Line” coaches is Eccleston Bridge, Victoria.


  But there are other motor-coach lines which, between them, cover the whole country, and it is possible to travel by coach or bus from any given point to any other point throughout England. London Coastal Services Ltd. run regular services from London to the various seaside resorts—Brighton, Worthing, Eastbourne, Bournemouth, etc.—and many other places. These services are run in association with a number of other motor-coach and omnibus companies, and afford the foreign visitor an excellent opportunity to see Britain.


  However, the visitor may also hire a private car with or without a chauffeur for any period of time. There are a number of car-hire firms in London which provide only the best makes of cars at reasonable rates.


  Another service which motor firms run specially for the benefit of foreign visitors is the temporary car purchase system, which enables the visitor to purchase a private car on condition that he will be entitled to return it to the seller at any time and receive a refund of an agreed proportion of the price paid for the car.


  The foreign motorist driving a car in this country will do well to become a temporary member of one of the great British motoring associations which exist to advise and protect the interests of motorists. The Automobile Association of Great Britain and Ireland is one such organisation, with a membership running into hundreds of thousands. (See chapter on MOTORING.)


  Tips


  The tipping system is also different in England from most other countries.


  It is not customary in England to tip the man serving drinks at the bar, nor a postman delivering a parcel.


  Taxi-drivers are usually tipped 3d. on a minimum fare of 9d., and at the passenger’s absolute discretion on higher fares.


  At teashops it is fairly usual to tip the waitresses, though tips are supposed to be forbidden in some shops.


  At hotels and restaurants the customer may tip as he chooses, and while there is no obligation, 10 per cent. of the bill is considered reasonable here as on the Continent.


  “Chaperones”


  Ladies travelling alone may secure the services of an organisation known as Universal Aunts Ltd., of 37 Wilton Place, S.W.1, who provide “chaperones” either for companionship alone, or for the purpose of introducing visiting foreign ladies to a circle of friends.


  Hospitals


  In case of bad accident or sudden serious illness, the foreign visitor may go to any hospital in London for immediate medical treatment, but for other ailments he had better consult a doctor. Patients pay what they can, as in most hospitals now there is an almoner who sees people requiring anything more than casual treatment and ascertains what it would be reasonable to expect them to pay. A short list of hospitals which are open day and night will be found elsewhere.


  English chemists’ shops stock a large number of medicines ready-made, and also sell beauty preparations, fancy goods, etc. The dispensing of medical prescriptions is carried out in a separate department.


  Public Conveniences


  Public conveniences (American—comfort stations) in London are generally underground and are situated in the streets at short intervals. Facilities for washing and brushing up are provided at a low charge.


  Foreign Newspapers


  Can be obtained in London at various shops in Shaftesbury Avenue, Coventry Street, Leicester Square and the adjoining streets, and also in Bloomsbury, in the City, and at Selfridge’s (Oxford Street).


  Hints on Etiquette


  We use the word etiquette to cover the following miscellaneous information on matters relating to conduct in various circumstances.


  At the conclusion of a theatrical or cinema performance in England it is usual to play the National Anthem, to which the audience listens standing up.


  Where a number of people are waiting to be served, as for instance at the box-office of a cinema or theatre or at a railway booking office, English people voluntarily form a queue, on the principle of first come first served, and it is regarded as very bad form to ask to be served out of one’s turn.


  Men greet each other without raising their hats.


  It is not customary in England for a person to go up to another and introduce himself. Except in unusual circumstances the introduction must be effected by a third party.


  


  
    SCOTLAND


    By DOROTHY HARTLEY

  


  SCOTLAND is more than a country, it’s a state of mind. All Scotchmen, anywhere in the world, still keep Scotland in their hearts, so no Scotchman needs any notes on Scotland—he just heads straight for home.


  If you, a stranger, are going to Scotland for the first time, you’re out for a great experience.


  The Scotch are very Hospitable


  First, get out of your head all the things you’ve ever heard about the Scotchman being close. A man gets out of Scotland exactly what he takes there, the Scotch are the kindest, and most generous, and genuinely hospitable people in the world.


  If you go there, as a stranger, and comport yourself lowly and friendly, as a stranger should, there’s not a thing on earth they won’t do for you—nor a kindness that isn’t yours for the wanting.


  But do not think that money will buy you everything in Scotland, because there’s a lot of things that the Scotchman can give you, which no money can buy. Don’t judge Scotland by the small commercial section you will find clustering round, and over, the beauty spots and the show places. They are no Scotch.


  Ostentation Fails


  The jokes about the Aberdeen sixpence, are fair, in that the Scotch are careful. Mean, no (they are generous to a fault). But it’s a hard country and a stern life, and they can’t abide carelessness. If you go there, thinking to impress them, by being lavish, and throwing the silver about—you’ll fail; they’ll just think the less of you for being such a fool. Give fair price and generous, but there’s no call for more. They are a grand people, and have their own sense of values—and they do not value ostentation a bit.


  Every man in Scotland is a lord in his own right. I’d like every visitor, as a preliminary, to see first the Scottish Regalia, in HOLYROOD PALACE. It’s a symbol of crystal and very fine gold. There is nothing seemingly valuable or showy about it—it’s just something delicate and strong, and very lovely. Then I’d like you to study the history of Bonnie Prince Charlie (you’ll have to do it before you leave Scotland, so you may as well get down to it).


  After that, if it’s in you, you’ll sense the right atmosphere.


  No Peasant Class Here


  There’s probably no country in the world with less of the “peasant class” than Scotland. The crofter may be living close to the earth, but he’s likely better educated than you are yourself. For this reason, out in the country places, conform to the customs as much as ever you can. Much will be strange. You’ll find the language very hard to follow at first. Before you decide you’re being scolded in an unknown tongue, get someone to translate. For example, if you come in soaked to the skin (you probably will), and the landlady says she is going to put you in bed with a pig, do not recoil—it’s only a hot water bottle.


  Scotch Speech is Expressive


  The broad Scotch speech is difficult to catch quickly; at first, but if you enjoy beautiful expressive language, you will be following easily by the end of the week. If you bide quietly and listen to the children playing, you will listen to pure twelfth century English—the fine old alliterative verse language.


  In parts of Scotland, you get the best and purest speech of the British Isles.


  When in doubt for a word, try the French: “poche” means, in Scotch, a pocket or bag; and an “ashet” is a plate, and “bien” is well, and “douce” sweet and gentle. They used to shout “Gardo!” as the rubbish carts came through the narrow Scotch wynds, a left-over from the time they chucked water from top windows. (Garde l’eau.)


  If you are a serious person, who likes history, you will like Scotland.


  Don’t, if you’re a gay person, offend the Scotch solemnity on Sundays; they fought hard and fairly for that Sunday. Do not insist on gay, light-hearted conversation.


  The Scotch do not converse unnecessarily. Also, and this is vital; to an Englishman, a grunt is only an unpleasant negative, but a Scotchman can make his grunt mean anything on earth. No Englishman can produce one grunt like it, it’s not eloquence, it’s inspiration!


  One blessing above all for the shy visitor; in Scotland you are never, never expected to “make conversation.” You can be silent more comfortably than anywhere else in the world! The Scotch are quite as reticent as you are yourself. But, Scotch reticence melts before appreciation. So if you go to Scotland, go friendly, and expect a good time, and you’ll get it given to you.


  Scotchwomen are Good Housewives


  All North country women are good cooks, and fine house-keepers. They think but poorly of the English women in this respect. The idea of housework being drudgery is unthinkable in the North; for there it’s a matter of interest and pride.


  A woman there may have many servants, but if she were the greatest lady in the land, she would think scorn if she could no teach her maids how to cook! To have a very light hand with the scones, or to be a good nurse, is not thought one wit less interesting than any other accomplishment.


  The higher the attainments in any branch of Science or Art, the more necessary, and commendable, that the lady should also be skilled in domestic accomplishments.


  In fact, they would not think very highly of her if she wasn’t! If rich, it behoves her to avoid waste; if poor, it behoves her to make the most of what she has. If she is any sort of woman at all, she is expected to be a capable one.


  Ask for Real Scotch Dishes


  So if you have the luck to stay in any good Scotch household, be sure to ask for real Scotch dishes, you’ll enjoy them: Scotch oatcake, and Scotch haggis (be brave, whisky goes with it), and once you’ve had it, you’ll realise why a haggis is always piped to the table, with due ceremony.


  Robert Burns and Haggis


  I’ll not suggest that you try to wallow in Robert Burns, for half of it you wouldn’t understand, beforehand, but you’ll appreciate it when you’ve been around lowland Scotland and seen what that plough-boy had to sing about.


  But, as an exception, you may read Burns’ “Ode to the Haggis” beforehand, to whet your appetite for that Scotch delicacy.


  Haggis


  Fair fa’ your honest sonsie face,


  Great chieftain o’ the pudding race!


  Aboon them a’ ye tak your place,


  Painch, tripe, or thairm:


  Weel are ye wordy of a grace


  As lang’s my arm.


  The groaning trencher there ye fill


  Your hurdies like a distant hill,


  Your pin wad help to mend a mill


  In time o’ need,


  While thro’ your pores, the dews distil


  Like amber bead.


  His knife see rustic labour dight


  And cut you up with ready slight,


  Trenching your gushing entrails bright


  Like onie ditch.


  And then: O what a glorious sight,


  Warm—reeking, rich!


  Try Scotch Porridge


  Scotch porridge is very good. Ask to be served with it in the true Scotch manner, with a bowl of cold milk served separately. If you’ve never liked porridge before, try it here, and you’ll find it quite different from the pasty stuff that goes by the name of porridge elsewhere.


  Also investigate the twenty or thirty different sorts of dried, smoked, cured, salted, pickled, spiced and savourily glorified fish; also potted hough: if you get this, homemade, it’s excellent, like a good beef brawn, very spicy and sustaining. But poor potted hough can be like bad glue.


  There are two ways of seeing Scotland—if you sweep round in a car, the large hotels are good; and in a car, you must to a great extent follow the main road and use these hotels. For many of the mountain passes are no more than one wide road, crossing and re-crossing the mountain torrent, that creeps through beside it. There are not many small side-roads, especially in the north, so you cannot rove as you do in England.


  The Best Way to Travel


  The other way to go is by train and on foot, for then you can reach the inaccessible spots and cross the hills. And you must, of necessity, go to smaller places and penetrate into the wilds if you are going to meet the people, and learn of Scotland.


  So, plan a combination of the two. Use the car to follow these routes, or train to reach places. But then stay, leave the car or train, and go on foot.


  If you go by rail, coach, or steamer, or by car and steamer, ask for the connections—for many rail lines run in connection with the boats and the railway station and quay adjoin.


  This is especially so in the West Highlands. In the routes I have planned for the motorist, I have avoided Glasgow and the Clydeside—but it is a good point of departure or arrival by several steamer routes.


  It is also possible to go by boat direct from London to Edinburgh.


  Weather Conditions Important


  The communications in the Highlands vary so much each month, according to the weather conditions, that it’s always worth asking for the latest supplementary list before starting.


  In the English tours, we suggested that you went over the border from Carlisle to Edinburgh. It is a lovely run, either by Moffat or Selkirk, over rounded rolling hills, north of the Roman Wall. EDINBURGH should be entered at dusk. From Prince’s Street, when the sky is a wash of pale lemon colour, with the grey skyline high over head, pierced with primrose lights, Edinburgh is one of the most beautiful towns in the world.


  In the public gardens they grow white lilies and heliotrope. The cobbled streets are awful noisy, but the shops are fine. Whatever you do, or not, in Edinburgh, you must go to HOLYROOD. Don’t hurry it, have time to loiter and explore thoroughly.


  Fife: “The Begar’s Mantle with a Fringe of Gold”


  From Edinburgh, STIRLING can be reached, and there you may read Walter Scott and follow the Links of the Forth from the Castle Rock, and visit Doune Castle and Bannockburn, and see the sword of The Bruce.


  Here again I would like you to walk, for up Alloa and Dollar Glens and over the Ochills need you to go on foot.


  You may motor through the TROSSACHS where there are good roads, and though this district caters for visitors it remains unspoilt, and ELLEN’S ISLE and LOCH KATRINE are so beautiful you must not miss them, even if it is rather a hackneyed tour.


  If you are for the Highlands, turn north, from Stirling. You can give Perth a miss and drive straight up to ABERFELDY and PITLOCHRY, but if you have time, and love peace, drive round Fife. It’s worth stopping the car, and walking and exploring the Carse of Gowrie on the border of Forfar. Now it is extremely old-fashioned, but at one time it was the pioneer farming district, from which ground many of the finest Scotch farmers emigrated and carried their speech, customs and character to the far ends of the earth.


  At the end of Fife, is ST. ANDREWS (golf). And DUNDEE can be reached by car ferry.


  An easy run from Dundee is GLAMIS. From old haunted Glamis Castle came our present Scotch Queen.


  The Queen’s Own Home


  The country all around Glamis is wooded and beautiful, and you can drive on to KIRRIEMUIR (Barrie’s “Thrums”), or if you like an old fishing industry, go to ARBROATH, where the fish-wives, in wide petticoats and with huge baskets around them, still sell the “smokies” which they themselves carefully cure in underground pits.


  You can drive from Kirriemuir to BALLATER, or from BLAIRGOWRIE to BALMORAL, either of which road will take you into the Highlands and bring you back to the coast of ABERDEEN.


  From Aberdeen, that granite city of the North, you can take the main road to INVERNESS, but I would rather you drove the more winding road through Tomintoul, but either way must bring you to Inverness, as that is the only crossing North, to DINGWALL. Beyond Dingwall, you are really in the wilds of Scotland, and roads are few, and the land impressive and barren.


  So to the Wild North


  I want you to reach LAIRG. (If you can go round by Ullapool, on the west coast, a wide sweeping circle, for the other route is through the coastal plain, rather flat, by Bonar Bridge). Lairg is the very heart of Sutherland, and once there, you must take time to drive slowly, or better still, leave the car, and walk. There are good hotels at Overscaig and Laxford Bridge and Durness.


  This last piece of road has developed since I first knew it. Twenty years ago, I was snowed up in a shepherd’s hut on the hills beyond Laxford Bridge, and for a week or more, not a thing passed but the mail cart, floundering through to the Cape and the coastguards’ station.


  If you go safely and happily to hotels, you will not have these adventures, but if you walk you are happily safe to get lost sometime, so I’ll describe my shepherd’s hut, and may you be lucky enough to find such a haven.


  In a Shepherd’s Home


  There were two downstairs rooms and one aloft. The outer door opened between the two downstairs rooms, under the staircase, which went aloft. In one lower room the shepherd’s pony was stabled. In the other, an open fire of peat, a spare bed (built in under the stairs), a table, a chair, padded with deerskin, a shelf with a Bible and a bottle of whisky and, along the ridge of the roof where the dark thatching met the white-washed walls, were rows of golden cured herrings, stuck in upright, stiffly, by their tails, so that their glassy eyes regarded us eerily like a hob-goblin audience; a kettle on a hook, a peat chopper fry-pan, and a few cups and saucers. That was all. Nothing else at all, except the hospitality which made that small stone hut a palace.


  I remember that week as one of the happiest of many Scotch holidays. Our welcome was so warm and kindly.


  We lived chiefly on herrings. In Scotch fashion, you must fry them dry, put a little salt in the pan, and split your herring open, and grill it till you can take the bones out, then with oat-cake and whisky, you’ve a meal fit for a prince or a hungry traveller.


  The North Coast


  Beyond DURNESS, the furthest point to north-west is CAPE WRATH. Ask at Durness if it is possible to get there, for sometimes the road is blocked in bad weather, but it’s a fine road along the cliff edge.


  At Durness, there’s good swimming in season, and a very fine cave. All the north coast is honey-combed with caves.


  Now east, to JOHN O’ GROATS, and if you can, make the ORKNEYS and SHETLANDS. But once the autumn winds start whistling round, beware how you go off away on adventure up there, if you’ve an appointment, for the Islands may be weather-bound, though aeroplanes now take the mail regularly.


  In the Shetlands they don’t shear their sheep, they pluck them. It’s called “rooing.” The wool is lifted off at the end of the season when there comes to be a natural “shed” in the fleece. It is the finest, lightest wool, and the islanders work it into all manner of delicate warm gloves and jerseys and shawls.


  The Shetland Islands Industry


  The coloured ones are very exciting, but if you want the oldest and most interesting specimens, look for the work that is shaded from white through every tone of grey and warm sepia brown to almost black—for that is made from the natural coloured wools. The black sheep can hold her own in Shetland!


  One of the loveliest treasures I ever saw, belonging to an old Edinburgh family, was a creamy white wool shawl, fine as lace, with a deep border shading from pale fawn, through every imaginable shade of golden, reddish tan, to a deep rich sepia black. It was far more lovely than much of the more modern designs.


  Consider the Sunlight for Driving


  When you return across the RACE (and the tides run wonderously strong between the isles) take the coast road to HELMSDALE, and turn up by KINBRACE and ALTNAHARRA, and if you spend the night there, you can come sweeping back early, on a new road, through Lairg, next morning, and begin your return journey down the west coast.


  Do not think these notes as to early morning or evening roads casual. Remember the roads in the extreme North run due West-East. Every motorist will appreciate the error of driving against the light, and especially among the hills it’s worth considering how the sun will lie before you start your round. The dawn on a hill top—or sunset wide across the sea—is worth planning for at the ends of your day.


  Now—having got you to the North of Scotland—you must decide what you like best in the world! The roads down the west coast are good. They are good, because they follow the lie of the land and sweep in, and run between the mountains, away from the sea. And along these high roads, at proper intervals, are excellent hotels, and if creature comfort is what you mind about most, then you stick firmly to those main roads, and those good hotels.


  But if it’s carefree adventure you’re after, strike the first small footpath you see leading off west, and away with you on foot, down to the coast; to the fishing boats, or to some small peat-blackened inn by a loch, or shepherd’s hut in the mountain.


  Plan Some Walks


  For you cannot, it is utterly and completely impossible, to get the best from the West Highlands unless you go on foot, and light of pack and heart.


  Therefore keep an elastic itinerary: if the weather is wet, or the mist slides down the hill, go fishing, or motor on the main road. If the day is fine and clear, with air like wine and the points of the hills visible, clear as glass for miles around you, then find a guide, do as he tells you, and away over the mountain top (and if you’re wise, you will leave word that you may not be back till next day, for the weather changes unaccountably in the West).


  The Mystic West Coast


  There is a great deal that is unaccountable in the West, for in the West live people who have second sight. And that is something which indisputably exists, as an hereditary gift. The sailors that sail those wild west seas, and cross the North Minch and go in and out the islands, are a superstitious race and believe many things not commonly held by the ordinary man. And who is to say they are wrong, for very unaccountable things happen in those wild places.


  St. Brendan sailed from the west coast of Ireland, and he sailed through the sunset to the Fairy Isles of the West, and there’s many a fisherman in the North who believes firmly in those islands to this day. Men will affirm that they rise out of the sea, and sink into it again, and if mortal man sets foot on such between sunrise and sunset, even though he may do it unknowingly, thinking it to be land, of common soil, yet when he comes back he will not be the same man. There are thousands and thousands of small islands fringing the western coast; they are like the stars of the sky for number, and the boatmen know them all by their names. And some by their reputations. And by that reputation, they will not land on them.


  Many Islands and Good Sailors


  I have been out in the small boats when they were taking the sheep away, for they grazed the sheep on some of the islands, knowing to a day, almost to a mouthful, how many sheep the sparse herbage can support.


  The boats are very strong, as needs be for those rocks. (The curraghs belong to Ireland.) The small sheep lie quiet at the bottom of the boat, they are so tame, and are lifted ashore, and stand watching as the boat goes away and leaves them marooned.


  If you’re lucky, and find some small homestead where they will take you in, you will live life at its very simplest. You will be given porridge, not as an adjunct to a meal, but as a meal in itself, served in bowls, with salt and creamy milk. There will be scones, white and soft as snow, with a floury crust to powder warmly your upper lip as your teeth sink in and find the cold slightly salt butter in the middle.


  Scotch Food


  In the North, forget you ever knew China tea, and appreciate Indian, hot and strong. Marmalade you will get, and oatcake, and you will be expected to go the day on two slices of oatcake and butter, with a flask of whisky. You will probably eat more eggs and bacon than you ever ate in your life before, and must get used to having boiled puddings for tea at five o’clock (and you’d better eat good and plenty, for you’ll get nothing till breakfast next morning).


  I remember a glorious meal in a small coastguards’ station in the North. The bare wooden table was scrubbed white with sea-salt, till it glistened like a Christmas card; on the table were a bowl of bread and a bowl of salt; beside, on the hearth, were an iron cauldron, full of meat, and another of potatoes, boiled and floury, and down in the hot peat ash simmered another pan which held a pudding. At each place was a plate, a basin, and one knife, fork and spoon.


  A Good Meal


  We drew up the benches, and into the basins was ladled a big dipper of broth, in which bobbled a suet dumpling, a scoopful of meat, and the potatoes went into the big bowl in the centre of the table. We fell to, drinking the soup first and then laying down the spoons, and adding the potatoes to the savoury meat and dumpling which swam in the plates. It was good! After that, the pudding, on the other plate, with a big jug of cold milk. Nobody wasted time talking. Nobody hurried, we just ate a thoroughly satisfying meal.


  (Pardon me if I dwell so much on eatables; even thinking of those tramps in the Highlands gives me an appetite, and you can have the finest holiday yourself in this way.)


  I have recollections of venison and wild fowl, and jugged hare, and many another dish that sound, on paper, curiously rich and sophisticated, and there seem exactly right. By the way, get some Scotch woman to give you real “crowthie,” a white half curd, half cheese dish.


  The Return Routes


  When you must return to the road again, reluctantly, you can either come back swiftly through Dingwall, Fort Augustus, Fort William, Ballachulish, and through Dumbarton, Glasgow, Carlisle, or skirting the Firth of Clyde, through Girvan, Ballantrae and back through Kirkcudbright. You will now have made a complete round of Scotland, comprising two distinct tours.


  If your time was precious, and you may have had to return across the Lowlands, making Stirling your highest point, you will only have seen a third of Scotland. So, if possible, extend your northern tour to include Skye and some of the islands. To reach SKYE, direct from Edinburgh, go through Stirling, Callander, Lochearnhead, Ballachulish, Invergarry, and out to the Kyle of Lochalsh. It’s a glorious good wide road. On the map, it looks a long way round, but there is no other way save by Mallaig, and there is no road from Mallaig to the Kyle of Lochalsh direct.


  Skye is well prepared for visitors, and charges accordingly. But you can go from the mainland, and there is a good hotel at Kyle of Lochalsh and a ferry plies across. This is a good place for rail travellers also—the railway runs on to the quay.


  Good Rock Climbing


  The island of Skye has been written about, and sung about, and most of the songs, and many good Guide Books can be bought at the chemist’s at the Kyle (he is a knowledgeable guide), and he also sells photographs, if the mist is down over the island and you can’t take your own. But all the popularity in the world couldn’t spoil Skye, and the Cuillins are some of the finest rock climbing—there isn’t a rotten piece of rock among them.


  Get a boat to take you out around to the islands, western side, and see Skye from the sea! Up LOCH BRITTLE if you can, and LOCH CORUSK. You will hear there stories of Bonnie Prince Charlie, and see the hiding cave. Raasay Isle and South Rona can be reached, and again if you want to stay on the mainland, you can go to stay at APPLECROSS—very English by name, but very Scotch.


  Many Islands Either Side the Little Minch


  An island to visit from further south is the Hebridean island of LEWIS. The boats run from Glasgow to STORNOWAY (as also from Loch Ewe). Lewis is the largest of a string of islands: HARRIS, UIST, and BENBECULA. Here it is impossible to set you a hard and fast route. Be glad of that, for the only real way to get about these small islands is to go with no more than you can carry with you and take “luck” for your passport, and hope for the convenient small boat going the way you wish.


  Altogether very different in character is the next island, IONA. Stornoway is a harbour given over to seagulls and herring-boats, and the drift of peat-smoke of the earth and sea. But Iona, is a land of ghosts—very devout ghosts—people come to see things, and to dream of Eternity in Iona. They go to do things, human and tangible things, like fishing, and golf, at Stornoway.


  And Many Ghost Stories


  Not that queer things can’t happen thereabouts. Years ago, down in the dusk, by the little harbour, was told one of the queerest true stories of the sea. The water was sliding backwards and forwards, over the slipway, and the gulls were crying, and the men and women were waiting for the boats to come in. And the talk went round, of the ghost crew who it is believed sometimes take a boat for their own uses—and those uses unknown to living man, and into that little harbour, that winter, had come a curious craft, “Long, she was.” “Black, she was.” “Very long, she was.” “No sail to her.” “No rudder to her.” “Just a river barge, she was, made to tow, either way.” “An American river boat, she was, had come across all by herself, she had.” “Put herself into harbour, all alone, she did—one night.” Next day, the harbour folk found her—rubbing alongside the quay, as if moored, but no one saw her come—nor cast from her. So there was great discussion, for not a soul could find out anything about her—not a soul was there on board (that you could see), none knew of her. When the authorities were for having her towed away down to the Clyde, to be broken up—“it was the only thing to do,” and the tug was waiting, but that tide she slipped her moorings, and was gone.…


  “Smuggling?” No, she was not a craft that could have sailed among these islands. No one would have had her, there was no gear on her. No. The serious opinion was that “Those that had needed her, had come over in her, and when she was no longer of use to Them, They, that knew how, scuttled her.”


  No, I do not think it would ever be possible to write a Guide Book of the Western Islands. There is so much there that belongs neither to the land nor the sea. And once lost among the islands, maybe you will never return where you came from. So there’s warning for you!


  ROUTES FOR SCOTLAND


  Now you have read an all-round description, you can choose your route with good hope of going to the country of what you want most to see.


  By reason of the mountains, and comparatively few good roads, it is absolutely necessary to follow a fairly definite route, so we have appended a list. But we advise any motorist to be guided somewhat by the weather. Some days you might drive through the most beautiful scenery in Scotland, and yet see nought but white mist either side the road.


  Do not try to go too far if you’re pressed for time—better to stay at some centre that appeals to you, and explore from there. Here then are the routes, and on any of them you can deviate to your heart’s content, quite safely.


  Route 1


  1. From Carlisle (supposing it to be the continuation of the English tour)—to Edinburgh. Main road through Moffat—a great ravine, known as the Devil’s Beef Tub, reputed haunted. From Selkirk; explore the rolling Border country of the Picts and Scots and the Border Ballads. Arrive in Edinburgh at dusk. Edinburgh to Stirling. Read Scott’s Poem and see the Links of the Forth. Bannockburn. Relics of The Bruce, and the Castle. Excursions to Trossachs. Between Stirling and Perth, it is possible for a car to go around the coast road of Fife, to St. Andrews (golf). But consider exploring the old Carse of Gowrie, south of Fife.


  Dundee can be reached by car ferry from St. Andrews.


  From Dundee to Kirriemuir, Glamis Castle, Arbroath, if interested in old fishing industry. Up to Aberdeen and back through Balmoral, Aberfeldy, the Loch road to Killin, Lochearnhead, and the east coast, Ayr, Kirkcudbright, Dumfries, to Carlisle.


  Route 2


  2. Along the route, continue Edinburgh, Stirling, St. Andrews, Dundee, then inland. It is really necessary to stop in this district to explore the circular routes, so I suggest a centre such as Tomintoul or Kingussie. Then Inverness and back along the central rift valley to Fort William, around the coast to Oban—a detour necessary. Excursion to the islands, possibly, and back through Loch Lomond and Trossachs, joining first itinerary.


  Route 3


  3. The complete round, continuing onwards from Inverness, through Dingwall, Bonar Bridge, Brora, Helmsdale, and the Scandinavian land up to Wick and Thurso, with detour to John o’ Groats and the Orkney Islands. Back along the most northerly road to Durness (wonderful caves), Cape Wrath (a lighthouse and coastguards’ station, that well deserves its name), Scourie, Ullapool—and then you can either sweep inland back or continue a winding road along the west coast to Gairloch and Torridón to Applecross, Kyle of Lochalsh, and over the seas to Skye. (It is possible to take the car across and motor round Skye.) It is necessary, by car, to return inland along Glen Moriston to Lochness, before following Lochness to Loch Lochy and out to the coast again at Mallaig. (There is always the chance of seeing the Lochness Monster), and the fact that there is absolutely no road possible between Mallaig and Kyle of Lochalsh proves what a perfect district this is for explorers on foot.


  Route 4


  4. For those who want the Hebridean songs we advise a route direct to the west, giving opportunity for visiting the islands, Iona of the Saints, Stornoway of the fish, Skye of Bonnie Prince Charlie, and Flora Macdonald, and the Cuillins, those most marvellous rock climbing mountains.


  Hotels and Road Houses in towns, or near the routes, mentioned.


  EDINBURGH


  Riverside Hotel


  Royal British Hotel


  Caledonian Hotel


  Grosvenor Hotel


  MOFFAT


  Annandale Arms


  Buccleuch Arms


  SELKIRK


  The County


  STIRLING


  Golden Lion


  TROSSACHS


  Trossachs Hotel


  DOUNE


  Woodside


  BRIDGE OF ALLEN


  Spa Hotel


  ST. ANDREWS


  The Grand


  KIRRIEMUIR


  Airlie Arms


  ARBROATH


  Seaforth Hotel


  ABERDEEN


  Caledonian


  BALLATER


  Invercauld Arms


  ABERFELDY


  Breadalbane Arms


  LOCHEARNHEAD


  Lochearnhead Hotel


  KILLIN


  Killin Hotel


  AYR


  Station Hotel


  DUMFRIES


  The Station Hotel


  TOMINTOUL


  Gordon Arms


  KINGUSSIE


  The Duke Of Gordon


  INVERNESS


  Station


  Caledonian


  FORT WILLIAM


  Alexandra Hotel


  FORT AUGUSTUS


  Lovat Arms


  OBAN


  Alexandra Hotel


  DINGWALL


  The National


  BONAR BRIDGE


  Caledonian


  HELMSDALE


  Bridge Hotel


  WICK


  The Station Hotel


  THURSO


  The Royal


  Pentland


  DURNESS


  Cape Wrath Hotel


  SCOURIE


  Scourie Hotel


  GAIRLOCH


  Gairloch Hotel


  KYLE OF LOCHALSH


  Station Hotel (Facing Skye)


  SKYE


  Portree Hotel


  BALLACHULISH


  Ballachulish Hotel


  GIRVAN


  KING’;S ARMS


  CRIANLARICH


  Crianlarich Hotel (Very Central)


  JOHN O’ GROATS


  John O’ Groats Hotel


  BRAEMAR


  Fife Arms


  Invercauld Arms


  CARNOUSTIE


  The Bruce


  CALLANDER


  Callander Hotel


  BLAIRGOWRIE


  The Queen’S


  INVERARAY


  Argyle Arms


  GLENEAGLES


  Gleneagles Hotel.


  KENMORE


  Taymouth Hotel.


  PITLOCHRY


  Atholl Palace.


  DUNBLANE


  The Hydro.


  GLENCOE


  Glencoe Hotel.


  PEEBLES


  Peebles Hotel.


  DUNBAR


  Craig-en-gelt.


  


  
    IRELAND


    (Northern Ireland and the Irish Free State)


    By DOROTHY HARTLEY

  


  “BEDE states that Ireland is much superior to Britain both in the salubrity and serenity of the atmosphere. He is right as to its salubrity; but with due respect to his opinion, he is in error with regard to its serenity.”


  (A comment by a tourist of the twelfth century.)


  ‘Ireland is the most temperate of all countries. The burning heat of Cancer does not drive the inhabitants to the cool shades, nor the freezing blast of Capricorn urgently invite them to the fire. You seldom observe snow here, and then only for a short time.… The grass in the fields is green in winter as well as in summer.… In consequence of the agreeable temperature of the climate it is warm at almost all seasons. The air also is so healthy that no clouds bring infection, and there are no pestilent vapours, or tainted breezes. The islanders have little need of physicians.


  People and Pipers


  Many other things are wanting here, much to our advantage, such as vermin. There are no earthquakes, you scarcely hear thunder once a year; thunderclaps do not terrify, nor flashes of lightning strike. Here are no cataracts to overwhelm you. No lions to carry you off, no bears to devour you, no tiger to destroy you.…”


  Of the Irish people themselves: “Whatever natural gifts they possess are excellent, in whatever requires industry they are worthless.… The only thing to which I found this people apply commendable industry is playing upon musical instruments, in which they are incomparably more skilful than any other nation I have ever seen.”


  (Ibid.)


  Well; some things do not seem to have changed much. They say a Frenchman invented the bagpipes and showed them to an Irishman; who saw the joke and told a Scotchman—who hasn’t seen the joke yet! But you must be stone deaf and solid as a gouty hippopotamus if you can hear the Irish piper at a country fair and not up and foot it with the rest. If an Irishman is feeling lonely, he’ll pipe the very blackbirds out of the hedge to keep him company: you’ll never lack for music in Ireland! ’Tis a lovely country!


  Connections from London


  The best routes to Ireland are: From Liverpool to Dublin; from Holyhead to Dublin; and from Fishguard to Wexford (Rosslare), or to Waterford and Cork.


  Cork is also served by boats from Southampton and Plymouth. To the north there is an excellent line from Liverpool to Belfast, and there are also Scotch boats.


  All the ports have direct mail trains running from London in connection with the sailings of the steamers.


  On the shortest passage, between Holyhead and Dublin there are regular and swift steamers, and even in the worst gales you may cross in comfort. You can travel first-class in a luxurious sleeper, or steerage in a cattle boat. I have done both, and such hospitality as was available was given equally graciously on both boats.


  Touring by Car


  For visitors wishing to tour in Ireland in their own cars, the A.A. and R.A.C. provide easy, straightforward facilities. A small deposit is required, and returned, no extra insurance is needed and the matter is perfectly simple to arrange at one visit.


  If you go to the London, or Liverpool offices in the morning, the required information, passes and plates, etc., can be arranged for travel the same day; though it is easier if you can give 24 hours’ notice.


  The car can travel by the same boat as the passenger and there is no need to unpack or repack the luggage.


  However, if touring far, especially off the beaten track in the West, it is advisable to take rather more “spares” than would be customary on a similar tour in England. In the West, garages are few and sometimes far between, and stocks are more restricted. Thus, if it is necessary to send to Dublin or Cork for a special part it may take a day or so to reach you.


  But as the country is so lovely (and the garage and entire community will undertake to entertain you while waiting), the delay will not matter.


  Nothing does matter in Ireland so long as you are happy. That in Ireland is the mental passport required; and it’s no bad passport for a holiday.


  Passports Required for Free State


  For the Free State, a passport is required and customs must be passed on landing, though not in Northern Ireland; but the “duties” are lenient to visitors, in fact Irish hospitality welcomes the visitor on the quay, and if you are obviously over on holiday the formalities are of the slightest.


  Visitors are very welcome in Ireland, and any newcomer is well advised to consult the Irish Tourist Association immediately on landing, or write beforehand. They will do everything to promote the comfort of travellers and help them in every possible way.


  You sense the spontaneous Irish welcome the minute you set foot in the country. It will probably be raining, but the air is soft and warm, the sunlight plays like a smile over the green hills of Wicklow. Ireland is a warm, wet, smiling land.


  “Moist and agreeable” is the Irish ideal of both climate and company.


  If you are not Irish, and try to decide upon the essential characteristic of the people, I think you will find it is sympathy. They have wonderful sympathetic insight and understanding.


  The Blarney Stone


  The Blarney Stone may give to the man or woman who kisses it the gift of speaking the pleasing word, but this faculty for saying the right thing is the birthright of all Irish people.


  The Irish have the silver gift of speech. The genius for giving a pleasant answer is born in their truly sympathetic hearts. The Irishman will weep with you, argue with you, fight with you, drink with you, and laugh with you, all with a freedom unknown to the reserved Englishman or the reticent Scotch. I think it would be impossible to be lonely in Ireland. If an Irishman is unhappy he becomes steeped in the deepest melancholy. He fairly exudes woe from every pore. Contrariwise, if he is happy; no bird flies so free as his soaring spirit.


  There have been more sentimental ditties crooned about the Irish smile than would fill this volume, but no one has done justice to the utter sweetness of it yet.


  When an. Irishwoman looks on you, with a slow gentle smile, spreading her soft lips wide, and the little elves of laughter crinkle up her blue grey eyes under their silky lashes, Ireland suddenly seems the pleasantest land on earth. And when her smile breaks into a laugh, the tiny rainbows come out and dance over the bog!


  They have great charm. I’ve tramped up and down the west of Ireland, summer and winter, and never met an ill-mannered Irishwoman yet; nor a man short of an answer. They have the most flexible wits.


  Not a Punctual Nation


  Mind you, if you are a hide-bound, exact and punctual person, you will be exasperated a dozen times a day.


  They are a faithful people and curiously reliable, but there seems to be a lot more time in the west of Ireland than anywhere else in the world. Pleasant, sweet-scented time, full of the cry of sea birds and the scent of flowery woods. “Wasting time” ceases to be a crime, and becomes an impossibility: “Sure and how would you be doing the like of that? Will there not be plenty more time to-morrow?”


  I remember once, in my hot and bothered English way, urgently asking how far it was to the railway station. To which (not knowing which train I was after wanting to be catching) they pleasantly replied: “Sure how far were you wanting it to be?” It’s very seldom you get an Irishman flurried, and I’ve never seen one impatient yet.


  Irish are Strong Workers—But—


  Then, too, the Irishman never seems to be working. He gets an enormous amount done, but it’s against his pride ever to be doing it.


  I’ve met men, with the sweat pouring off them, trying to shift the great stones that “grow” in the tiny rocky fields. They were all damp and breathless, but they were “not working” they hastened to assure me, they were not even moving the rock; they were “only after seeing if it would removed be—”


  The Irish labourer is always just about to work, or is now “being destroyed entirely by the work he has been doing”—but never working; for sure if he was working he would not be having the time to talk wid you. (And an Irishman would find time to talk at his own funeral.) An American-Irishman was after explaining this matter very concisely. “If,” he said, “I was going to plough all Monday and it snowed, and I had to be threshing within the barn instead, I would be doing a bit of threshing but I wouldn’t be working because I was not ploughing—” and sure you can work alone but you can only talk with company.


  Happy in Argument


  I believe there is the making of a lucrative clinic for the shy and silent and incurably tongue-tied in some village in the west of Ireland. The sufferer would only have to attend the evening gatherings to find himself lapped around in such a pleasant warmth of spontaneous conversation that his natural shyness would simply melt away. I defy anyone to listen to an Irish argument for five minutes without joining in.


  The speakers all produce such a mass of inappropriate data, they spread it abroad with such a cheerful lavish air and are so entirely convincing, when so completely wrong, that sure you are drawn into the talk before you’ve time to speak. And then they show such disarming deference to your own inaccuracies! The Englishman in argument is heavy, being pinned down by facts, but the Irishman is never pinned down by anything; and they have a way of seizing your data, in the middle, turning it wrong way up and handing it back as their own proof—that fairly lifts the ground from under your feet.


  Good Training for Politicians


  It is not to be wondered that in the medieval days of discourse and argument the Irish held the learned universities of Europe spellbound.


  This convincing quality floored me completely upon the shores of Loch Mask.


  Old proceedings of the Royal Society had mentioned a sea monster, the equivalent of the Loch Ness monster, having been seen centuries ago in this Irish Loch. So I asked the shopkeeper down by the water side if she had heard of it. Without a pause, she continued to wrap up my small purchase, and replied with cheerful sincerity. “Take no notice of them ones; if you are wishful to bathe, bathe, for they are very rare! Indade they are rare.”


  I never came so close to a prehistoric monster before.


  Prehistoric Remains Abound in Ireland


  Actually the whole of Ireland is happy hunting ground for relics of the prehistoric age. The antlers of the great Irish elk are still found preserved in the bogs. This elk, the largest of the genus Cervus, is akin to the moose deer of America and was co-existent in Ireland with the present state of organised matter.


  The folk-lore of the little people who milked the wild deer upon the hills and lived under the green mounds, is perhaps connected with the migrations of Icelanders and reindeer; but the whole history of Ireland is so interesting and controversial that it should be studied from the works of Irish historians.


  Irish History is Vital Reading


  Probably the evidences of earlier cultures that will strike the stranger first are the curious high round towers that occur all over the country, and for which there are many different theories. There are early pagan temple sites; traces of Viking invasion, and old and powerful Irish tribal strongholds that have left the earthworks to show the size and power of the old Irish kingdoms.


  During the early Christian period, Ireland was a stronghold of learning and culture. One must study the records in the great centres of learning in Medieval Europe to appreciate the position of the Irishman at that time. Only an historian could do justice to the many names, but all down the west of Ireland one name will meet the visitor: that of St. Brendan (or Brandan). From north of the Mullet, to south beyond Killarney, St. Brendan holds sway. His chapel, his harbour, his bay, his hill, his boats, his isles of the sunset—and no man can dispute the sincerity of the legends.


  What is the substance behind them? An Irish sailor in his curragh among the Western Islands. An Irish saint building under divine guidance a stronger wooden boat (a boat, built in that centuries-old shipyard of the Claddagh in Galway where the same ships are built to-day). St. Brendan, with his staunch company of sailors, goes forth on voyages and sails further than man had dared before.


  Early Irish Sailors


  And the stories of his voyages were arranged in the lovely liquid verse forms of the period and became the most popular of all travellers’ tales. St. Brendan and his sailors were beloved and embroidered till they were gathered up to the clouds of heaven and the voyagers were given one glimpse of Paradise itself. On voyages south, they visit flowery sunlet isles where it is always summer and the fruits are gold among the flowers: and it may have been the Canary Isles. They find Judas, released from Hell by the mercy of the Virgin, wind-lashed upon an iceberg—some say it was off the coast of Newfoundland. No one can now disentangle the facts from the fables. Were the burning sands and fiery mountains volcanoes? of Etna? on the gold coasts of Africa? and when they sailed far away beyond the sunset—did they reach America? No one knows where St. Brendan’s men went, but you will walk with their spirits all down the west of Ireland.


  Other Irish Saints


  In the north, St. Columba takes the place of St. Brendan and is easier for the visitor to follow, for he went north to Iona. They say from the first isle he landed upon, he could, looking back, see Ireland—and so drove further afield, lest being Irish he should return.


  St. Patrick is everywhere over Ireland. It was he, they say, put a curse to drive out all the snakes. Another saint, somewhat revered in Connaught, did the same praiseworthy act by the fleas; but with (apparently) less success.


  Yes, I think the visitor to Ireland should prepare himself with some stories of the Irish saints. How otherwise will he appreciate their tiny rock-bound churches, where the wind and seaweed blow over the stone altars, and the skulls lie uncovered on the thin turf? Or how will he find the hundreds of holy wells and hear the stories that well up, as clear and fresh as the sparkling water, from each?


  In south and east Ireland the student of later history will find Sir Walter Raleigh’s estates; and in future read between the lines of “Colin Clout,” that love for Ireland that he and Spenser shared in the “Shepherd’s Calendar.”


  During later periods came the terrible “curse of Cromwell” and all the troubles that have battered Ireland so bitterly.


  The New Coinage


  There are still later terrible famine mounds that mark whole districts with a dark cross, and ruined mines, and empty homesteads, and enough traces of troubled past to make the lover of Ireland rejoice in the better conditions that prevail to-day, and a prosperity that is brightly reflected in the shining new coinage, with its jolly pigs and hens and plants, and all the common currency of the countryside upon it. The country people in Ireland love their new money and so will you—the designs are one of the touches of real genius in New Ireland.


  But enough of generalities. I must give you some idea whereabouts to find your own particular interests.


  Belfast Makes Fine Linen


  If you go to the north of Ireland you must see the great linen industry of Belfast for its interest, and drive around the famous Antrim coast road, and explore the glens of Antrim. For sheer grandeur go to Fingal’s Cave and the Giants’ Causeway. The music (Fingal’s Cave, Overture of Mendelssohn) can give you more idea than any words of the swelling organ notes of the sea below the great rocks. Music seems caught into the souls of the Londonderry people, and for the one well-known air that carries the name, there are a dozen songs to be learnt from workers in the fields and on the sea.


  Loch Neagh boasts one of the earliest stories of a lake locked sea monster, as in the eleventh century one was “caught in this lake, so large, that it could neither be dragged out, nor conveyed whole, and therefore was carried through the province cut in pieces.” Anglers please note.


  Donegal tweed is known all over the world and is as fine and strong as the land it comes from.


  The tourist offices for the North of Ireland will do all they can to help you plan a tour of Ulster, and the frontier can be crossed at several convenient places.


  For the Free State, Dublin is the national port, and some time is well spent in exploring the city.


  Visit Trinity College First


  Trinity College library has some of the greatest treasures in Europe, including the incomparable Book of Kells. This is turned a page a day and the colours are as fresh and bright as when it left the hand of the artist. A description that fits this MS., and written in the fifth century, describes miraculous origin to the work, the artist being daily instructed in his craft by a visitant angel. The angel furnished the designs, St. Brigit prayed, and the scribe copied. For the unlettered Irish peasantry, seeing the colours on a bird’s wing, the delicate interlacing of fern fronds, and the sweep and ordered plaiting of the frail seaweeds, knew them to be the handicraft of God, so reasoned that so such fine and beautiful work must also be dependent upon divine instruction. (As indeed it is.)


  There are many other treasures, such as harps and cups of gold and jewelled bells, valuable in themselves, and even more valuable in giving the visitor a clue to follow on his later exploration. Trinity College library is a great treasure house.


  Around Dublin


  Outside Dublin, for those not wishing to stay actually in the city, I can recommend Howth, or Skerries.


  There is a good golf course at Howth and a small island worth a visit. Skerries has an excellent bathing beach and a very good hotel. There is capital rough fishing at Rush, and the old church at Lusk is well worth a visit, if only for the complacent epitaph in the churchyard and the splendid view from the tower.


  Tara Hill is of more interest to antiquarians. South of Dublin the playground extends to Glendalough, a well-known holiday resort in the Wicklow hills. St. Keiwin presides (with St. Patrick) over Glendalough: one of his kindly acts was to produce apples from a willow tree for a sick schoolboy. St. Keiwin is represented throughout Ireland with a blackbird, because one day when he was at prayer with his hands raised to Heaven, a blackbird nested in the palm and the saint, in gentleness, let her brood there.


  Leaving Dublin and turning inland one crosses the great central plains of Ireland.


  For fishermen the entire length of the Shannon awaits them, down to the great salmon weir at the mouth—the headquarters of the new Shannon Scheme.


  The Centre of Ireland


  Some people consider the centre of Ireland dull. It has not the grandeur of the north, nor the wild lure of the west, but the green farmlands and deep green lanes, the wide lakes, and small sleepy townships have a charm of their own, and for campers and caravanners I would not wish more comfortable ground. The quantity of cream, butter, eggs, and home-made bread and bacon and sausages that one consumes in that district is something astonishing, and there is plenty of good lake bathing.


  The Grey Stone Crosses of Clonmachnois


  Certainly Clonmachnois should be visited, for its beautiful Celtic crosses, its tall round tower and the lordly sweep of the wide Shannon rolling past its grey walls.


  The Great Bell of Clonmachnois was sunk in the Shannon years ago, and the tale goes that it can be heard tolling as it rolls slowly in the flood far below. Who knows? It may toll “God speed” to the old salmon as they go down to the deep sea.


  There is great beauty in the open bog lands of central Ireland. Acres and acres of rough, rain-drifted and sunlit broken lands, lie, caught here and there with a gleam of silver from some lake, or vivid green of a hidden swamp. Golden bosses of gorse shine in the dark of the heaths, so that the whole bog looks like a bronze shield flung down under the open sky.


  The west of Ireland is the best beloved land of holiday makers. I was away camping there with a party of Irish friends when I was still a schoolgirl; we lived almost exclusively upon lobsters and tea and hot pan bread. None of us wore shoes, and with the Irish children we ranged up mountains and over rocks as free as the wind and about as irresponsible. As one of the Irish girls so sensibly remarked, if it rained too much we could always get into the sea and keep dry while they dried our clothes.


  I have been back to that wild wet country many times since, and the more I think of the happy days I’ve spent in Connemara the less am I knowing where to send you—for it’s all so beautiful.


  Leenane has good hotels and is a good district for touring the south-west and Joyces’ country. Renvyle is near the coast. Letterfrack and Inish Boffin an island near to Cleggan Bay, and those of the Roman Catholic faith will go up Croag Patrick. It is one of the most impressive sights to see the barefoot pilgrims pouring upwards towards the summit upon the yearly day of pilgrimage.


  Islands of the West


  Achill Island has accommodation for visitors and the air there is wonderfully fine. There are real caves and sandy coves for bathing.


  The Mullet is less well known; it is a great centre for the French lobster trade, and on the Mullet lives one of the finest storytellers in Ireland. Ask for him.


  From here you must go on to Inisglora Isle. That belongs to St. Brendan, and it is a very marvellous isle, for no mouse or rat may live on it. And when they were taking over a sack of flour to the island a mouse jumped out and it was dead on its feet when it touched that blessed sand. So that believers carry back bags of the sand as an anti-mouse precaution.


  Good home spun tweeds may be obtained in the district and there are several other flourishing Irish industries.


  The Isle of Aran


  To the south, the Isle of Aran needs no description, since O’Flaherty’s fine film put before people the grandeur of the stormy west coast. But do not be deterred from a visit by the wildness of the film; on part of the island visitors are very welcome. Hookers sail to and from the island with peat and groceries, and far south on the more inaccessible Blaskets the natives mourned sadly, “Sure we are as handsome as the men of Aran, but ‘tis they have the hotel!”


  Iarconnacht is the land of white rocks and dreams where the people still wear the white coats and full skirts of the west.


  It was from Galway Bay that St. Brendan sailed out, and curraghs and boats are part of the life of Galway.


  The Claddagh is beyond Galway; it is the old Irish town—unchanged for centuries. When Galway was a Norman city the Claddagh was its Irish town. It has many old customs, including the special Claddagh marriage and curious special ring of pure soft gold.


  Limerick and Tipperary are good centres for the Galty Mountains and the golden valley of Holycross Abbey and the Mitchelstown caves.


  Killarney has Excellent Hotels


  Killarney and its lakes are too well known to need commending to the tourist, but the fine country beyond is less thoroughly explored. Here again Brandon’s Hill rises over the land and the magic of the sea is in the air.


  The Blaskets can be seen from the main land, and to those interested in antiquities, are worth a visit; but it is not always possible during the mists and storms of winter and (to the time of writing this) it is not possible to stay on the islands except in camp.


  The “tour” as the local guide books call the road around the peninsular and out to Dingle and Venty, is made possible by a fine coast road, but walkers should go on foot across the headlands or on ponies through the Gap of Dunloe. Walkers, too, may fight their way out to windy Mizen Head and Barley Cove.


  South Ireland


  Quite different in character and more gentle is the South Coast. Cork and Queenstown belong to a different Ireland. Youghal is the seaside town of Cork and has wide and popular bathing beaches.


  Waterford gave its name to the treasured old glass industry and “Kilkenny cats” recall political conflicts.


  Carlow has much of interest, including a curious old “cut” road winding for miles through solid rock—but much of this has now disappeared under the new road built over it.


  The Wicklow Mountains lie between Wexford and Dublin, and will be the last you see of Ireland as you regretfully sail back to Holyhead.


  * Literal translation: “Whoever complains of it.”


  * Still occupied by the Lord of Blonay, whose family has lived there for more than 700 years.
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Visltors.

.
Moterses Pricss

SAN NICOLAS, 15
Paims, Majorca
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SOMBRA






OEBPS/Images/Fodo_0679012982_epub_017_r1.jpg
IF_YOU ARE COMING TO BARCELONA
REMEMBER THESE THREE NAMES

EXCELSIOR CABARET - DANCING,
POMPEYA, FIRST CLASS CABARET
HIGH.CLASS VARIETY

Spanish tors by the best Natve Artises.  Excellnt archestras
Apéritfs from 7 109 p.m. and afeer supperfrom 11 to 4 a.m.
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SPAIN
in 1936...

and every other year

FORALLINFORMATION,
BOOKINGS BY RAIL, SEA
AND AIR, INCLUSIVE &
COLLECTIVE TOURS,
AND SPECIAL SPANISH
CIRCULAR RAIL TICKETS

United Spanish Travel

Agencles

ases rava)
BRANCHES ALL OVER SPAIN

LONDON.
18, Lower Regent Strset

PAmIS
12, Bed. do tn Madeleine

MADRID  BARCELONA  SAN SEBASTIAN
PALMA (MAIORCA)  SEVILLA  GRANADA
CORDOBA  SANTANDER  VALENCIA

Intrpretars st PortbouCarbare  and _ rdnHendays
Frontors, Ao st princpal Spanih Ports

“ Winter and summer olike, Spain's innumerable
attractions may be enjoyed to the full "
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MADRID

Hotel Londres
Galdo, 2

Pusrca dat Sol. Ruaniog.
Al roam, I o al floors,
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NOUVEL HOTEL

BARCELONA

°
Convenient location
between Ramblas
and Plaza Catalufia

.
100 Rooms
and 50 Bathrooms

.
Modern Comfort
and Renowned Cuisine

Santa Ana, 20 Telegrams : Nouvel  Talsphona: 14090

BARCELONA DE NOCHE

et
Teonand ik
DANCING et

TypicalSpanish Programme e

50 seanisk rauTies 50 ™ pfue
RESERVE YOUR TABLE f

{2 MONACO

Th o e e

s B B
el partorm ST penrECt seavice
tonal -attractions.  Two excellen ===
Bnce onis MODIRATE PRiCES
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LA BUENA SOMBRA
Music-hall Dancing Cabaret Show
of Native

and Foreign Artistes
*

The Cabaret of the Beauties

The finest entertainment
in Barcelona

Typical Singers and Dancers

*

GINjoL, 3 BARCELONA

BUENA
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I DOCTOR 1. SAENGER

ODONTOLOGIST
University of Berlin

English, German, French

and Spanish spoken

Carle, 30 BARCELONA  Telephons 12164
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FOR 10 YEARS

DEEBLE SERVICE |

(ANGLO - AMEHICAN - MANAGIGAT.
have specialised in

TRAVEL

Sefore cning to Span, wric for

T o G iormacon

i Toaking.

Howw raservacons (overy_oype).

i g6y

T Bus, Boas nd Alr
Specilied Kinerares. -

BARCELONA
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HOLIDAY TOURS
at reduced return farés

— 7
Summer and Winter tours to SOUTH AFRICA
ittt i o
Summer tours to MADEIRA or
CANARY ISLANDS and ‘to the
MEDITERRANEAN and EGYPT
.
Spring and Summer Cruises to
BELGIUM, HOLLAND and GERMANY
*

Write for farther pariculors o the Heod Office -
3 Fenchurch Street, Loodon, £.C.3, or Agents
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First you LISTEN, then —
YOU FIND YOURSELF SPEAKING
THE LANGUAGE OF YOUR CHOICE

Choose the langusge you
outd ke to kg and
a few short weeks you find
yourselfspeskingit uently
and with a perfect accent.
That s the amaring thing
about the Linguaphone
Method of learaing lan-
‘guages which has proved so _

successful thatitis used by countless private students ll over the
world. It also used in over 11,000 schools and universites.

SEE HOW EASY IT IS

You justsit down in comfort and | illustrated text-book. Very soon
listen o the voices of expert | you become wo_sound-periect
native ‘teachers, on your own | and word-perfece that you are
"X You listen you | able o, begin  mlking, ‘resding
llowthe rpoken’ words in the | and weiting quite fiuently.

Write for the FREE 28-page Book
giving full particulars and details of the

WEEK'S FREE TRIAL OFFER

Whether you wish to learn a new language
for business, travel, literature, science or the
v the quices Cser nd ot s
ing way ia by Linguaphone. Wite to-

for the FREE 28:page. book, which gives
you full details and will enable you to get s
complete Linguzphone Course for  week's
trial In your own home.

LINGUAPHONE

FOR LANGUAGES
205 Napio Home, 24121, High Hollon, Londen, W.C1
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“LaBoule

Blanche”

CABARET
DANCING

withnumerous Creole
ottractions

Parie—Montparnaste
33 rue Vavin

From 10 pm. 10 4

Spend a plassant coenin at the
Cabont MIRAGE  Dancing

LEARDEE'S BAND 1 HOT JAZZ :: EXOTIC TURNS
HARMING AND CHSERFUL ATMOSPHERE ::

9 Rus Delambre (XIVe)  From g pom. to dawon
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LES GANTS

LESAGE

Glove Manufacturers

Town Sports Evening
.

QUAUTY . ..
GoOD TASTE

15 RUE DU BAC
PARIS
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stmassouns sace) | | GRAND HOTEL
Hotel ‘Maison-Rouge VILLE. DE PARIS

STRASBOURG—
Place Kleber Place Brogiie

and its famous.
Alsacian-Restaurant CENTRAL SITE

o AL o MODEST
200 Rooms from Frs. 25
200 Rooms from fou. 25 COMFORTS PRICES
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for holidays on the

continent . . . . . .

<onsult the WT.As expart Conducted and Independant
Traval Deparements for iexpaniive, snjoyabls, siciently _orpanised
hoidys 334 jourers” These groups of speclives wil e e
dnobtrusive, smooth-fiowing eAlclency In’the organisation of your
Rldey o ghaveing Sour i 1 10 sknd 0 YouT ompnia
anoymer

ey iy Ers 1 3 VA e

e P L T B
s Bty D

T L P R n R

W.T.A. CRUISES MOTORING
WITA. e srinqunaos s wcawondy g wiion o aurieg Toers
e, ambracg hocs Sumion Cronsto e Sty " S
N, +Wotd G, Toon 16 St ity o
S e sod A, 1 sidion st 3 A S
v sl o ) cesrovi, bookings R 5 vt ok
S ade o g comore. e

WALKING HOLIDAYS AT HOME

Wk re vay adognty  Woll Known o 0 pbndd S e 1o ch-
Chnred o Vot e tnd wnd f ko WY Gott Moo nd Comres
S WGl erears i Gras Bt rorde s et sl o
Srares sewr oyt coray bobdy  fow nces v Gt
Do, canoun, Tebing.  Mou e opan hreughont o reu. Excamie
Fedkimbng, W,

E= LT
[,

oy

P T A
CXE- . .

The WLT.A. Lad., Holday Specilies ond Crule Orgonioers
HEAD OFFICE : 278, TRANSPORT HOUSE
SMITH SQUARE, WESTMINSTER, S.W.1
Phone : Vic, 7430 (8 ines)
Branches : 59, Quesn Vicorie Street, EC4
32, Corporation Serest, Manchestar
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WEEKLY MAIL SERVICE TO

SOUTH AFRICA

vio MADEIRA %

FORTNIGHTLY INTERMEDIATE SAILINGSTO

SOUTH & EAST AFRICA

vio CANARY ISLANDS with regular alls at
ASCENSION, ST. HELENA, LOBITO and
MAURITIUS

SAILINGS EVERY FOUR WEEKS TO

EAST AFRICA

Vi MEDITERRANEAN PORTS & SUEZ CANALY#:

Wi for fuer porcuars o the
Head Offica: 3 Fancharch Sereat, London, EC3, or agants

UNION-| CASTLE

LINE





