








































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Four Thousand Frantic Germans

\ >< JHEN the German army invaded Belgium, German diplomatic interests
were in the hands of Brand Whitlock, United States Minister. In one
evening four thousand frantic Germans besieged the American Legation

for passports and transportation to German territory.

“As we went down the stairs on our way out,” writes Mr. Whitlock,
“there in the hall we saw a woman in tears; her husband, a German, was
with her and he sat there in dumb, Teutonic melancholy. They had with
them a little boy with golden cutls, one of the prettiest children I ever saw,
with the sweet face of one of Raffael’s cherubs, who looked up inquiringly

into his mother's sad face.

“At sight of me the woman sprang forward and seized my hand, as
though I were her last refuge in the world, and with such sobs and lamentations
as might break a heart, fell on her knees, refusing to let go my hand and
dragging on tragically toward me on her knees. I felt the embarrassment of
one of our race in such a predicament, tore my hand away, picked up the
pretty baby and kissed him, and left —we had to get to that meeting—the

woman dragging after me all the way to the door.

“When I reached home | Iearned that my wife and the mothers and
Miss Larner had taken the lictle boy up-stairs and played with him all evening
until Mr. Gibson, (Secretary of the American Legation,) took the little family
away in the motor to the Cirque Royale, where they assembled the Germans
who were to go out on the refugee train that night. I had a vision of that
bright, pretty, innocent little child, and the little family whirled away in the
great whirlpool into darkness—to what fate? We should never know, I
said, never see any of them again.

“But we did. A few days after the Germans had established
themselves in Brussels, the father of the pretty little boy took a rocm
near Mr. Gibson’s apartment in the Rue St. Boniface and, in his qual-
ity of German spy, watched Mr. Gibson’s every movement.”

It is such personal anecdotes that make vividly real Brand Whitlock’s
story of Belgium’s tragedy.

In the most extraordinary and significant war-story yet wriwi-n, Mr.
Whitlock has built up a powerful, dramatic, absorbing narrative of facts such
as only an eye-witness and able writer can tell.

The second instalment appears in the March number of

veruygbody’s
Gverybody

Now on sale at your news-dealer’s




